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PREFACE 


The aim of this edition of a^l Pope’s Poetical Works, except his 
translations of Homer, is to provide a text which attempts to follow 
his latest wishes both in substance and in accidentals. It includes 
also his own annotations, and the full apparatus he provided for the 
final text of The Dunciad^ i 743 - The earliest text of The Dunciad in 
Three Books, 1728, and the earliest text of The Rape of the Locke in 
Two Cantos, 1712, are given in the Appendix. 

There can, I think, be no doubt that Pope took considerable care in 
the preparation of his Collected Works, 1717, printed for him by 
William Bo\yyer in quarto and folio; he concerned himself not only 
with correcting the text of his poems, but with typographical details. 
In a letter to Broome early in 1717 (Sherburn, i. 394) he sends 
instructions for the printer: ‘. . . space for the initial letter to the 
Dedication to the Rape of the Lock to be made to the size of those 
in Trapp’s Praelectiones*. This almost suggests that he had possibly 
asked for these initials to be used. He gives instructions for a line in 
the Essay on Criticism to be printed in italic, and writes out the second 
verse of The Rape of the Lock, as he wishes it to be printed, thus: 

What mighty contests rise from trivial things. 

This is enough to show that he approved, if he did not actually 
originate, the typographical arrangement of the text of the 1717 
edition in which capitals and italics are largely eliminated. Although 
this method was not followed when the Second Volume of the 
Collected Works was published in 1735, it remained the consistent 
practice of William Bowyer, who printed Pope’s translation of 
Homer and the handsome quartos of The Dunciad, 1743, the Essay 
on Man, and the Epistles, which Pope was supervising up to the 
time of his death. And in his last letter to William Bowyer of 
3 March 1743/4, instructing him to print the Epistle to Cobham ‘in 
the quarto, not in the octavo, size*, he adds very specifically: 

*. . . contrive the Capitals and every thing exactly to correspond with 
that Edition’. This seems to me to justify completely the advice that 
George Sherburn gave me in a letter I had from him in 1962 to 
pay particular attention to the late quartos. And it should be noted 
that the printer and the editor of the 1751 edition both accepted the 
same form, as being what Pope desired. 
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PREFACE 


I have taken therefore as my copy text the text of these late 
quartos of The Dunciad in 1743, the Essay on Man and the Essay on 
Criticism in February, and the Epistles in May 1744, believing that 
they give not only in substance but in the accidentals what Pope 
finally wanted. For the rest I have used the 1751 text, which I have 
collated with the earlier editions, and amended to eliminate errors 
(and they are not very many) due to reprinting, and to restore the 
punctuation in places where Warburton had tampered with it. The 
notes are taken from editions which had been prepared by Pope 
himself. But it seemed best to leave the full apparatus of the 1743 
Dunciad as finally printed under Pope’s own supervision. 

The problem of arrangement is difficult. I have been tempted, 
like many earlier editors, to try and preserve something of Pope’s 
own plan in the volumes of his Collected Works. This method has 
at least one advantage in showing what Pope himself had collected 
together at different times, and what has been added to the canon 
subsequently. I have had to compromise in the matter of the Minor 
Poems, in which, following modern editors, I have included pieces 
which Pope would probably have thought better forgotten. But 
I have not included scraps of verse which were part of letters, which 
I think are better read in their proper context as printed in Pope’s 
Correspondence^ variants of lines which were incorporated in other 
poems, and a number of pieces which have been attributed to him 
on good evidence, but which were never acknowledged by him. 

No one can attempt to deal with any of Pope’s work today without 
incurring the deepest obligations to the editors of the Twickenham 
edition of his Poems, and particularly without making use of the 
wide-flung researches of Norman Ault and Professor Butt in dealing 
with the problems of the canon and sifting the large amount of 
material which at one time or another has been attributed to Pope. 
I am particularly indebted to Professor Butt and his publishers for 
permission to use the text of some of the Minor Poems which he has 
printed from manuscript. Though the text printed here will be 
found to differ from a large part of the Twickenham text in acciden¬ 
tals, It will differ in substance hardly at all. It is my modest hope that 
It may demonstrate that there are more ways than one of editing 
texts printed in the eighteenth century. 

Herbert Davis 

July jg6s 
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PREFACE TO WORKS, 1717 


I AM inclined to think that both the writers of books, and the 
readers of them, are generally not a little unreasonable in their 
expectations. The first seem to f^ncy that the world must approve 
whatever they produce, and the latter to imagine that authors are 
obliged to please them at any rate. Methinks, as on the one hand, 
no single man is born with a right of controuling the opinions of all 
the rest; so on the other, the world has no title to demand, that the 
whole care and time of any particular person should be sacrificed to 
its entertainment. Therefore I cannot but believe that writers and 
readers are under equal obligations, for as much fame, or pleasure, 
as each affords the other. 

Every one acknowledges, it would be a wild notion to expect 
perfection in any work of man: and yet one would think the con¬ 
trary was taken for granted, by the judgment commonly past upon 
Poems. A Critic supposes he has done his part, if he proves a writer 
to have failed in an expression, or erred in any particular point; and 
can it then be wondered at, if the Poets in general seem resolved not 
to own themselves in any error? For as long as one side will make 
no allowances, the other will be brought to no acknowledgements. 

I am afraid this extreme zeal on both sides is ill-placed; Poetry 
and Criticism being by no means the universal concern of the 
world, but only the affair of idle men who write in their closets, and 
of idle men who read there. 

Yet sure upon the whole, a bad Author deserves better usage 
than a bad Critic: for a Writer’s endeavour, for the most part, is to 
please his Readers, and he fails merely through the misfortune of an 
ill judgment; but such a Critic’s is to put them out of humour; a 
design he could never go upon without both that and an ill temper. 

I think a good deal may be said to extenuate the fault of bad 
Poets. What we call a Genius, is hard to be distinguished by a man 
himself, from a strong inclination: and if his genius be ever so 
great, he cannot at first discover it any other way, than by giving 
way to that prevalent propensity which renders him the more liable 
to be mistaken. The only method he has, is to make the experi¬ 
ment by writing, and appealing to the judgment of others: now 
if he happens to write ill (which is certainly no sin in itself) he is 
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immediately made an object of ridicule. I wish we had the human¬ 
ity to reflect that even the worst authors might, in their endeavour 
to please us, deserve something at our hands. We have no cause 
to quarrel with them but for their obstinacy in persisting to write; 
and this too may admit of alleviating circumstances. Their parti¬ 
cular friends may be either ignorant, or insincere; and the rest of 
the world in general is too well bred to shock them with a truth, 
which generally their Booksellers are the first that inform them of. 
This happens not till they have spent too much of their time, to 
apply to any profession which might better fit their talents; and 
till such talents as they have are so far discredited as to be but of 
small service to them. For (what is the hardest case imaginable) the 
reputation of a man generally depends upon the first steps he 
makes in the world, and people will establish their opinion of us, 
from what we do at that season when we have least judgment to 
direct us. 

On the other hand, a good Poet no sooner communicates his 
works with the same desire of information, but it is imagined he is a 
vain young creature given up to the ambition of fame; when perhaps 
the poor man is all the while trembling with the fear of being ridi¬ 
culous. If he is made to hope he may please the world, he falls under 
very unlucky circumstances: for, from the moment he prints, he 
must expect to hear no more truth, than if he were a Prince, or a 
Beauty. If he has not very good sense (and indeed there are twenty 
men of wit, for one man of sense) his living thus in a course of 
flattery may put him in no small danger of becoming a Coxcomb: if 
he has, he will consequently have so much diffidence as not to reap 
any great satisfaction from his praise; since, if it be given to his face, 
it can scarce be distinguished from flattery, and if in his absence, it 
IS hard to be certain of it. Were he sure to be commended by the best 
and most knowing, he is as sure of being envied by the worst and 
most Ignorant, which are the majority; for it is with a fine Genius as 
with a fine fashion, all those are displeased at it who are not able to 
follow It: and it is to be feared that esteem will seldom do any man 
so much good, as ill-will does him harm. Then there is a third class 
of people who make the largest part of mankind, those of ordinary 
or indifferent capacities; and these (to a man) will hate, or suspect 
him: a hundred honest Gentlemen will dread him as a Wit and a 
hundred innocent Women as a Satirist. In a word, whatever be his 
fate in Poetry, it is ten to one but he must give up all the reason- 
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able aims of life for it. There are indeed some advantages accruing 
from a Genius to Poetry, and they are all I can think of: the agree¬ 
able power of self-amusement when a man is idle or alone; the 
privilege of being admitted into the best company; and the freedom 
of saying as many careless things as other people, without being so 
severely remarked upon. 

I believe, if any one, early in his life, should contemplate the 
dangerous fate of authors, he would scarce be of their number on 
any consideration. The life of a Wit is a warfare upon earth, and 
the present spirit of the learned world is such, that to attempt to 
serve it (any way) one must have the constancy of a martyr, and a 
resolution to suffer for its sake. I could wish people would believe 
what I am pretty certain they will not, that I have been much less 
concerned about Fame than I durst declare till this occasion, when 
methinks I should find more credit than I could heretofore: since 
my writings have had their fate already, and it is too late to think of 
prepossessing the reader in their favour. I would plead it as some 
merit in me, that the world has never been prepared for these 
Trifles by Prefaces, byassed by recommendations, dazled with the 
names of great Patrons, w heedled with fine reasons and pretences, 
or troubled with excuses. I confess it w as want of consideration that 
made me an author; I writ because it amused me; I corrected 
because it was as pleasant to me to correct as to write; and I pub¬ 
lished because I was told I might please such as it was a credit to 
please. To what degree I have done this, I am really ignorant; I had 
too much fondness for my productions to judge of them at first, 
and too much judgment to be pleased with them at last. But I have 
reason to think they can have no reputation which will continue 
long, or which deserves to do so: for they have always fallen short 
not only of what I read of others, but even of my own Ideas of 
Poetry. 

If any one should imagine I am not in earnest, I desire him to 
reflect, that the Ancients (to say the least of them) had as much 
Genius as we; and that to take more pains, and employ more time, 
cannot fail to produce more complete pieces. They constantly 
apply’d themselves not only to that art, but to that single branch of 
an art, to which their talent was most powerfully bent; and it was 
the business of their lives to correct and finish their works for 
posterity. If we can pretend to have used the same industry, let us 
expect the same immortality: Though if we took the same care, we 



4 PREFACE TO JVOJIJ^S, 1717 

should Still lie under a farther misfortune: they writ in languages 
that became universal and everlasting, while ours are extremely 
limited both in extent and in duration. A mighty foundation for our 
pride! when the utmost we can hope, is but to be read in one Island, 
and to be thrown aside at the end of one Age. 

All that is left us is to recommend our productions by the 
imitation of the Ancients: and it will be found true, that, in every 
age, the highest character for sense and learning has been obtained 
by those who have been most indebted to them. For, to say truth, 
whatever is very good sense must have been common sense in all 
times; and what we call Learning, is but the knowledge of the sense 
of our predecessors. Therefore they who say our thoughts are not 
our own, because they resemble the Ancients, may as well say our 
faces are not our own, because they are like our Fathers: And 
indeed it is very unreasonable, that people should expect us to be 
Scholars, and yet be angry to find us so. 

I fairly confess that I have served myself all 1 could by reading; 
that I made use of the judgment of authors dead and living; that I 
omitted no means in my power to be informed of my errors, both 
by my friends and enemies: But the true reason these pieces are not 
more correct, is owing to the consideration how short a time they, 
and I, have to live: One may be ashamed to consume half one’s days 
in bringing sense and rhyme together; and what Critic can be so un¬ 
reasonable, as not to leave a man time enough for any more serious 
employment, or more agreeable amusement ? 

The only plea I shall use for the favour of the public, is, that I 
have as great a respect for it, as most authors have for themselves; 
and that I have sacrificed much of my own self-love for its sake, in 
preventing not only many mean things from seeing the light, but 
many which I thought tolerable. I would not be like those Authors, 
who forgive themselves some particular lines for the sake of a whole 
Poem, and v/ce versa a whole Poem for the sake of some particular 
lines. I believe no one qualification is so likely to make a good writer, 
as the power of rejecting his own thoughts, and it must be this (if any 
thing) that can give me a chance to be one. For what I have pub¬ 
lished, I can only hope to be pardoned; but for what I have 
burned, I deserve to be praised. On this account the world is under 
some obligation to me, and owes me the justice in return, to look 
upon no verses as mine that are not inserted in this collection. And 
perhaps nothing could make it worth my while to own what are 
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really so, but to avoid the imputation of so many dull and immoral 
things, as partly by malice, and partly by ignorance have been 
ascribed to me. I must farther acquit myself of the presumption of 
having lent my name to recommend any Miscellanies, or Works of 
other men; a thing I never thought becoming a person who has 
hardly credit enough to answer for his own. 

In this office of collecting my pieces, I am altogether uncertain, 
whether to look upon myself as a man building a monument, or 
burying the dead. 

If Time shall make it the former, may these Poems (as long as 
they last) remain as a testimony, that their Author never made his 
talents subservient to the mean and unworthy ends of Party or 
Self-interest; the gratification of public prejudices, or private 
passions; the flattery of the undeserving, or the insult of the un¬ 
fortunate. If I have written well, let it be considered that 'tiswhat 
no man can do without good sense, a quality that not only renders 
one capable of being a good writer, but a good man. And if 1 have 
made any acquisition in the opinion of any one under the notion 
of the former, let it be continued to me under no other title than 
that of the latter. 

But if this publication be only a more solemn funeral of my 
Remains, I desire it may be known that I die in charity, and in my 
senses; without any murmurs against the justice of this age, or any 
mad appeals to posterity. I declare I shall think the world in the 
right, and quietly submit to every truth which time shall discover 
to the prejudice of these writings; not so much as wishing so 
irrational a thing, as that every body should be deceived merely for 
my credit. However, I desire it may then be considered, that there 
are very few things in this collection which were not written under 
the age of five and twenty: so that my youth may be made (as it 
never fails to be in Executions) a case of compassion. That I was 
never so concerned about my works as to vindicate them in print, 
believing, if any thing was good, it would defend itself, and what was 
bad could never be defended. That I used no artifice to raise or con¬ 
tinue a reputation, depreciated no dead author 1 was obliged to, 
bribed no living one with unjust praise, insulted no adversary with 
ill language; or when I could not attack a Rival’s works, encouraged 
reports against his Morals. To conclude, if this volume perish, let it 
serve as a warning to the Critics, not to take too much pains for the 
future to destroy such things as will die of themselves; and a 
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Memento mori to some of my vain cotemporaries the Poets, to teach 
them that, when real merit is wanting, it avails nothing to have been 
encouraged by the great, commended by the eminent, and favoured 
by the public in general. 

Nov. 10, 1716. 



PASTORALS 


WITH A 

Discourse on Pastoral 

Written in the Year mdcciv 


Rura mihi et rigui placeant in vallibus amnes, 
Flumina amem, sylvasquc, ingloriiis! virg. 




A 


DISCOURSE 

ON 

PASTORAL POETRY- 


T here are not, I believe, a greater number of any sort of 
verses than of those which are called Pastorals; nor a smaller, 
than of those which are truly so. It therefore seems necessary to 
give some account of this kind of Poem, and it is my design to com¬ 
prize in this short paper the substance of those numerous disserta¬ 
tions the Critics have made on the subject, without omitting any of 
their rules in my own favour. You will also find some points 
reconciled, about which they seem to differ, and a few remarks 
which I think have escaped their observation. 

The original of Poetry is ascribed to that Age which succeeded 
the creation of the world: and as the keeping of flocks seems to have 
been the first employment of mankind, the most ancient sort of 
poetry was probably pastoral.^ It is natural to imagine, that the 
leisure of those ancient shepherds admitting and inviting some 
diversion, none was so proper to that solitary and sedentary life as 
singing; and that in their songs they took occasion to celebrate 
their own felicity. From hence a Poem was invented, and afterw ards 
improved to a perfect image of that happy time; which by giving 
us an esteem for the virtues of a former age, might recommend them 
to the present. And since the life of shepherds was attended with 
more tranquillity than any other rural employment, the Poets chose 
to introduce their Persons, from whom it received the name of 
Pastoral. 

A Pastoral is an imitation of the action of a shepherd, or one con¬ 
sidered under that character. The form of this imitation is dramatic, 
or narrative, or mixed of both the fable simple, the manners not too 
polite nor too rustic: the thoughts are plain, yet admit a little 
quickness and passion, but that short and flowing: the expression 


■ Wriuen at sixteen years of age. 
** Fontenclle’s Disc, on Pastorals. 


' Heinsius in Thcocr. 
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humble, yet as pure as the language will afford; neat, but not florid; 
easy, and yet lively. In short, the fable, manners, thoughts, and ex¬ 
pressions are full of the greatest simplicity in nature. 

The complete character of this poem consists in simplicity,^ 
brevity, and delicacy; the two first of which render an eclogue 
natural, and the last delightful. 

If we would copy Nature, it may be useful to take this Idea along 
with us, that Pastoral is an image of what they call the golden age. 
So that we are not to describe our shepherds as shepherds at this 
day really are, but as they may be conceived then to have been; 
when the best of men followed the employment. To carry this 
resemblance yet farther, it would not be amiss to give these shep¬ 
herds some skill in astronomy, as far as it may be useful to that sort 
of life. And an air of piety to the Gods should shine through the 
Poem, which so visibly appears in all the works of antiquity: and it 
ought to preserve some relish of the old way of writing; the con¬ 
nections should be loose, the narrations and descriptions short,® and 
the periods concise. Yet it is not sufficient that the sentences only be 
brief, the whole Eclogue should be so too. For we cannot suppose 
Poetry in those days to have been the business of men, but their 
recreation at vacant hours. 

But with a respect to the present age, nothing more conduces to 
make these composures natural, than when some Knowledge in 
rural affairs is discovered.^ This may be made to appear rather done 
by chance than on design, and sometimes is best shewn by inference; 
lest by too much study to seem natural, we destroy that easy simpli¬ 
city from whence arises the delight. For what is inviting in this 
sort of poetry proceeds not so much from the Idea of that business, 
as of the tranquillity of a country life. 

We must therefore use some illusion to render a Pastoral delight¬ 
ful; and this consists in exposing the best side only of a shepherd’s 
life, and in concealing its miseries.* Nor is it enough to introduce 
shepherds discoursing together in a natural way; but a regard must 
be had to the subject; that it contain some particular beauty in 
itself, and that it be different in every Eclogue. Besides, in each of 
them a designed scene or prospect is to be presented to our view, 

** Rapin de Carm. Past. p. 2. 

* Rapin, Rtflex. tur VArt Poit. d'Arist. p. 2. Reft, Kvii. 

f Pref. to Virg. Past, in Dryd. Virg. 

“ Fontcnelle’s Disc, of Pastorals. 
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which should likewise have its variety.** This variety is obtained in a 
great degree by frequent comparisons, drawn from the most agree¬ 
able objects of the country; by interrogations to things inanimate; 
by beautiful digressions, but those short; sometimes by insisting a 
little on circumstances; and lastly, by elegant turns on the words, 
which render the numbers extremely sweet and pleasing. As for the 
numbers themselves, though they are properly of the heroic 
measure, they should be the smoothest, the most easy and flowing 
imaginable. 

It is by rules like these that we ought to judge of Pastoral. And 
since the instructions given for any art are to be delivered as that art 
is in perfection, they must of necessity be derived from those in 
whom it is acknowledged so to be. It is therefore from the practice 
of Theocritus and Virgil (the only undisputed authors of Pastoral) 
that the Critics have drawn the foregoing notions concerning it. 

Theocritus excels all others in nature and simplicity. The 
subjects of his Idyllia are purely pastoral; but he is not so exact in 
his persons, having introduced reapers* and fishermen as well as 
shepherds. He is apt to be too long in his descriptions, of which 
that of the Cup in the first pastoral is a remarkable instance. In the 
manners he seems a little defective, for his swains are sometimes 
abusive and immodest, and perhaps too much inclining to rusticity; 
for instance, in his fourth and fifth Idyllia. But ’tis enough that all 
others learnt their excellencies from him, and that his Dialect 
alone has a secret charm in it which no other could ever attain. 

Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refines upon his original: and in 
all points where judgment is principally concerned, he is much 
superior to his master. Though some of his subjects are not 
pastoral in themselves, but only seem to be such; they have a 
wonderful variety in them, which the Greek was a stranger to.** He 
exceeds him in regularity and brevity, and falls short of him in 
nothing but simplicity and propriety of style; the first of which 
perhaps was the fault of his age, and the last of his language. 

Among the moderns, their success has been greatest who have 
most endeavoured to make these ancients their pattern. The most 
considerable Genius appears in the famous Tasso, and our Spenser. 
Tasso in his Aminta has as far excelled all the Pastoral writers, as 

** See the forementioned Preface. 

' eEPlSTAI Idyl. X. and AAIEIZ Idyl. xxi. 

•* Rapin, Re/l. on Arht. part ii. Reft, xxvii.— Pref. to the Eel. in Dryden’s Virg. 
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in his Gierusalemme he has out-done the Epic poets of his country. 
But as this piece seems to have been the original of a new sort of 
poem, the Pastoral Comedy, in Italy, it cannot so well be considered 
as a copy of the ancients. Spenser’s Calendar, in Mr. Dryden’s 
opinion, is the most complete work of this kind which any nation 
has produced ever since the time of Virgil.' Not but that he may be 
thought imperfect in some few points. His Eclogues are somewhat 
too long, if we compare them with the ancients. He is sometimes 
too allegorical, and treats of matters of religion in a pastoral style, 
as Mantuan had done before him. He has employed the Lyric 
measure, which is contrary to the practice of the old Poets. His 
Stanza is not still the same, nor always well chosen. This last may be 
the reason his expression is sometimes not concise enough: for the 
Tetrastic has obliged him to extend his sense to the length of four 
lines, which would have been more closely confined in the Couplet. 

In the manners, thoughts, and characters, he comes near to 
Theocritus himself; though, notwithstanding all the care he has 
taken, he is certainly inferior in his Dialect: For the Doric had its 
beauty and propriety in the Time of Theocritus; it was used in part 
of Greece, and frequent in the mouths of many of the greatest 
persons: whereas the old English and country phrases of Spenser 
were either entirely obsolete, or spoken only by people of the 
lowest condition. As there is a difference betwixt simplicity and 
rusticity, so the expression of simple thoughts should be plain, but 
not clownish. The addition he has made of a Calendar to his 
Eclogues, is very beautiful; since by this, besides the general moral 
of innocence and simplicity, which is common to other authors of 
Pastoral, he has one peculiar to himself; he compares human Life 
to the several Seasons, and at once exposes to his readers a view of 
the great and little worlds, in their various changes and aspects. Yet 
the scrupulous division of his Pastorals into Months, has obliged 
him cither to repeat the same description, in other w'ords, for three 
months together; or, when it was exhausted before, entirely to omit 
it: whence it comes to pass that some of his Eclogues (as the sixth, 
eighth, and tenth for example) have nothing but their Titles to 
distinguish them. 'I'he reason is evident, because the year has not 
that variety in it to furnish every month with a particular descrip¬ 
tion, as it may every season. 

Of the following Eclogues I shall only say, that these four com- 

* Dedication to Virg. Eel. 
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prehencl all the subjects which the Critics upon Theocritus and 
Virgil will allow to be fit for pastoral: That they have as much 
variety of description, in respect of the several seasons, as Spenser’s: 
that in order to add to this variety, the several times of the day are 
observed, the rural employments in each season or time of day, and 
the rural scenes or places proper to such employments; not without 
some regard to the several ages of man, and the different passions 
proper to each age. 

But after all, if they have any merit, it is to be attributed to some 
good old Authors, whose works as I had leisure to study, so I hope 
I have not wanted care to imitate. 



SPRING 


THE 

FIRST PASTORAL 

OR 

DAMON 

To Sir William Trumbal 


F irst in these fields I try the sylvan strains, 

Nor blush to sport on Windsor’s blissful plains: 

Fair Thames, flow gently from thy sacred spring, 

While on thy banks Sicilian Muses sing; 

These Pastorals were written at the age of sixteen, and then past thro’ the hands of Mr. 
Walsh, Mr. Wycherley, G. Granville afterwards Lord Lansdown, Sir William Trumbal, 
Dr. Garth, Lord Halifax, Lord Somers, Mr. Mainwaring, and others. All these gave our 
Author the greatest encouragement, and particularly Mr. Walsh (whom Mr. Drydcn, in 
his Postscript 10 Virgil, calls the best critic of his age.) ‘The .Author (says he) seems to 
have a particular genius for this kind of Poetr}% and a judgment that much exceeds his 
years. He has taken very freely from the Ancients. But what he has mixed of his own 
with theirs is no way inferior to what he has taken from them. It is not llattery at all to say 
that Virgil had wTitten nothing so good at his Age. His Preface is very judicious and 
learned’. Letter to Mr. Wycherley, Ap. 1705. The Lord Lansdown about the same time, 
mentioning the youth of our Poet, says (in a printed Letter of the Character of Mr. 
Wycherley) ‘that if he goes on as he has begun in the Pastoral way, as Virgil first tried his 
strength, we may hope to see English Poetry vie with the Roman,’ etc. Notwitltstanding 
the early time of their production, the Author esteemed these as the most correct in the 
versification, and musical in the numbers, of all his works. The reason for his labouring 
them into so much softness, was, doubtless, that this sort of poetry derives almost its 
whole beauty from a natural ease of thought and smoothness of verse; whereas that of 
most other kinds consists in the strength and fulness of both. In a letter of his to Mr. 
Walsh about this time we find an enumeration of several Niceties in Versification, which 
perhaps have never been strictly observed in any English poem, except in these Pastorals. 
They were not printed till 1709. 

Sir William Trumbal.] Our Author’s friendship with this gentleman commenced at 
very unequal years; he was under sixteen, but Sir William above sixty, and had lately 
resign’d his employment of Secretary of State to King William. 

!• Prima Syracosio dignata est ludere versu. 

Nostra nec erubuit sylvas habitare Thalia. 

This is the general exordium and opening of the Pastorals, in imitation of the sixth of 
Virgil, which some have therefore not improbably thought to have been the first origin- 
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Let vernal airs thro* trembling osiers play, 5 

And Albion’s cliffs resound the rural lay. 

You, that too wise for pride, too good for pow’r, 

Enjoy the glory to iJe great no more. 

And carrying with you all the world can boast. 

To all the world illustriously are lost! 10 

O let my Aluse her slender reed inspire, 

Till in your native shades you tune the lyre: 

So when the Nightingale to rest removes. 

The Thrush may chant to the forsaken groves, 

But, charm’d to silence, listens while she sings, 15 

And all th’ aerial audience clap their wings. 

Soon as the flocks shook off the nightly dews, 

Two Swains, whom Love kept wakeful, and the Muse, 

Pour’d o’er the w hitening vale tlieir fleecy care, 

Fresh as the morn, and as the season fair: 20 

The dawn now blushing on the mountain’s side. 

Thus Daphnis spoke, and Strephon thus reply’d. 

DAPHNIS 

Hear how the birds, on cv’ry bloomy spray, 

With joyous musick wake the dawning day! 


ally. In ihc beginnings of ihc other three Pastorals, he imitates expressly those which now 
stand first of the three chief Poets in this kind, Spenser, Virgil, Theocritus. 

A Shepherd's Hoy {he seeks no better name )^— 

Beneath the shade a spreading Beach displays ^— 

ThyrsiSy the Music of that murm'ring Spring .— 

arc manifestly imitations of 

A Shepherd's Hoy {no better do him call )— 

Ttiyre^ tu patulae recubans sub tegmine fagi .— 

M6u T4 TO ipiOvpiuiLa K'oi d TTtTv*;, ainoXe, 7^4'a.— 

12. Sir W. Trumbal was born in Windsor forest, to which he retreated after he had 
resigned the post of Secrcury of Sutc to King W'illtam III. 

*7- The Scene of this Pastoral a Valley, the Time the Morning. It stood originally 
thus, 

Oaphnis and Strephon to the Shades retir'd 
Both warm'd by Love^ and by the /Muse inspir'd^ 

Fresh as the morn^ and as the season fair^ 

In Jlow'ry vales they fed their fleecy care; 

And while Aurora gtids the mountain's side^ 

Thus Daphms spoke and Strephon thus reply'd. 
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Why sit we mute when early linnets sing, 25 

When warbling Philomel salutes the spring ? 

Why sit we sad when Phosphor shines so clear, 

And lavish Nature paints the purple year ? 

STREPHON 

Sing then, and Damon shall attend the strain, 

While yon* slow oxen turn the furrow*d plain. 30 

Here the bright crocus and blue vi’let glow; 

Here western winds on breathing roses blow, 
ril stake yon* lamb, that near the fountain plays, 

And from the brink his dancing shade surveys. 

DAPHNIS 

And I this bowl, where wanton ivy t^vines, 35 

And swelling clusters bend the curling vines: 

Four figures rising from the work appear, 

The various seasons of the rowling year; 

And what is that, which binds the radiant sky, 

Where twelve fair signs in beauteous order lie ? 40 

DAMON 

Then sing by turns, by turns the Muses sing. 

Now hawthorns blossom, now the daisies spring, 

Now leaves the trees, and flow’rs adorn the ground; 

Begin, the vales shall ev*ry note rebound. 

34. The hrst reading was, 

And his own image from the bank surveys. 

35 > 36. Lenta quibus torno fecUi superaddita viiis. 

Diffuses edera vestit pallente corymbos. Virg. 

36. And (lusters lurk beneath the curling vines. 

38. The Subject of these Pastorals engraven on the bowl is not without its propriety 
The Shepherd’s hesitation at the name of the Zodiac, imitates that in Virgil, 

Et quis fuit alter., 

Descripsit radio totum qui gentibus orbem? 

41. Literally from Virgil, 

Allernis dieetis, amant altema Camanue; 

Et nunc omnis ager^ nunc omnis parturit arbos. 

Nunc frondent sylva, nunc formosissimus antuis. 
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STREPHON 

Inspire me, Phoebus, in my Delia’s praise. 

With Waller’s strains, or Granville’s moving lays! 
A milk-white bull shall at your altars stand, 

That threats a fight, and spurns the rising sand. 

DAPHNIS 

O Love I for Sylvia let me gain the prize. 

And make my tongue victorious as her eyes; 

No lambs or sheep for victims I’ll impart. 

Thy victim. Love, shall be the shepherd’s heart. 

STREPHON 

Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 

Then hid in shades, eludes her eager swain; 

But feigns a laugh, to see me search around, 

And by that laugh the willing fair is found. 

DAPHNIS 

The sprightly Sylvia trips along the green. 

She runs, but hopes she does not run unseen; 
While a kind glance at her pursuer flies. 

How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 


n 


45 


50 


55 


STREPHON 

O’er golden sands let rich Pactolus flow 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 

Blest Thames’s shores the brightest beauties yield. 

Feed here my lambs. I’ll seek no distant field. 

46. George GranviUe, afterwards Lord Lansdown, known for his Poems, most of 
which he compos’d very young, and propos’d Waller as his model. 

47 * Virg. PaseiK faurum, Qui eornu petaty et pedibus jam ipareat arenam. 

58. Imitation of Virgil, 

Mah me Galatea petit, lasciva putlla, 

Et fugit ad salices, sed se cupit ante videri. 

61. It stood thus at first. 

Let ruh Iberia golden fleeces boast. 

Her purple wool the proud /Assyrian coast. 

Blest Thames's shores, etc. 
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DAPHNIS 

Celestial Venus haunts Idalia’s groves; 

Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves: 

If Windsor-shades delight the matchless maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windsor-shade. 

STREPHON 

All nature mourns, the skies relent in show’rs. 
Hush’d are the birds, and clos’d the drooping flow’ 
If Delia smile, the flow’rs begin to spring, 

The skies to brighten, and the birds to sing. 

DAPHNIS 

AH nature laughs, the groves are fresh and fair. 
The Sun’s mild lustre warms the vital air; 

If Sylvia smiles, new glories gild the shore, 

And vanquished nature seems to charm no more. 

STREPHON 

In spring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 

At morn the plains, at noon the shady grove. 

But Delia always; absent from her sight. 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 


DAPHNIS 

Sylvia’s like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet fresh as early day; 
Ev’n spring displeases, when she shines not here; 
But blest with her, *tis spring throughout the year. 

69. All nature mourns,] 

Virg. Aret ager, vitio moriens sUit oeris herba, etc. 
Phyllidis adventu nostra nanus omne virebit. 

69, These verses were thus at first: 

All nature mourns, the birds their songs deny. 

Nor masted brooks the thirsty flow'rs supply^ 

If Delia smile, theflow'rs begin to spring. 

The brooks to murmur, and the birds to sing. 
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STREPHON 

Say, Daphnis, say, in what glad soil appears, 85 

A wond’rous Tree that sacred Monarchs bears? 

Tell me but this, and I’ll disclaim the prize, 

And give the conquest to thy Sylvia’s eyes. 

DAPHNIS 

Nay tell me first, in what more happy fields 
The Thistle springs, to which the Lilly yields ? 90 

And then a nobler prize I will resign; 

For Sylvia, charming Sylvia shall be thine. 


DAMON 

Cease to contend, for, Daphnis, I decree. 

The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee: 

Blest Swains, whose Nymphs in ev’ry grace excel; 95 

Blest Nymphs, whose Swains those graces sing so well! 

Now rise, and haste to yonder woodbine bow’rs, 

A soft retreat from sudden vernal show’rs; 

The turf with rural dainties shall be crown’d, 

While op’ning blooms diffuse their sweets around. 100 

For see! the gath’ring flocks to shelter tend, 

And from the Pleiads fruitful show’rs descend. 


86. An allusion to the Royal Oak, in which Charles II. had been hid from the pursuit 
after the battle of Worcester. 

90. Alludes to the device of the Scots Monarchs, the Thistle, worn by Queen Anne; 
and to the arms of France, the Fleur de lys. The two riddles arc in imitation of those in 
Virg. Eel. iii. 

Die quibus in terris inscripti nomina Regum 
Nascanfur Flores, (£ PhyUida solus habebit. 

99. was originally. 

The turf with country dainties shall be spread. 

And trees srith tanning branches shade your head. 
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SUMMER 

THE 

SECOND PASTORAL 

OR 

ALEXIS 


To Dr. Garth 


A SHEPHERD’S Boy (he seeks no better name) 
Led forth his flocks along the silver Thame, 
Where dancing sun-beams on the waters play’d, 

And verdant alders form’d a quiv’ring shade. 

Soft as he mourn’d, the streams forgot to flow, 

The flocks around a dumb compassion show, 

The Naiads wept in ev’ry wat’ry bow’r, 

And Jove consented in a silent show’r. 

Accept, O Garth, the Muse’s early lays. 

That adds this wreath of Ivy to thy Bays; 

Hear what from Love unpractis’d hearts endure, 
From Love, the sole disease thou canst not cure. 

Ye shady beeches, and ye cooling streams, 

Defence from Phcebus’, not from Cupid’s beams. 


I, 2, 3, 4. were thus printed in the first edition: 

A faithful swain, whom Love had taught to sing. 

Bewail'd his fate beside a silver spring; 

Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads 
Thro* verdant forests, and thro* ftow'ry meads. 

3. The Scene of this Pastoral by the river’s side; suitable to the heat of the season* the 

time noon. 

8* Jupiter et lato descendet plurimus imiri. Virg. 

a Author of the Dispensary, was one of the first friends of the 

Author, whose acquamtance with him began at fourteen or fifteen. Their friendship 
contmued from the year 1703 to 1718, which was that of his death. 
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To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I sing, 

The woods shall answer, and their echo ring. 

The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay. 

Why art thou prouder and more hard than they? 
The bleating sheep with my complaints agree. 
They parch’d with heat, and I inflam’d by thee. 
The sultry Sirius burns the thirsty plains. 

While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 

Where stray ye Muses, in what lawn or grove, 
While your Alexis pines in hopeless love ? 

In those fair fields where sacred Isis glides. 

Or else where Cam his winding vales divides? 

As in the crystal spring I view my face, 

Fresh rising blushes paint the wat’ry glass; 

But since those graces please thy eyes no more, 

I shun the fountains which I sought before. 

Once I was skill’d in ev’ry herb that grew. 

And ev’ry plant that drinks the morning dew; 

Ah wretched shepherd, what avails thy art. 

To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 

Let other swains attend the rural care, 

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces share: 

But nigh yon’ mountain let me tune my lays, 
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. 
That flute is mine which Colin’s tuneful breath 


* 5 * Non canimus surJts, respondent omnia sylvee. Virg. 

i6. The woods shall answer and their echo ring, is a line out of .Spenser’s Epishalamion. 

* 3 - nemora, aut qtii vos sallus habuere, puellce 

Naiades, indigno cum Callus amure periret? 

Nam neque Parnassi vobis juga, nam neque Pindi 
Vila moram fecere, neque /Ionia Aganippe. 

Virg. out of Thcocr. 

* 7 « Ofl in the crystal spring I cast a view. 

And equat'd Hylas, if the glass be true; 

But since those graces meet my eyes no more, 

I shun, etc. 

Virgil again from the Cyclops of Theocritus, 

nuper me in littore vidi 

Cum placidum venlis staret mare, non ego Daphnim, 

Judice te, metuam, si nunquam fallit imago. 

39 Colin]Tht name uken by Spenser in his Eclogues, where his mistress is celebrated 
under that of Rosalinda. 
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Inspir’d when living, and bequeath’d in death; 4 ® 

He said; Alexis, take this pipe, the same 
That taught the groves my Rosalinda’s name: 

But now the reeds shall hang on yonder tree, 

For ever silent, since despis’d by thee. 

Oh! were I made by some transforming pow’r 45 

The captive bird that sings within thy bow’r I 
Then might my voice thy list’ning ears employ, 

And I those kisses he receives, enjoy. 

And yet my numbers please the rural throng. 

Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the song: 5 «> 

The Nymphs, forsaking ev’ry cave and spring, 

Their early fruit, and milk-white turtles bring; 

Each am’rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain. 

On you their gifts are all bestow’d again. 

For you the swains the fairest flow’rs design, ss 

And in one garland all their beauties join; 

Accept the wreath which you deserve alone. 

In whom all beauties are compriz’d in one. 

See what delights in sylvan scenes appear! 

Descending Gods have found Elysium here. 6o 

In woods bright Venus with Adonis strayed, 

And chaste Diana haunts the forest-shade. 

Come, lovely nymph, and bless the silent hours. 

When swains from sheering seek their nightly bow’rs; 

When weary reapers quit the sultry field, 65 

And crown’d with corn, their thanks to Ceres yield, 

This harmless grove no lurking viper hides, 

But in my breast the serpent Love abides. 

Here bees from blossoms sip the rosy dew, 

But your Alexis knows no sweets but you. 70 

Oh deign to visit our forsaken seats. 

The mossy fountains, and the green retreats! 

Where’er you walk, cool gales shall fan the glade. 

Trees, where you sit, shall crowd into a shade: 

40. Virg. Eel. ii. 

Eit miht disparibus septem compacta cicutis 
Fistula, Damatas done mihi quam dedit olim, 

Et dixit moriens, Te nunc habet ista secundum. 

60. Habitarunt Di quoque sylvas —Virg. 

Etformosus oves adjiumina pavis Admit. Idem. 


II. SUMMER, OR ALEXIS 

Where’er you tread, the blushing flowVs shall rise, 

And all things flourish where you turn your eyes. 

Oh! how I long with you to pass my days, 

Invoke the Muses, and resound your praise! 

Your praise the birds shall chant in ev’ry grove. 

And winds shall waft it to the pow’rs above. 

But would you sing, and rival Orpheus’ strain, 

The wond’ring forests soon should dance again. 

The moving mountains hear the pow’rful call. 

And headlong streams hang list’ning in their fall! 

But see, the shepherds shun the noon-day heat, 

The lowing herds to murm’ring brooks retreat. 

To closer shades the panting flocks remove; 

Ye Gods! and is there no relief for Love ? 

But soon the sun with milder rays descends 
To the cool ocean, where his journey ends: 

On me love’s fiercer flames for ever prey, 

By night he scorches, as he burns by day. 

79, 8o. Your praise the tuneful birds to heaven shall bear, 

^ And listening wolves grow milder as they hear. 

So the verses were originaUy written. But the suthor young « he was. 
absurdity which Spenser himself overlooked, of introducing Wolves into England. 

gQ Partem aliquam.ventiydivUmreferaHs ad aures! Virg. 

gg yVff tamen urit amor, quit enim modus adsit amort? Idem. 

Q, Me love in/lames, nor will his fires allay. 
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AUTUMN 


THE 


THIRD PASTORAL 

OR 

HYLAS and ^GON 


To Mr. Wycherley 

B eneath the shade a spreading Beech displays, 
Hylas and jLgon sung their rural lays; 

This mourn’d a faithless, that an absent Love, 

And Delia’s name and Doris fill’d the Grove. 

Ye Mantuan nymphs, your sacred succour bring; 5 

Hylas and iEgon’s rural lays I sing. 

Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus’ wit inspire, 

The art of Terence, and Menander’s fire; 

Whose sense instructs us, and whose humour charms, 
Whose judgment sways us, and whose spirit W'arms! lo 
Oh, skill’d in Nature! see the hearts of Swains, 

Their artless passions, and their tender pains. 

Now setting Phoebus shone serenely bright, 

And fleecy clouds were streak’d with purple light; 

When tuneful Hylas w'ith melodious moan, 15 

Taught rocks to weep and made the mountains groan. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs away! 

To Delia’s ear the tender notes convey. 

As some sad Turtle his lost love deplores, 

And with deep murmurs fills the sounding shores; 20 

Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mourn 
Alike unheard, unpity’d, and forlorn. 

This Pastoral consists of m-o parts. Uke the viiith of Virgil: The Scene, a Hill; the Time 

rrr ".rc" * 
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III. AUTUMN, OR HYLAS AND AIGON 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs along! 

For her, the feather’d quires neglect their song; 

For her, the lymes their pleasing shades deny; 25 

For her, the lillies hang their heads and die. 

Ye flow’rs that droop, forsaken by the spring. 

Ye birds that, left by summer, cease to sing. 

Ye trees that fade when autumn-heats remove. 

Say, is not absence death to those who love ? 30 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs away! 

Curs’d be the fields that cause my Delia’s stay; 

Fade ev’ry blossom, wither ev’ry tree, 

Die ev’ry flow’r, and perish all, but she. 

What have I said ? where’er my Delia flies, 35 

Let spring attend, and sudden flow’rs arise: 

Let op’ning roses knotted oaks adorn, 

And liquid amber drop from ev’ry thorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs along! 

The birds shall cease to tune their ev’ning song, 4® 

The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move. 

And streams to murmur, e’er I cease to love. 

Not bubling fountains to the thirsty swain. 

Not balmy sleep to lab’rers faint with pain. 

Not show’rs to larks, or sun-shine to the bee, 45 

Are half so charming as thy sight to me. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs away! 

Come, Delia, come; ah why this long delay? 

Thro’ rocks and caves the name of Delia sounds, 

Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. so 

Ye pow’rs, what pleasing frenzy sooths my mind! 

Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind ? 

She comes, my Delia comes!—Now cease my lay. 

And cease, ye gales, to bear my sighs away! 

Next Aigon sung, while Windsor groves admir’d; 55 
Rehearse, ye Muses, what yourselves inspir’d. 

37^ A urea dura 

Mala ferant querexn: nareisso Jloreat alnus^ 

Pinguia corticibus indent electra myrica. Virg. Eel. viii. 

43 n 

Quale sopor fessis m gramine^ quale per as turn 
Duleis aquae salieute sisim restinguere rivo. Eel. v. 

An qui amanty ipss sibi somnia fingunt? Id. viii. 


52- 
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Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful strain! 

Of perjur’d Doris, dying I complain; 

Here where the mountains less’ning as they rise 

Lose the low vales, and steal into the skies: 6 o 

While lab’ring oxen, spent with toil and heat, 

In their loose traces from the field retreat: 

While curling smoaks from village-tops are seen, 

And the fleet shades glide o’er the dusky green. 

Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful lay 1 6 $ 

Beneath yon’ poplar oft we past the day: 

Oft’ on the rind I carv’d her am’rous vows, 

While she with garlands hung the bending boughs; 

The garlands fade, the vows are worn away; 

So dies her love, and so my hopes decay. 70 

Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful strain! 

Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain. 

Now golden fruits on loaded branches shine. 

And grateful clusters swell with floods of wine; 

Now blushing berries paint the yellow grove; 75 

Just Gods! shall all things yield returns but love? 

Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful lay! 

The shepherds cry, ‘Thy flocks are left a prey—’ 

Ah! what avails it me, the flocks to keep. 

Who lost my heart while I preserv’d my sheep. 80 

Pan came, and ask’d, what magic caus’d my smart, 

Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart ? 

What eyes but hers, alas, have pow’r to move! 

And is there magic but what dwells in love ? 

Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful strains! 85 

I’ll fly from shepherds, flocks, and flow’ry plains. 

From shepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove. 

Forsake mankind, and all the world—but love I 
I know thee. Love I on foreign Mountains bred. 

Wolves gave thee suck, and savage Tygers fed. 90 

64. /ftef shades fly gliding o'er the green. 

8 i. Nescio quis teneros oculus mihi fasdnat agnos. 

83. IVhat eyes but hers, alas, have poa'r on met 

Oh mighty Love! What magic is like thee! 

89- l^tinc scio quid sit Amor: duris in cotihus ilium, etc 
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III. AUTUMN, OR HYLAS AND JEGON 

Thou wert from burning entrails tom, 

Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder bom! 

Resound, ye hills, resound my mournful lay! 

Farewell, ye woods, adieu the light of day! 

One leap from yonder cliff shall end my pains, 95 

No more, ye hills, no more resound my strains! 

Thus sung the shepherds till th’approach of night, 

The skies yet blushing with departing light. 

When falling dews with spangles deck’d the glade. 

And the low sun had lengthen’d ev’ry shade. loo 


WINTER 

THE 

FOURTH PASTORAL 

OR 

DAPHNE 

To the Memory of Mrs. Tempest 


LYCIDAS 

T HYRSIS, the music of that murm’ring spring 
Is not so mournful as the strains you sing. 

Nor rivers winding thro’ the vales below, 

So sweetly warble, or so smoothly flow. 

Now sleeping flocks on their soft fleeces lie, 5 

The moon, serene in glory, mounts the sky. 

Airs. Tempest.) This Lady was of an ancient family in Yorkshire, and particularly 
admired by the Author’s friend Mr. Walsh, w ho, having celebrated her in a Pastoral Elegy, 
desired his friend to do the same, as appears from one of his Letters, dated Sept, g, 1706. 
‘Your last Eclogue being on the same subject with mine on Mrs. Tempest’s death, I 
should uke it very kindly in you to give it a little turn as if it were to the memory of the 
same lady.’ Her death having happened on the night of the great storm in 1703, gave a 
propriety to this eclogue, which in its general turn alludes to it. The scene of the Pastoral 
lies in a grove, the time at midnight. 



PASTORALS 


While silent birds forget their tuneful lays, 

Oh sing of Daphne’s fate, and Daphne’s praise! 

THYRSIS 

Behold the groves that shine with silver frost, 
Their beauty wither’d, and their verdure lost. 
Here shall I try the sweet Alexis’ strain. 

That call’d the list’ning Dryads to the plain ? 
Thames heard the numbers as he flow’d along. 
And bade his willows learn the moving song. 

LYCIDAS 

So may kind rains their vital moisture yield. 
And swell the future harvest of the field. 

Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 

And said, ‘ Ye shepherds, sing around my grave !* 
Sing, while beside the shaded tomb I mourn, 

And with fresh bays her rural shrine adorn. 

THYRSIS 

Ye gentle Muses, leave your crystal spring, 

Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypress garlands bring; 
Ye weeping Loves, the stream with myrtles hide, 
And break your bows, as when Adonis dy’d; 

And with your golden darts, now useless grown. 
Inscribe a verse on this relenting stone: 

‘Let nature change, let heav’n and earth deplore. 
Fair Daphne’s dead, and love is now no more !* 

’1 is done, and nature’s various charms decay. 
See gloomy clouds obscure the chearful day! 

Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 
Their faded honours scatter’d on her bier. 

See, where on earth the flow’ry glories lie. 

With her they flourish’d, and with her they die. 

Audiit Eurotas,jussitque ediscere lauros. Virg. 

Inducite fontibus umbras — 

£/ tumulum facile, el tumub superaddite carmen. 
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IV. WINTER, OR DAPHNE 

Ah what avail the beauties nature wore ? 3 S 

Fair Daphne’s dead, and beauty is no more! 

For her the flocks refuse their verdant food, 

The thirsty heifers shun the gliding flood. 

The silver swans her hapless fate bemoan. 

In notes more sad than when they sing their own. 4° 

In hollow caves sweet Echo silent lies. 

Silent, or only to her name replies; 

Her name with pleasure once she taught the shore. 

Now Daphne’s dead, and pleasure is no more! 

No grateful dews descend from ev’ning skies, 45 

Nor morning odours from the flow’rs arise; 

No rich perfumes refresh the fruitful field. 

Nor fragrant herbs their native incense yield. 

The balmy Zephyrs, silent since her death, 

Lament the ceasing of a sweeter breath. 5° 

Th’ industrious bees neglect their golden store; 

Fair Daphne’s dead, and sweetness is no more! 

No more the mounting larks, while Daphne sings, 

Shall list’ning in mid air suspend their wings; 

No more the birds shall imitate her lays, 55 

Or hush’d with wonder, hearken from the sprays: 

No more the streams their murmurs shall forbear, 

A sweeter music than their own to hear. 

But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal shore, 

Fair Daphne’s dead, and music is no more! 6o 

Her fate is whisper’d by the gentle breeze. 

And told in sighs to all the trembling trees; 

The trembling trees, in ev’ry plain and wood. 

Her fate remurmur to the silver flood; 

The silver flood, so lately calm, appears 6s 

Swell’d with new passion, and o’erflows with tears; 

The winds and trees and floods her death deplore. 

Daphne, our grief! our glory now no more! 

But see! where Daphne wond’ring mounts on high, 
Above the clouds, above the surry sky! 7® 

For her th€ flocks the dewy herb disdain^ 

Nor hungry heifers graze the tender plain. 

miratur limen Olympic 

Sub ped$busque vidit nubes et sydera Daphnis. Virg. 


69,70. 
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Eternal beauties grace the shining scene, 

Fields ever fresh, and groves for ever green! 

There while you rest in Amaranthine bow’rs. 

Or from those meads select unfading flowVs, 

Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 75 

Daphne, our Goddess, and our grief no more 1 

LYCIDAS 

How all things listen, while thy Muse complains! 

Such silence waits on Philomela’s strains, 

In some still ev’ning, when the whisp’ring breeze 

Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 8o 

To thee, bright goddess, oft a lamb shall bleed, 

If teeming ewes encrease my fleecy breed. 

While plants their shade, or flow’rs their odours give. 

Thy name, thy honour, and thy praise shall live! 

THYRSIS 

But see, Orion sheds unwholsome dews, 85 

Arise, the pines a noxious shade diffuse; 

Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay. 

Time conquers all, and we must Time obey. 

Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, streams and groves. 

Adieu, ye shepherd’s rural lays and loves; 90 

Adieu, my flocks, farewell ye sylvan crew. 

Daphne farewell, and all the world adieu! 

81. illius aram 

Sape tener nostris ah ovilihus imbuet agnus. Virg. 

86. soUt esse gravis cantantibus umbra, 

Junipers gravis umbra. Virg. 

89 f. These four last lines allude to the several subjects of the four Pastorals, and to 
the several scenes of them, particularized before in each. 


MESSIAH 


A 

Sacred Eclogue 

In Imitation of 

VIRGIL’S POLLIO 


Advertisement 

I N reading several passages of the Prophet Isaiah, which foretell 
the coming of Christ and the felicities attending it, I could not 
but observe a remarkable parity between many of the thoughts, and 
those in the Pollio of Virgil. This will not seem surprising, when 
we reflect, that the Eclogue was taken from a Sibylline prophecy on 
the same subject. One may judge that Virgil did not copy it line by 
line, but selected such ideas as best agreed with the nature of 
pastoral poetry, and disposed them in that manner which served 
most to beautify his piece. I have endeavoured the same in this 
imitation of him, though without admitting any thing of my own; 
since it was written with this particular view, that the reader, by 
comparing the several thoughts, might see how far the images and 
descriptions of the Prophet are superior to those of the Poet. But as 
I fear I have prejudiced them by my management, I shall subjoin 
the passages of Isaiah, and those of Virgil, under the same dis¬ 
advantage of a literal translation. 
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MESSIAH 

A 

SACRED ECLOGUE 
In Imitation of Virgil’s Pollio 

Y e Nymphs of Solyma! begin the song: 

To heav’niy themes sublimer strains belong. 

The mossy fountains, and the sylvan shades, 

The dreams of Pindus and th’Aonian maids. 

Delight no more—O thou my voice inspire 5 

Who touch’d Isaiah’s hallow’d lips with fire! 

Rapt into future times, the Bard begun: 

A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 

From* Jesse’s root behold a branch arise, 

Whose sacred flow’r with fragrance fills the skies: lo 

Th’iEthereal spirit o’er its leaves shall move. 

And on its top descends the mystic Dove. 

Ye^ Heav’ns! from high the dewy nectar pour, 

And in soft silence shed the kindly show’r! 


8. A virgin shall conceive—All crimes shall cease, etc. 

VtRO. E. iv. 6. 

Jam redit et Virgo, reJeunt Saturnia regna; 

Jam nova progenies cato demittitur alio. 

Te duce, si qua manent sceleris vestigia nostri, 

Irrita perpetua solvent formidine terras — 

Pacalumque reget patriis virtutibus orbem. 

Noa> the Virgin returns, now the kingdom of Saturn returns, now a new Progeny is sent 
down from high heaven. By means of thee, whatever reliques of our crimes remain, shall be 
wiped away, and free the world from perpetual fears. He shall govern the earth in peace, with 
the virtues of his Father. 

Isaiah, Ch. vii. 14. Behold a Virgin shall conceive and bear a Son. —Ch. ix. 6,7. Unto us 
a Child is bom, unto us a Son is given; the Prince of Peace: of the increase of his government, 
and of his peace, there shall be no end: Upon the throne o/David, and upon his kingdom, to 
order and to stablish it, with judgment, and with justice, for rcer and ever. 


* Isai. xi. I. 


»> Ch. xiv. 8. 
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The*^ sick and weak the healing plant shall aid, 15 

From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade. 

All crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud shall fail, 
Returning'* Justice lift aloft her scale; 

Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend. 

And white-rob*d Innocence from heav’n descend. 20 

Swift fly the years, and rise th’ expected morn! 

Oh spring to light, auspicious Babe, be born 1 
See Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring. 

With all the incense of the breathing spring: 

See* lofty Lebanon his head advance, 25 

See nodding forests on the mountains dance, 

See spicy clouds from lowly Saron rise. 

And CarmePs flow’ry top perfumes the skies! 

Hark! a glad voice the lonely desart chears; 

Prepare the* way! a God, a God appears: 30 

A God, a God! the vocal hills reply. 

The rocks proclaim th’ approaching Deity. 

Lo, earth receives him from the bending skies! 

23. ViRO. E. iv. 18. 

Al tibi pritna, purr, nullo munuscula cuitu, 

Erranlcs htdrras passim cum baccare lellus, 

Mixlagur ridenli colocasia fundel acantho. 

Ipsa libs blandos /undent cunabula flares. 

For thee, O Child, shall the earth, without being tilled, produce her early oj/erhigs; winding 
ivy, mixed with Baccar, and Colocasia with smiling Acanthus. Thy cradle shall pour forth 
pleasing flowers about thee. 

ISAIAUjCh. XXXV. I. The wilderness and the solitary place shall be glad, and the desart shall 
rejoice and blossom as the rose. Ch. lx. 13. The glory o/Lebanon shall come unto thee, the 
fir-tree, the pine-tree, and the box together, to beautify the place of the sanctuary. 

ViRG. E. iv. 46. 

Aggredere 6 magnas, aderit jam tempus, honores, 

Cara deum soboles, magnum Jovis incrementum — 
fpsi latitia voces ad sydera jactant 
Jntonsi monies, ipsa jam carmina rapes. 

Ipsa sonant arbusta, Deus, deus ille Menalcaf E. v. 6^. 

Oh come and receive the mighty honours: the time draws nigh, O beloved offspring of the 
Cods, O great encrease of Jove! The uncultivated mountains send shouts ofjoy to the stars, 
the very rocks sing in verse, the very shrubs cry out, A Cod, a Cod! 

ISAlAij, Ch. xl. 3,4. The voice of him that crieth in the wilderness. Prepare ye the way of the 
Lord! make strait in the desart a high way for our Cod! Every valley shall be exalted, and 
every mountain and hill shall be made low, and the crooked shall be made strait, and the rough 
places plain. Ch. xliv. 23. Break forth into singing, ye mountains! O forest, and every tree 
therein! for the Lord hath redeemed Israel. 

* Ch. XXV. 4. ^ Ch. ix. 7. 


Ch. XXXV. 2. 


* Ch. xl. 3, 4, 
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Sink down ye mountains, and ye valleys rise: 

With heads declin’d, ye cedars, homage pay; 

Be smooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way! 

The Saviour comes! by ancient bards foretold; 
Hear* him ye deaf, and all ye blind behold I 
He from thick films shall purge the visual ray, 

And on the sightless eye-ball pour the day: 

’Tis he th’ obstructed paths of sound shall clear. 
And bid new music charm th’ unfolding ear: 

The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 

No sigh, no murmur the wide world shall hear. 
From ev’ry face he wipes off ev’ry tear. 

In*’ adamantine chains shall Death be bound, 

And Hell’s grim Tyrant feel th’ eternal wound. 

As the good' shepherd tends his fleecy care, 

Seeks freshest pasture and the purest air. 

Explores the lost, the wand’ring sheep directs, 

By day o’ersees them, and by night protects. 

The tender lambs he raises in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms; 
Thus shall mankind his guardian care engage, 

The promis’d*' father of the future age. 

No more shall* nation against nation rise. 

Nor ardent warriours meet with hateful eyes, 

Nor fields with gleaming steel be cover’d o’er. 

The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 

But useless lances into scythes shall bend. 

And the broad faulchion in a plow-share end. 

Then palaces shall rise; the joyful"’ Son 
Shall finish what his short-liv’d Sire begun; 

Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield, 

And the same hand that sow’d, shall reap the field. 
The swain in barren" desarts with surprize 
See lillies spring, and sudden verdure rise, 

67. Virg. E. iv. 28. 

Molli paulatim fiavescet campus arista, 

Incultisque rubcns pendebit scntibus uva. 

Et dura quercus sudobunt roscida mella. 


• Ch. xlii. 18. Ch. XXXV. 5, 6. 
^ Ch. ix. 6. ‘ Ch. ii. 4. 


‘‘ Ch. XXV. 8. 
Ch. Ixv. 21, 22. 
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‘ Ch. xl. II. 

® Ch. XXXV. I, 7. 
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And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 

New falls of water murm’ring in his ear. 70 

On rifted rocks, the dragon’s late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods. 

Waste sandy® valleys, once perplex’d with thorn, 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn; 

To leafless shrubs the flow’ring palms succeed, 75 

And od’rous myrtle to the noisom weed. 

TheP lambs wi^ wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 

And boys in flow’ry bands the tyger lead; 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless‘s serpents lick the pilgrim’s feet. 80 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 
The crested basilisk and speckled snake; 

Pleas’d the green lustre of the scales survey, 

And with their forky tongue shall innocently play. 

Rise, crown’d with light, imperial Salem, rise! 85 

Exalt thy tow’ry head, and lift thy eyes! 

The fields shall grow yellow with ripen'd ears, and the red grape shall hang upon the wild 
brambles, and the hard oaks shall distill honey like dew. 

Isaiah, Ch. xxxxv. 7. The parched ground shall become a pool, and the thirsty land 
springs ofiwater : In the habitations where dragons lay, shall be grass, and reeds, and rushes. 
Ch. Iv. 13. Instead of the thorn shall come up the fir-tree, and instead of the briar shall come 
up the myrtle tree. 

77. Virg. E. iv. 21. 

Ipsa lacte domum referent dislenta capella 
Ubera, nec magnos meluent armenta leones — 

Occidet et serpens, et fallax herba veneni 
Occidet .— 

The goats shall bear to the fold their udders distended with milk: nor shall the herds be 
afraid of the greatest lions. The serpent shall die, and the herb that conceals poison shall die. 

Isaiah, Ch. xi. 6 f. The wolf shall dwell with the lamb, and the leopard shall tie down 
with the kid, and the calf and the young lion and the futling together: and a little child shall 
lead them. And the lion shall eat straw like the ox. And the sucking child shall play on the hole 
of the asp, and the weaned child shall put his hand on the den of the cockatrice. 

85. The thoughts of Isaiah, which compose the latter part of the poem, arc wonder¬ 
fully elevated, and much above those general exclamations of \irgil, which make the 
loftiest parts of his Pollio. 

Magnus ab integro saclorum nascilur ordo! 

—toto surget gens aurea munda! 

—incipient magni procedere merrses! 

Aspice, venture l<etentur ut omnia stxclof etc. 

The reader needs only to turn to the passages of Isaiah, here cited. 

• Ch. xli. tg, and Ch. Iv. ij. " 7 . 8- 

* Ch. Ixv. 25. * *' 
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See, a long* race thy spacious courts adorn; 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn, 

In crouding ranks on ev’ry side arise, 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies! 90 

See barbVous' nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 

See thy bright altars throng’d with prostrate kings 
And heap’d with products of'^ Sabaean springs! 

For thee Idume’s spicy forests blow, 95 

And seeds of gold in Ophyr’s mountains glow. 

See heav’n its sparkling portals wide display. 

And break upon thee in a flood of day! 

No more the rising'^ Sun shall gild the morn, 

Nor ev’ning Cynthia fill her silver horn; 100 

But lost, dissolv’d in thy superior rays. 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
O’erflow thy courts; the Light himself shall shine 
Reveal’d, and God’s eternal day be thine! 

The* seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 105 

Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away; 

But fix’d his word, his saving pow’r remains; 

Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns! 


» Ch. lx. 4. 

* Ch. lx. 19, 20. 


’ Ch. lx. 3. Ch. lx. 6. 

» Ch. U. 6, and Ch. Uv. 10. 


W INDSOR-FOREST 

To the Right Honourable 
George Lord Lansdown 


Non injussa cano: Te nostr*, VarSy myric®, 

Te Nemus omne canet; nec Phcebo gratior ulla est 
Quara sibi qu® yari pr®scripsii pagina nomen. Virg. 


T hy forests, Windsor! and thy green retreats, 

At once the Monarch’s and the Muse’s seats, 

Invite my lays. Be present, sylvan maids! 

Unlock your springs, and open all your shades. 

Granville commands; your aid, O Muses, bring! 5 
What Muse for Granville can refuse to sing? 

The Groves of Eden, vanish’d now so long, 

Live in description, and look green in song: 

These, were my breast inspir d with equal flame, 

Like them in beauty, should be like in fame. lo 

Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain. 

Here earth and water seem to strive again. 

Not Chaos-like together crush’d and bruis d. 

But, as the world, harmoniously confus d: 

Where order in variety we see, *5 

And where, tho’ all things differ, all agree. 

This Poem was written at two different times: the first part of it, which relates to the 
country, in the year 1704, at the same time with the Pastorals: the Utter part was not 
added till the year 1713, in which it was published. 

3 f. originally thus. 

Chaste Goddess of the woods. 

Nymphs of the vales, and Naiads of the floods. 

Lead me thro' arching bow'rs, and glimm'ring glades. 

Unlock your springs — 
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Here waving groves a chequer’d scene display, 

And part admit, and part exclude the day; 

As some coy nymph her lover’s warm address 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repress. 

There, interspers'd in lawns and op’ning glades. 
Thin trees arise that shun each other’s shades. 

Here in full light the russet plains extend: 

There wrapt in clouds the blueish hills ascend. 
Ev’n the wild heath displays her purple dyes, 

And ’midst the desert fruitful fields arise, 

That crown’d with tufted trees and springing com, 
Like verdant isles the sable waste adorn. 

Let India boast her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber or the balmy tree. 

While by our oaks the precious loads are bom. 

And realms commanded which those trees adorn. 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler sight, 

Tho* Gods assembled grace his tow’ring height, 
Than what more humble mountains offer here. 
Where, in their blessings, all those Gods appear. 
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown’d. 
Here blushing Flora paints th’enamel’d ground. 
Here Ceres’ gifts in waving prospect stand, 

And nodding tempt the joyful reaper’s hand; 

Rich Industry sits smiling on the plains, 

And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 

Not thus the land appear’d in ages past, 

A dreary desert, and a gloomy waste. 

To savage beasts and savage laws a prey, 

And kings more furious and severe than they; 

Who claim’d the skies, dispeopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods: 

Cities laid waste, they storm’d the dens and caves, 
(For wiser brutes were backward to be slaves.) 


25. Originally thus, 

H'ky should / sing our better suns or airy 
Whose vital draughts prevent the leaeh's carCy 
While thro* fresh fields th'enliv'ning odours breathe. 
Or spread with vernal blooms the purple heath? 

45, savage laws] The Forest Laws. 
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What could be free, when lawless beasts obey’d, 

And ev’n the elements a Tyrant sway’d ? 

In vain kind seasons swell’d the teeming grain, 

Soft show’rs distill’d, and suns grew warm in vain; 

The swain with tears his frustrate labour yields, 55 

And famish’d dies amidst his ripen’d fields. 

What wonder then, a beast or subject slain 
Were equal crimes in a despotic reign? 

Both doom’d alike, for sportive Tyrants bled. 

But while the subject starv’d, the beast was fed. 60 

Proud Nimrod first the bloody chace began, 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man: 

Our haughty Norman boasts that barb’rous name, 

And makes his trembling slaves the royal game. 

The fields are ravish’d from th’industrious swains, 65 

From men their cities, and from Gods their fanes: 

The levell’d towns with weeds lie cover’d o’er; 

The hollow winds thro’ naked temples roar; 

Round broken columns clasping ivy twin’d; 

O’er heaps of ruin stalk’d the stately hind; 70 

The fox obscene to gaping tombs retires. 

And savage bowlings fill the sacred quires. 

Aw’d by his Nobles, by his Commons curst, 

Th’Oppressor rul’d tyrannic where he durst. 

Stretch’d o’er the Poor and Church his iron rod, 75 

And serv’d alike his Vassals and his God. 

Whom ev’n the Saxon spar’d and bloody Dane, 

The wanton victims of his sport remain. 


57 f. No wonder saiages or subjeets slain — 

JJul subjects starv'd while savages were fed. 

Il was originally thus, but the word savages is not properly applied to beasts but to men; 
which occasioned the alteration. 

65. Alluding to the destruction made in the New Forest, and the tyrannies exercised 
there by William I. 

65, 66. Transbted from 

Templa adimit dhis^fora eivibus, arva eolonis, 
by an old monkish writer, I forget who. 

72. And wolves with howling fill, etc. 

The Author thought this an error, wolves not being common in England at the time of 
the Conqueror. 
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But see, the man who spacious regions gave 
A waste for beasts, himself deny’d a grave! 

Stretch’d on the lawn his second hope survey, 

At once the chaser, and at once the prey: 

Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart. 

Bleeds in the forest, like a wounded hart. 

Succeeding monarchs heard the subjects cries, 

Nor saw displeas’d the peaceful cottage rise. 

Then gath’ring flocks on unknown mountains fed, 

O’er sandy wilds were yellow harvests spread. 

The forests wonder’d at th’ unusual grain, 

And secret transport touch’d the conscious swain. 

Fair Liberty, Britannia’s Goddess, rears 
Her chearful head, and leads the golden years. 

Ye vig’rous s^vains! while youth ferments your blood, 
And purer spirits swell the sprightly flood, 

Now range the hills, the gameful woods beset, 

Wind the shrill horn, or spread the waving net. 

When milder autunm summer’s heat succeeds. 

And in the new-shorn field the partridge feeds, 

Before his lord the ready spaniel bounds, 

Panting with hope, he tries the furrow’d grounds; 

But when the tainted gales the game betray, 

Couch’d close he lies, and meditates the prey: 

Secure they trust th’ unfaithful field, beset, 

’Till hov’ring o’er ’em sweeps the swelling net. 

Thus (if small things we may with great compare) 

When Albion sends her eager sons to war. 

Some thoughtless Town, with ease and plenty blest, 
Near, and more near, the closing lines invest; 

Sudden they seize th’ amaz’d, defenceless prize, 

And high in air Britannia’s standard flies. 






100 


I OS 


ZIO 


8 i. second hope] Richard, second son of William the Conqueror. 

Oh may no more a foreign master's rage, 
fVith wrongs yet legal, curse a future age! 

Still spread, fair Liberty! thy heav'nly irm^r, 

Breath plenty on the fields, and fragrance on the springs. 

97 - When yellow autumn summer's heat succeeds 

And into wine the purple harvest bleeds,* 

The partridge feeding in the nesp-shom fields. 

Doth morning sports and cv'ning pleasures yields. 
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See! from the brake the whirring pheasant springs. 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings: 

Short is his joy; he feels the fiery wound, 

Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 

Ah! what avail his glossy, varying dyes, 

His purple crest, and scarlet-circled eyes. 

The vivid green his shining plumes unfold, 

His painted wings, and breast that fiames with gold ? 

Nor yet, when moist Arcturus clouds the sky, 

The woods and fields their pleasing toils deny. 

To plains with well-breath’d beagles we repair. 

And trace the mazes of the circling hare: 

(Beasts, urg’d by us, their fellow-beasts pursue. 

And learn of man each other to undo.) 

With slaught’ring guns th’ unweary’d fowler roves, 
When frosts have whiten’d all the naked groves. 
Where doves in fiocks the leafless trees o’ershade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat’ry glade. 

He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye; 

Strait a short thunder breaks the frozen sky. 

Oft, as in airy rings they skim the heath. 

The clam’rous Lapwings feel the leaden death: 

Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare. 

They fall, and leave their little lives in air. 

In genial spring, beneath the quiv’ring shade, 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead. 

The patient fisher takes his silent stand. 

Intent, his angle trembling in his hand, 

With looks unmov’d, he hopes the scaly breed. 

And eyes the dancing cork, and bending reed. 

Our plenteous streams a various race supply. 

The bright-cy’d perch with fins of Tyrian dye. 

The silver eel, in shining volumes roll’d. 

The yellow carp, in scales bedrop’d with gold, 

IVhen hoary winter cloaths the year m white. 

The woods and fields to pleasing toils invite. 

The fowler lifts his levell'd tube on high. 


i»S 
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• Perhaps the Author thought it not allowable to describe the season by a circumstance 
not proper to our climate, the vintage. 
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Swift trouts, diversify’d with crimson stains. 

And pykes, the tyrants of the watry plains. 

Now Cancer glows with Phoebus’ fiery car: 

The youth rush eager to the sylvan war, 

Swarm o’er the lawns, the forest walks surround, 
Rouze the fleet hart, and chear the opening hound. 

Th’ impatient courser pants in ev’ry vein. 

And pawing, seems to beat the distant plain: 

Hills, vales, and floods appear already cross’d, 

And e’er he starts, a thousand steps are lost. 

See the bold youth strain up the ^reat’ning steep, 
Rush thro’ the thickets, down the valleys sweep. 

Hang o’er their coursers heads wdth eager speed, 

And earth rolls back beneath the flying steed. 

Let old Arcadia boast her ample plain, 

Th’ immortal huntress, and her virgin-train; 

Nor envy, Windsor! since thy shades have seen 
As bright a Goddess, and as chaste a Queen; 

Whose care, like hers, protects the sylvan reign, 

The Earth’s fair light, and Empress of the Main. 

Here too, ’tis sung, of old Diana stray’d. 

And Cynthus’ top forsook for Windsor shade; 

Here was she seen o’er airy wastes to rove, 

Seek the clear spring, or haunt the pathless grove; 
Here arm’d with silver bows, in early dawn, 

Her buskin’d "Virgins trac’d the dewy lawn. 

Above the rest a rural nymph was fam’d, 

Thy offspring, Thames! the fair Lodona nam’d; 
(Lodona’s fate, in long oblivion cast, 

The Muse shall sing, and what she sings shall last.) 
Scarce could the Goddess from her nymph be known, 
But by the crescent and the golden zone: 

She scorn’d the praise of beauty, and the care; 

A belt her w'aist, a fillet binds her hair; 

A painted quiver on her shoulder sounds. 

And with her dart the flying deer she wounds. 

It chanc’d, as eager of the chace the maid 
Beyond the forest’s verdant limits stray’d. 

Pan saw and lov’d, and burning with desire 
Pursu’d her flight, her flight increas’d his fire. 
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Not half so swift the trembling doves can fly, 

When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid sky; 

Not half so swiftly the fierce eagle moves, 

When thro* the clouds he drives the trembling doves; 
As from the God she flew with furious pace. 

Or as the God, more furious, urg’d the chace. 

Now fainting, sinking, pale, the nymph appears; 

Now close behind his sounding steps she hears; 

And now his shadow reach’d her as she run, 

(His shadow lengthen’d by the setting sun) 

And now his shorter breath, with sultry air, 

Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 

In vain on father Thames she calls for aid, 

Nor could Diana help her injur’d maid. 

Faint, breathless, thus she pray’d, nor pray’d in vain; 
‘Ah Cynthia! ah—tho’ banish’d from thy train, 

Let me, O let me, to the shades repair, 

My native shades—there weep, and murmur there. 
She said, and melting as in tears she lay, 

In a soft, silver stream dissolv’d away. 

The silver stream her virgin coldness keeps, 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps; 

Still bears the name the hapless virgin bore. 

And bathes the forest where she rang’d before. 

In her chaste current oft the Goddess laves. 

And with celestial tears augments the waves. 

Oft in her glass the musing shepherd spies 
The headlong mountains and the downward skies. 
The watry landskip of the pendant woods. 

And absent trees that tremble in the floods; 

In the clear azure gleam the flocks are seen, 

And floating forests paint the waves with green. 

Thro’ the fair scene roll slow the ling’ring streams. 
Then foaming pour along, and rush into the Thames. 

Thou too, great father of the British floods! 

With joyful pride survey’st our lofty woods; 

Where tow’ring oaks their growing honours rear. 

And future navies on thy shores appear. 

*07, The River Loddon. 

aii-i6. These six lines were added after the ftrst writing of this poem. 
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Not Neptune’s self from all her streams receives 
A wealthier tribute, than to thine he gives. 

No seas so rich, so gay no banks appear, 2*5 

No lake so gentle, and no spring so clear. 

Nor Po so swells the fabling Poet’s lays, 

While led along the skies his current strays. 

As thine, which visits Windsor’s fam’d abodes, 

To grace the mansion of our earthly Gods: * 3 ® 

Nor all his stars above a lustre show. 

Like the bright Beauties on thy banks below; 

Where Jove, subdu’d by mortal Passion still, 

Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 

Happy the man whom this bright Court approves, 235 
His Sov’reign favours, and his Country loves: 

Happy next him, who to these shades retires. 

Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muse inspires: 
Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet please. 

Successive study, exercise, and ease. 240 

He gathers health from herbs the forest yields. 

And of their fragrant physic spoils the fields: 

With chymic art exalts the min’ral pow’rs. 

And draws the aromatic souls of flow’rs: 

Now marks the course of rolling orbs on high; 245 

O’er figur’d worlds now travels with his eye; 

Of ancient writ unlocks the learned store. 

Consults the dead, and lives past ages o’er: 

Or wand’ring thoughtful in the silent wood. 

Attends the duties of the wise and good, 250 

T’observe a mean, be to himself a friend. 

To follow nature, and regard his end; 

Or looks on heav’n with more than mortal eyes. 

Bids his free soul expatiate in the skies, 

Amid her kindred stars familiar roam, 255 

Survey the region, and confess her home! 

Such was the life great Scipio once admir’d. 

Thus Atticus, and Trumbal thus retir’d. 


Happy the man^ spko to the shades retires. 

But doubly happy, if the Muse inspires! 

Blest whom the sweets of home-felt quiet please; 
But far more blest, who study joins with ease. 


235- 
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Ye sacred Nine! that all my soul possess, 

Whose raptures fire me, and whole visions bless, 260 

Bear me, oh bear me to sequester’d scenes. 

The bow’ry mazes, and surrounding greens: 

To Thames’s banks which fragrant breezes fill, 

Or where ye Muses sport on Cooper’s Hill. 

(On Cooper’s Hill eternal wreaths shall grow, 265 

While lasts the mountain, or while Thames shall flow) 

I seem thro* consecrated walks to rove, 

I hear soft music die along the grove: 

Led by the sound, I roam from shade to shade. 

By god-like Poets venerable made: 270 

Here his first lays majestic Denham sung; 

There the last numbers flow’d from Cowley’s tongue. 

O early lost I what tears the river shed, 

When the sad pomp along his banks was led ? 

His drooping swans on ev’ry note expire, 275 

And on his willows hung each Muse’s lyre. 

Since fate relentless stop’d their heav’niy voice, 

No more the forests ring, or groves rejoice; 

Who now shall charm the shades, where Cowley strung 
His living harp, and lofty Denham sung? 280 

But hark! the groves rejoice, the forest rings! 

Are these reviv’d ? or is it Granville sings? 

’Tis yours, my lord, to bless our soft retreats, 

And call the Muses to their ancient seats; 

To paint anew the flow’ry sylvan scenes, 285 

To crown the forests with immortal greens. 

Make Windsor-hills in lofty numbers rise. 

And lift her turrets nearer to the skies; 

To sing those honours you deserve to wear. 

And add new lustre to her silver star. 290 

272. Mr. Cowley died at Chcrtsey, on the borders of the Forest, and was from thence 
convey'd to Westminster. 

275. What sighs, what murmurs fiWd the vocal shore! 

His tuneful swans were heard to sing no more. 

290. All the lines that follow were not added to the poem till the year 1710. What 
immediately followed this, and made the Conclusion, were these, 

My humble Muse in unambitious strains 
Paints the green forests and the flow'ry plains; 
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Here noble Surrey felt the sacred rage, 

Surrey, the Granville of a former age: 

Matchless his pen, victorious was his lance, 

Bold in the lists, and graceful in the dance: 

In the same shades the Cupids tun*d his lyre, 29s 

To the same notes, of love, and soft desire: 

Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 

Then filfd the groves, as heav’nly Myra now. 

Oh would’st thou sing what Heroes Windsor bore, 

What Kings first breath’d upon her winding shore, 3 «> 
Or raise old warriours, whose ador’d remains 
In weeping vaults her hallow’d earth contains! 

With Edward’s acts adorn the shining page. 

Stretch his long triumphs down thro’ every age, 

Draw Monarchs chain’d, and Cressi’s glorious field, 305 
The lillies blazing on the regal shield: 

Then, from her roofs when Verrio’s colours fall, 

And leave inanimate the naked wall. 

Still in thy song should vanquish’d France appear. 

And bleed for ever under Britain’s spear. 3*0 

Let softer strains ill-fated Henry mourn. 

And palms eternal flourish round his urn. 

Here o’er the Martyr-King the marble weeps. 

And fast beside him, once-fear’d Edward sleeps: 


Where I obscurely pass my careless days^ 

Pleas'd in the silent shade tpith empty praise^ 

Enough for me that to the list'ning swains 
First in these fields I sung the sylvan strains. 

2<)i. Hcnr>’ Howard, Eaxl of Surrey, one of the first refiners of the English poetr)* 
who flourish’d in the time of Henry VIII. 

303. Edward III. bom here. 

311. Henry VI. 

314. Edward IV. 

Between Verse 330 and 331 originally stood these lines, 

from shore to shore exulting shouts he heard, 

O'er all his banks a lambent light appear'd. 

With sparkling flames heav'n's glowing concave shone, 

Fictitious stars, and glories not her own. 

JJe saw, and gently rose above the stream; 

His shining horns diffuse a golden gleam: 

With pearl and gold his tow'ry front wets drest. 

The tributes of the distant East and West. 
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Whom not th* extended Albion could contain, 315 

From old Belerium to the northern main. 

The grave unites; where ev’n the Great find rest, 

And blended lie th’ oppressor and th’ opprest! 

Make sacred Charles’s tomb for ever known, 

(Obscure the place, and un-inscrib’d the stone) 3*0 

Oh fact accurst! what tears has Albion shed, 

Heav’ns, what new wounds! and how her old have bled ? 
She saw her sons with purple deaths expire, 

Her sacred domes involv’d in rolling fire, 

A dreadful series of intestine wars, 32s 

Inglorious triumphs and dishonest scars, 

At length great Anna said—‘Let Discord cease!* 

She said, the world obey’d, and all was peace! 

In that blest moment from his oozy bed 
Old father Thames advanc’d his rev’rend head. 330 

His tresses drop’d with dews, and o’er the stream 
His shining horns diffus’d a golden gleam: 

Grav’d on his urn appear’d the moon, that guides 
His swelling waters, and alternate tides; 

The figur’d streams in waves of silver roll’d, 335 

And on their banks Augusta rose in gold. 

Around his throne the sea-born brothers stood. 

Who swell with tributary urns his flood; 

First the fam’d authors of his ancient name. 

The winding Isis and the fruitful Tame: 340 

The Kennet swift, for silver eels renown’d; 

The Loddon slow, with verdant alders crown’d; 

Cole, whose dark streams his flow’ry islands lave; 

And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave: 

The blue, transparent Vandalis appears; 345 

The gulphy Lee his sedgy tresses rears; 

And sullen Mole, that hides his diving flood; 

And silent Darent, stain’d with Danish blood. 

High in the midst, upon his urn reclin’d, 

(His sea-green mantle waving with the wind) 350 

The God appear’d: he turn’d his azure eyes 
Where Windsor-domes and pompous turrets rise; 

Then bow’d and spoke; the winds forget to roar. 

And the hush’d waves glide softly to the shore. 
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Hail, sacred Peace! hail long-expected days, 35S 

That Thames’s glory to the stars shall raise! 

Tho’ Tyber’s streams immortal Rome behold, 

Tho’ foaming Hermus swells with tides of gold. 

From heav’n itself tho’ sev’n-fold Nilus flows. 

And harvests on a hundred realms bestows; 380 

These now no more shall be the Muse’s themes. 

Lost in my fame, as in the sea their streams. 

Let Volga’s banks with iron squadrons shine. 

And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine, 

Let barb’rous Ganges arm a servile train; 365 

Be mine the blessings of a peaceful reign. 

No more my sons shall dye with British blood 
Red Iber’s sands, or Ister’s foaming flood: 

Safe on my shore each unmolested swain 

Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded grain; 370 

The shady empire shall retain no trace 

Of war or blood, but in the sylvan chace; 

The trumpets sleep, while chearful horns are blown. 

And arms employ’d on birds and beasts alone. 

Behold! th’ ascending Villa’s on my side, 375 

Project long shadows o’er the cry stal tide. 

Behold! Augusta’s glitt’ring spires increase. 

And Temples rise, the beauteous works of Peace. 

I see, I see where nvo fair cities bend 

Their ample bow, a new Whitehall ascend! 380 

There mighty Nations shall enquire their doom. 

The World’s great Oracle in times to come; 

There Kings shall sue, and suppliant States be seen 
Once more to bend before a British Queen. 

Thy trees, fair Windsor! now shall leave their woods, 385 
And half thy forests rush into my floods. 

Bear Britain’s thunder, and her Cross display, 

To the bright regions of the rising day; 

378. The fifty new Churches. 

385 f. were originally thus, 

Norn shall our fleets the bloody Cross display 
To the rich regions of the rising day, 

Or those green isles, where headlong Titan sleeps 
His hissing axle in th' Atlantic deeps; 

Tempt icy seas, etc. 
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Tempt icy seas, where scarce the waters roll, 

Where clearer flames glow round the frozen Pole; 390 

Or under southern skies exalt their sails, 

Led by new stars, and borne by spicy gales! 

For me the balm shall bleed, and amber flow. 

The coral redden, and the ruby glow. 

The pearly shell its lucid globe infold, 395 

And Phoebus warm the ripening ore to gold. 

The time shall come, when free as seas or wind 
Unbounded Thames shall flow for all mankind, 

Whole nations enter with each swelling tide, 

And seas but join the regions they divide; 400 

Earth’s distant ends our glory shall behold, 

And the new world launch forth to seek the old. 

Then ships of uncouth form shall stem the tyde, 

And feather’d people crowd my wealthy side, 

And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 40s 

Our speech, our colour, and our strange attire! 

Oh stretch thy reign, fair Peace I from shore to shore, 

’Till Conquest cease, and Slav’ry be no more; 

’Till the freed Indians in their native groves 

Reap their own fruits, and woo their sable loves, 410 

Peru once more a race of Kings behold, 

And other Mexico’s be roof’d with gold. 

Exil’d by thee from earth to deepest hell. 

In brazen bonds shall barb’rous Discord dwell; 

Gigantic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 4*5 

And mad Ambition shall attend her there: 

There purple Vengeance bath’d in gore retires, 

Her weapons blunted, and extinct her fires: 

There hateful Envy her own snakes shall feel, 

And Persecution mourn her broken wheel: 4^0 

There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain. 

And gasping Furies thirst for blood in vain. 

Here cease thy flight, nor with unhallow’d lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion’s golden days: 

The thoughts of Gods let Granville’s verse recite, 425 
And bring the scenes of op’ning fate to light. 


398. A wish that Loadon may be made a free Port* 

c 
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My humble Muse, in unambitious strains, 
Paints the green forests and the flow’ry plains. 
Where Peace descending bids her olives spring. 
And scatters blessings from her dove-like wing. 
Ev’n I more sweetly pass my careless days, 
Pleas’d in the silent shade with empty praise; 
Enough for me, that to the list’ning swains 
First in these fields I sung the sylvan strains. 
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ODE for MUSIC 


O N 

St. CECILIA’S Day 

I 

D escend, ye Nine! descend and sing; 

The breathing instruments inspire, 

Wake into voice each silent string. 

And sweep the sounding lyre! 

In a sadly-pleasing strain 
Let the warbling lute complain: 

Let the loud trumpet sound, 

’Till the roofs all around 
The shrill echos rebound: 

While in more lengthen’d notes and slow. 

The deep, majestic, solemn organs blow. 

Hark! the numbers soft and clear. 

Gently steal upon the ear; 

Now louder, and yet louder rise 
And fill with spreading sounds the skies; 
Exulting in triumph now swell the bold notes. 
In broken air, trembling, the wild music floats; 
Till, by degrees, remote and small, 

The strains decay, 

And melt away. 

In a dying, dying fall. 

II 

By Music, minds an equal temper know. 

Nor swell too high, nor sink too low. 

If in the breast tumultuous joys arise. 

Music her soft, assuasivc voice applies; 

Or when the soul is press’d with cares. 

Exalts her in enlivening airs. 
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Warriors she fires with animated sounds; 

Pours balm into the bleeding lover’s wounds: 
Melancholy lifts her head, 

Morpheus rouzes from his bed, 

Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 

List’ning Envy drops her snakes; 

Intestine war no more our Passions wage, 

And giddy Factions hear away their rage. 

III 

But when our Country’s cause provokes to Arms, 
How martial music ev’ry bosom warms! 

So when tlie first bold vessel dar’d the seas, 

High on the stem the Thracian rais’d his strain, 
While Argo saw her kindred trees 
Descend from Pelion to the main. 
Transported demi-gods stood round. 

And men grew heroes at the sound, 

Enflam’d with glory’s charms: 

Each chief his sev’nfold shield display’d, 

And half unsheath’d the shining blade: 

And seas, and rocks, and skies rebound 
To arms, to arms, to arms! 

IV 

But when thro’ all th’ infernal bounds, 

Which flaming Phlegeton surrounds, 

Love, strong as Death, the Poet led 
To the pale nations of the dead. 

What sounds were heard, 

What scenes appear’d. 

O’er all the dreary coasts! 

Dreadful gleams, 

Dismal screams, 

Fires that glow. 

Shrieks of woe, 

Sullen moans, 

Hollow groans, 

And cries of tortur’d ghosts! 
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But hark! he strikes the golden lyre; 

And see! the tortur’d ghosts respire. 

See, shady forms advance! 65 

Thy stone, O Sysiphus, stands still, 

Ixion rests upon his wheel. 

And the pale spectres dance! 

The Furies sink upon their iron beds, 

And snakes uncurl’d hang list’ning round their heads. 70 

V 

By the streams that ever flow, 

By the fragrant winds that blow 
O’er th’ Elysian flow’rs; 

By those happy souls who dwell 
In yellow meads of Asphodel, 

Or Amaranthine bow’rs; 

By the hero’s armed shades, 

Glitt’ring thro* the gloomy glades; 

By the youths that dy’d for love, 

Wand’ring in the myrtle grove, 

Restore, restore Eurydice to life: 

Oh take the husband, or return the wife! 

He sung, and hell consented 
To hear the Poet’s prayer: 

Stern Proserpine relented. 

And gave him back the fair. 

Thus song could prevail 
O’er death, and o’er hell, 

A conquest how hard and how glorious ? 

Tho’ fate had fast bound her 
With Styx nine times round her. 

Yet music and love were victorious. 

VI 

But soon, too soon, the lover turns his eyes: 

Again she falls, again she dies, she dies! 

How wilt thou now the fatal sisters move ? 

No crime was thine, if *tis no crime to love. 
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Now under hanging mountains, 

Beside the falls of fountains, 

Or where Hebrus wanders, 

Rolling in Masanders, loo 

All alone. 

Unheard, unknown, 

He makes his moan; 

And calls her ghost. 

For ever, ever, ever lost! 105 

Now with Furies surrounded, 

Despairing, confounded. 

He trembles, he glows. 

Amidst Rhodope’s snows: 

See, wild as the winds, o’er the desart he flies; 110 

Hark! Hasmus resounds with the Bacchanals’ cries— 

Ah see, he dies! 

Yet ev’n in death Eurydice he sung, 

Eurydice still trembled on his tongue, 

Eurydice the woods, ns 

Eurydice the floods, 

Eurydice the rocks, and hollow mountains rung. 

VII 

Music the fiercest grief can charm. 

And fate’s severest rage disarm: 

Music can soften pain to ease. 

And make despair and madness please: 

Our joys below it can improve. 

And antedate the bliss above. 

This the divine Cecilia found, 

And to her Maker’s praise confin’d the sound. 

When the full organ joins the tuneful quire, 

Th’ immortal pow’rs incline their ear; 

Borne on the swelling notes our souls aspire. 

While solemn airs improve the sacred fire; 

And Angels lean from heav’n to hear. 

Of Orpheus now no more let Poets tell. 

To bright Cecilia greater power is giv’n; 

His numbers rais’d a shade from hell. 

Hers lift the soul to heav’n. 
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TWO 


CHORUS’S 

TO THE 

Tragedy of Brutus 
Chorus of Athenians 

STROPHE I 

Y e shades, where sacred truth is sought; 

Groves, where immortal Sages taught: 

Where heav’nly visions Plato fir’d, 

And Epicurus lay inspir’d! 

In vain your guiltless laurels stood 
Unspotted long with human blood. 

War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades, 

And steel now glitters in the Muses shades. 

ANTISTROPHE I 

Oh heav’n-born sisters! source of art! 

Who charm the sense, or mend the heart; i< 

Who lead fair Virtue’s train along. 

Moral Truth, and mystic Song! 

To what new clime, w'hat distant sky, 

Forsaken, friendless, shall ye fly? 

Say, will ye bless the bleak Atlantic shore? ij 

Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 

STROPHE II 

When Athens sinks by fates unjust. 

When wild Barbarians spurn her dust; 

Perhaps ev’n Britain’s utmost shore 

Shall cease to blush w ith stranger’s gore, 20 

7Vr/«'. Altered from Shakespear by the Duke of Buckingham, at whose desire these two 
Chorus’s were composed to supply as many, wanting in his play. They were set many 
years afterwards by the famous Bononcini, and performed at Buckingham-house. 
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See Arts her savage sons controul, 

And Athens rising near the pole! 

’Till some new Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
And civil madness tears them from the land. 

ANTISTROPHE II 

Ye Gods! what justice rules the ball? 
Freedom and Arts together fall; 

Fools grant whate’er Ambition craves. 
And men, once ignorant, are slaves. 

Oh curs’d effects of civil hate, 

In ev’ry age, in ev’ry state! 

Still, when the lust of tyrant pow’r succeeds, 
Some Athens perishes, some Tully bleeds. 


Chorus of Youths and Virgins 

SEMICHORUS 

O H Tyrant Love! hast thou possest 

The prudent, learn’d, and virtuous breast? 
Wisdom and wit in vain reclaim. 

And Arts but soften us to feel thy flame. 

Love, soft intruder, enters here. 

But entring learns to be sincere. 

Marcus with blushes owns he loves, 

And Brutus tenderly reproves. 

Why, Virtue, dost thou blame desire. 

Which Nature has imprest? 

Why, Nature, dost thou soonest fire 
The mild and gen’rous breast? 

CHORUS 

Love’s purer flames the Gods approve; 

The Gods and Brutus bend to love: 

Brutus for absent Portia sighs, 

And sterner Cassius melts at Junia’s eyes. 
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TWO CHORUS’S 

What is loose love ? a transient gust, 

Spent in a sudden storm of lust, 

A vapour fed from wild desire, 

A wandering, self-consuming fire. 

But Hymen’s kinder flames unite; 

And burn for ever one; 

Chaste as cold Cynthia’s virgin light. 
Productive as the Sun. 

SEMICHORUS 

Oh source of ev’ry social tye. 

United wish, and mutual joy! 

What various joys on one attend, 

As son, as father, brother, husband, friend ? 
Whether his hoary sire he spies. 

While thousand grateful thoughts arise; 

Or meets his spouse’s fonder eye; 

Or views his smiling progeny; 

What tender passions take their turns, 

What home-felt raptures move ^ 

His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns. 
With rev’rencc, hope, and love. 

CHORUS 

Hence guilty joys, distastes, surmizes. 

Hence false tears, deceits, disguises. 

Dangers, doubts, delays, surprizes; 

Fires that scorch, yet dare not shine: 
Purest love’s unwasling treasure, 

Constant faith, fair hope, long leisure. 

Days of ease, and nights of pleasure; 

Sacred Hymen! these are thine. 


20 
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ODE on Solitude* 

H appy the man, whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound. 

Content to breathe his native air. 

In his own ground. 

• Thi, , veo. crly production of our Author, written « about twelve years old. 
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Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread, 
Whose flocks supply him with attire, 

Whose trees in summer yield him shade, 

In winter fire. 

Blest, who can unconcem’dly find 
Hours, days, and years slide soft away, 

In health of body, peace of mind. 

Quiet by day, 

Sound sleep by night; study and ease, 

Together mixt; sweet recreation. 

And innocence, which most does please 

With meditation. 

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown; 

Thus unlamented let me die; 

Steal from the world, and not a stone 

Tell where I lie. 


The dying Christian to his Soul 

ODE 

V ITAL spark of heav’nly flame! 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame: 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying. 
Oh the pain, the bliss of dying! 

Cease, fond Nature, cease thy strife, 
And let me languish into life. 

Hark! they whisper; Angels say, 
Sister spirit, come away. 

What is this absorbs me quite 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight. 
Drowns my spirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death ? 



THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL 


6i 


The world recedes; it disappears! 
Heav’n opens on my eyes! my ears 
With sounds seraphic ring: 

Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 
O Grave! where is thy Victory? 

O Death! where is thy Sting? 


«5 
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T IS hard to say, if greater want of skill 
Appear in writing or in judging ill; 

But, of the two, less dangerous is th’ offence 
To tire our patience, than mislead our sense. 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 

Ten censure wrong for one who writes amiss; 

A fool might once himself alone expose, 

Now one in verse makes many more in prose. 

Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 
Go just alike, yet each believes his own. 

In Poets as true Genius is but rare, 

True Taste as seldom is the Critic's share; 

Both must alike from Heav’n derive their light, 
These born to judge, as well as those to write. 

Let such teach others who themselves excel, 

And censure freely who have \vritten well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, 'tis true, 

But are not Critics to their judgment too.? 

Yet if we look more closely, we shall find 
Most have the seeds of judgment in their mind: 
Nature affords at least a glimm’ring light* 

The lines, tho' touch’d but faintly, are drawn right 


ab aUis commode scripta faciU intclUgcre poterit. Gc. ad 
Hercnn. Ub. 4. Dc putorc, sculptore.Jutorc, nisi artifexjudicarc nJ poicsU Pliny 
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But as the slightest sketch, if justly trac’d, 'J 
Is by ill-colouring but the more disgrac’d, > 

So by false learning is good sense defac’d: j 
Some are bewilder’d in the maze of schools, 

And some made coxcombs Nature meant but fools. 
In search of wit these lose their common sense. 

And then turn Critics in their own defence: 

Each bums alike, who can, or cannot write. 

Or with a Rival’s, or an Eunuch’s spite. 

All fools have still an itching to deride. 

And fain would be upon the laughing side. 

If Mcevius scribble in Apollo's spight, 

There are, who judge still worse than he can write. 

Some have at first for Wits, then Poets past. 
Turn’d Critics next, and prov’d plain fools at last. 
Some neither can for Wits nor Critics pass. 

As heavy mules are neither horse nor ass. 

Those half-learn’d witlings, num’rous in our isle, 

As half-form’d insects on the banks of Nile\ 
Unfinish’d things, one knows not what to call. 

Their generation’s so equivocal: 

To tell ’em, would a hundred tongues require. 

Or one vain wit’s, that might a hundred tire. 

But you who seek to give and merit fame. 

And justly bear a Critic’s noble name. 

Be sure yourself and your own reach to know. 

How far your genius, taste, and learning p; 

Launch not beyond your depth, but be discreet, 

And mark that point where sense and dullness meet. 

Nature to all things fix’d the limits fit, 

And wisely curb’d proud man’s pretending wit. 

As on the land while here the ocean gains. 

In other parts it leaves wide sandy plains; 

as. Plus sine dcctrina prudentiay quam sine prudentia valet doetrina, Quiniil. 

Between V. 25 and 26 were these lines: 

Many are spoiled by that pedantic throngs 

Who mth great pains teach youth to reason arrong. 

TutorSy hke Virtuoso*Sy oft inclined 
By strange transfusion to improve the mtndy 
Draw off the sense we havCy to pour in new; 

Which yetj with all their skilly they ne*er could do. 
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Thus in the soul while memory prevails, 

The solid powV of understanding fails; 

Where beams of warm imagination play, 

The memory*s soft figures melt away. 

One science only will one genius fit; 

So vast is art, so narrow human wit: 

Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 

But oft* in those confin’d to single parts. 

Like Kings we lose the conquests gain’d before, 

By vain ambition still to make them more; 

Each might his sev’ral province well command, 
Would all but stoop to what they understand. 

First follow Nature^ and your judgment frame 
By her just standard, which is still the same: 
Unerring Nature, still divinely bright, 

One clear, unchang’d, and universal light. 

Life, force, and beauty, must to all impart, 

At once the source, and end, and test of Art. 

Art from that fund each just supply provides, 
Works without show, and without pomp presides: 
In some fair body thus th’ informing soul 
With spirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole. 

Each motion guides, and ev’ry nerve sustains; 

Itself unseen, but in th’ effects, remains. 

Some, to whom Heav’n in wit has been profuse, 
Want as much more, to turn it to its use; 

For W'it and judgment often are at strife, 

Tho’ meant each other’s aid, like man and wife. 
*Tis more to guide, than spur the Muse’s steed; 
Restrain his fury, than provoke his speed; 

The winged courser, like a gen’rous horse. 

Shows most true mettle when you check his course. 

Those Rules of old discover’d, not devis’d, 

Are Nature still, but Nature methodiz’d; 

Nature, like Liberty, is but restrain’d 

By the same Laws which first herself ordain’d. 

Hear how learn’d Greece her useful rules indites, 
When to repress, and when indulge our flights: 
High on Parnassus’ top her sons she show’d. 

And pointed out those arduous paths they trod; 
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Held from afar, aloft, th’ immortal prize, 

And urg’d the rest by equal steps to rise. 

Just precepts thus from great examples giv’n, 

She drew from them what they deriv’d from Heav’n. 

The gen’rous Critic fann’d the Poet’s fire, 100 

And taught the world with reason to admire. 

Then Criticism the Muse’s handmaid prov’d, 

To dress her charms, and make her more belov’d: 

But following wits from that intention stray’d, 

Who cou’d not win the mistress, woo’d the maid; 105 

Against the Poets their own arms they turn’d, 

Sure to hate most the men from whom they learn’d. 

So modem ’Pothecaries, taught the art 
By Doctor’s bills to play the Doctor’s part. 

Bold in the practice of mistaken rules, no 

Prescribe, apply, and call their masters fools. 

Some on the leaves of antient authors prey, 

Nor time nor moths e’er spoil’d so much as they. 

Some drily plain, without invention’s aid, 

Write dull receits how poems may be made. ns 

These leave the sense, their learning to display. 

And those explain the meaning quite away. 

You then whose judgment the right course would steer. 
Know well each A N c i E N t’ s proper character; 

His Fable, Subject, scope in ev’ry page; 120 

Religion, Country, genius of his Age: 

Without all these at once before your eyes. 

Cavil you may, but never criticize. 

Be Homer’s works your study, and delight. 

Read them by day, and meditate by night; 125 

Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims bring, 
And trace the Muses upward to their spring, 

98, N€€ enim artibus td%ln factum €St ut argumenta inveniranuSy ted dicta sunt omnia 
antequam prctcipcrentur : max ea senptores observata <t collect a ediderunt, Quintil. 
Between 123 and 124 were these lines: 

ZoiluSy had these been knowHy without a name 
Had dfdy and Perault ne^er been damned to fame; 

The sense of sound Antiquity had reign^dy 
And sacred Hornet yet been unprophan^d. 

None e^cr had thought his comprehensive mind ^ 

To modern customs^ modem rules confined; 1 
Who for all ages tprit^ and all mankind. J 
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Still with itself compar’d, his text peruse; 

And let your comment be the Mantuan Muse. 

When first young Maro in his boundless mind 
A work t’outlast immortal Rome design’d, 

Perhaps he seem’d above the Critic’s law, 

And but from Nature’s fountains scorn’d to draw: 
But when t’examine ev’ry part he came. 

Nature and Homer were, he found, the same. 
Convinc’d, amaz’d, he checks the bold design; 

And rules as strict his labour’d work confine, 

As if the Stagirite o’erlook’d each line. 

Learn hence for ancient rules a just esteem; 

To copy nature is to copy them. 

Some beauties yet no Precepts can declare, 

For there’s a happiness as well as care. 

Music resembles Poetry, in each 1 

Are nameless graces which no methods teach, } 
And which a master-hand alone can reach, J 
If, where the rules not far enough extend, 

(Since rules were made but to promote their end) 
Some lucky Licence answers to the full 
Th’intent propos’d, that Licence is a rule. 

Thus Pegasus, a nearer way to take. 

May boldly deviate from the common track. 

Great Wits sometimes may gloriously offend. 

And rise to faults true Critics dare not mend; 

From vulgar bounds with brave disorder part, 

And snatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 

Which without passing thro’ the judgment, gains 
The heart, and all its end at once attains. 

In prospects thus, some objects please our eyes, 
Which out of nature’s common order rise, 

The shapeless rock, or hanging precipice. 

But tho’ the Ancients thus their rules invade, 

(As Kings dispense with laws themselves have made) 


130 
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130. Virg. Eclog. vi. Cum canerem regei et pralia, Cynthitu aurem 

Vellit. 

Ii is a tradition preserved by Servius, that Virgil began with writing a poem of the Alban 
^d Roman affairs; which he found above his years, and descended first to imitate 
rheoentus on rural subjects, and afterwards to copy Homer in Heroic poetry. 
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Moderns, beware f or if you must offend 
Against the precept, ne’er transgress its End; 

Let it be seldom, and compell’d by need; 165 

And have, at least, their precedent to plead. 

The Critic else proceeds without remorse. 

Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 

I know there are, to whose presumptuous thoughts 
Those freer beauties, ev’n in them, seem faults. 170 

Some figures monstrous and mis-shap’d appear. 

Consider’d singly, or beheld too near, 

Which, but proportion’d to their light, or place. 

Due distance reconciles to form and grace. 

A prudent chief not always must display 175 

His pow’rs in equal ranks, and fair array. 

But with th’occasion and the place comply, 

Conceal his force, nay seem sometimes to fly. 

Those oft are stratagems which errors seem. 

Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 180 

Still green with bays each ancient Altar stands, 

Above the reach of sacrilegious hands; 

Secure from Flames, from Envy’s fiercer rage, 

Destructive War, and all-involving Age. 

See, from each clime the learn’d their incense bring! 185 
Hear, in all tongues consenting Paeans ring! 

In praise so just let ev’ry voice be join’d, 

And fill the gen’ral chorus of mankind. 

Hail, Bards triumphant! born in happier days; 

Immortal heirs of universal praise! 190 

Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 

As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow; 

Nations unborn your mighty names shall sound. 

And worlds applaud that must not yet be found! 

Oh may some spark of your celestial fire, 195 

The last, the meanest of your sons inspire, 

(That on weak wings, from far, pursues your flights; 

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 


180. Modesle, et circumspedo judtcio de tantii virts pronunciandum fst, ne {quod 
plerisque atcidil) damnenl quod non inteihgunt. Ac si ntcesse ett in alteram errare partem, 
omnia eorum legentihus placere, quam multa displtcere maluerim. Quintil. 
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To teach vain Wits a science little known, 

T’admire superior sense, and doubt their own! 200 


Of all the Causes which conspire to blind 
Man’s erring judgment, and misguide the mind 
What the weak head with strongest bias rules, 

Is Pridcy the never-failing vice of fools. 

Whatever Nature has in worth deny’d. 

She gives in large recruits of needful Pride; 

For as in bodies, thus in souls, we find 

What wants in blood and spirits, swell’d with wind: 

Pride, where Wit fails, steps in to our defence. 

And fills up all the mighty Void of sense. 

If once right reason drives that cloud away, 

Truth breaks upon us with resistless day. 

Trust not yourself; but your defects to know, 

A^e use of ev’ry friend—and ev’ry foe. 

f A little learning is a dang’rous thing; 

Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring: 

There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain. 

And drinking largely sobers us again. 

Fir’d at first sight with what the Muse imparts, 

In fearless youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind, 

Short views we take, nor see the lengths behind; 
But, more advanc’d, behold with strange surprize 
New distant scenes of endless science rise! 

So pleas’d at first the tow’ring Alps we try. 

Mount o’er the vales, and seem to tread the sky, 

Th’ eternal snows appear already past, 

And the first clouds and mountains seem the last: 
But, those attain’d, we tremble to surv'ey 
The growing labours of the lengthen’d way, 

Th’ increasing prospect tires our wand’ring eyes, 
Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arise! J 
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So pUas'd at first the towering Alps to try^ 
FiWd mth ideas of fair Italy^ 

The Traveller beholds with chearful eyes 
The leu'ning valeSy and seems to tread the skies. 
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A perfect Judge will read each work of Wit 
With the same spirit that its author writ: 

Survey the Whole, nor seek slight faults to find 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind; 
Nor lose, for that malignant dull delight. 

The gen’rous pleasure to be charm’d with wit. 

But in such lays as neither ebb, nor flow, 

Correctly cold, and regularly low. 

That shunning faults, one quiet tenour keep; 

We cannot blame indeed—but we may sleep. 

In Wit, as Nature, what affects our hearts 
Is not th’ exactness of peculiar parts; 

*Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call. 

But the joint force and full result of all. 

Thus when we view some well-proportion’d dome, 
(The world’s just wonder, and ev’n thine, O Rome!) 
No single parts unequally surprize. 

All comes united to th’ admiring eyes; 

No monstrous height, or breadth, or length appear; 
The Whole at once is bold, and regular. 

Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see. 

Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall be. 

In ev’ry work regard the writer’s End, 

Since none can compass more than they intend; 

And if the means be just, the conduct true, 
Applause, in spight of trivial faults, is due. 

As men of breeding, sometimes men of wit, 

T’ avoid great errors, must the less commit: 

Neglect the rules each verbal Critic lays. 

For not to know some trifles, is a praise. 

Most Critics, fond of some subservient art. 

Still make the Whole depend upon a Part: 

They talk of principles, but notions prize. 

And all to one lov’d Folly sacrifice. 

Once on a time, La Mancha’s Knight, they say, 

A certain Bard cncount’ring on the way. 

Discours’d in terms as just, with looks as sage. 

As e’er could Dennis, of the Grecian stage; 
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233' Diligenter Ugendum est, ac paene ad scribendi soUicitudinem: Wee per partes 
mode scrutanda sunt omnia, sed perleetus liber utique ex integro resumendus. Quintil. 
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Concluding all were despVate sots and fools, 

Who durst depart from Aristotle’s rules. 

Our Author, happy in a judge so nice, 

Produc’d his Play, and begg’d the Knight’s advice; 
Made him observe the subject, and the plot, 

The manners, passions, unities; what not.? 

All which, exact to rule, were brought about. 

Were but a Combat in the lists left out. 

‘What! leave the Combat out.?’ exclaims the Knight; 
Yes, or we must renounce the Stagirite. 

‘Not so by Heav’n’ (he answers in a rage) 

Knights, squires, and steeds, must enter on the stage.’ 
So vast a throng the stage can ne’er contain. 

‘Then build a new, or act it in a plain.’ 

Thus Critics, of less judgment than caprice, 

Curious not knowing, not exact but nice. 

Form short Ideas; and offend in arts 
(As most in manners) by a love to parts. 

Some to Conceit alone their taste confine. 

And glitt’ring thoughts struck out at ev’ry line; 

Pleas’d with a work where nothing’s just or fit;’ 

One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. 

Poets like painters, thus, unskill’d to trace 
The naked nature and the living grace. 

With gold and jewels cover ev’ry part. 

And hide with ornaments their want of art. 

True Wit is Nature to advantage dress’d, 

What oft was thought, but ne’er so well express’d; 
Something, whose truth convinc’d at sight we find, 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 

As shades more sweetly recommend the light. 

So modest plainness sets off sprightly wit. 

For works may have more wit than does ’em good 
As bodies perish thro’ excess of blood. 

Others for Langunge all their care express, 

And value books, as women men, for Dress: 

Their praise is still,—the Style is excellent: 

The Sense, they humbly take upon content. 
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297. Nasuram intueamur, hanc 
QuintJ. lib. viii. c. 3. 


S(quamur; id faciUime accipiunt animi quod agnoscunt. 
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Words are like leaves; and where they most abound, 
Much fruit of sense beneath is rarely found. 

False Eloquence, like the Prismatic glass. 

Its gaudy colours spreads on ev’ry place; 

The face of nature we no more survey. 

All glares alike, without distinction gay: 

But true Expression, like th’ unchanging Sun, \ 
Clears, and improves whate’er it shines upon, [ 

It gilds all objects, but it alters none. J 

Expression is the dress of thought, and still 
Appears more decent, as more suitable; 

A vile conceit in pompous words express’d. 

Is like a clown in regal purple dress’d: 

For diflPrent styles with diff’rcnt subjects sort. 

As several garbs with country, town, and court. 
Some by old words to fame have made pretence. 
Ancients in phrase, meer moderns in their sense: 
Such labour’d nothings, in so strange a style. 

Amaze th* unlcarn’d, and make the learned smile. 
Unlucky, as Fungoso in the Play, \ 

These sparks with aukward vanity display ) 
What the fine gentleman wore yesterday; J 
And but so mimic ancient wits at best, 

As apes our grandsires, in their doublets drest. 

In words, as fashions, the same rule will hold; 

Alike fantastic, if too new, or old; 

Be not the first by whom the new are try’d, 

Nor yet the last to lay the old aside. 

But most by Numbers judge a Poet’s song, 

And smooth or rough, with them, is right or wrong; 
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324. AboUta €t ahrogata retmere^ insoUntia cujusdam frivolct %n parvis jaciantia, 
Quintil. lib. i. c. 6. 

Opus est ut verba a vetustate rcpetila neque crebra sint^ neque manifesta^ quia nil est 
odiosius ajffectationey nee utiqueah ulfimis repefiia temporibus. Oralio cujus summa virtue est 
P^spieuitaSy quam sit vitiosa^ siegeat interpreie? Ergo ut novorum optima erunt maxime vttera^ 
ita veterum maxime nova. Idem. 


3^8. 4$*^^ Ben Johnson’s Every Alan in (should be: out of~\hts Humour, 

337 * Quis populi sermo est? quis rnim? nisi carmine moUi 

Nunc demum numero fluerCy ut per lave severos 
Effundat junctura ungues: scis tendere versum 
Non secus ac si oculo rubricam dirigat uno. Pers. Sat. i. 
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In the bright Muse tho* thousand charms conspire, 

Her Voice is all these tuneful fools admire; 340 

Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear, 

Not mend their minds; as some to Church repair, 

Not for the doctrine, but the music there. 

These equal syllables alone require, 

Tho* oft the ear the open vowels tire; 345 

While expletives their feeble aid do join; 

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line; 

While they ring round the same unvary’d chimes, 

With sure returns of still expected rhymes. 

Where-e’er you find ‘the cooling western breeze,’ 350 

In the next line, it ‘whispers thro’ the trees;’ 

If crystal streams ‘with pleasing murmurs creep,’ 

The reader’s threaten’d (not in vain) with ‘sleep.’ 

Then, at the last and only couplet fraught 

With some unmeaning thing they call a thought, 355 

A needless Alexandrine ends the song. 

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length along. 
Leave such to tune their o\m dull rhymes, and know 
What’s roundly smooth, or languishingly slow; 

And praise the easy vigour of a line, 360 

Where Denham’s strength, and Waller’s sweetness join. 

True ease in writing comes from art, not chance. 

As those move easiest who have learn’d to dance. 

’Tis not enough no harshness gives offence, 

The sound must seem an Echo to the sense: 365 

Soft is the strain when Zephyr gently blows. 

And the smooth stream in smoother numbers flows; 

But when loud surges lash the sounding shoar. 

The hoarse, rough verse should like the torrent roar. 

When Ajax strives, some rock’s vast weight to throw, 370 
The line too labours, and the words move slow; 

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain. 

Flies 0 er th’ unbending corn, and skims along the main. 
Hear how Timotheus’ vary’d lays surprize, 

And bid alternate passions fall and rise! 375 

345 - Fugiemui crebras vocalium concursiones, qua vasfam atqui hiantem orationem reddunt. 
Oc. ad Herenn. lib. iv. Vide ctiam Quinti). lib. ix. c. 4. 

374. Alexander’s Feast, or the Power of Music; an Ode by Mr. Dryden. 
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While, at each change, the son of Libyan Jove 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love; 

Now his fierce eyes with sparkling fury glow, 

Now sighs steal out, and tears begin to flow: 

Persians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 380 

And the World’s victor stood subdu’d by Sound! 

The pow’r of Music all our hearts allow. 

And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 

Avoid Extremes; and shun the fault of such, 

Who still are pleas’d too little or too much. 385 

At ev’ry trifle scorn to take offence. 

That always shows great pride, or little sense; 

Those heads, as stomachs, are not sure the best. 

Which nauseate all, and nothing can digest. 

Yet let not each gay Turn thy rapture move, 390 

For fools admire, but men of sense approve: 

As things seem large which we thro’ mists descry, 

Dulness is ever apt to magnify. 

Some foreign writers, some our own despise; 

The Ancients only, or the Moderns prize. 395 

Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is apply’d 
To one small sect, and all are damn’d beside. 

Meanly they seek the blessing to confine. 

And force that sun but on a part to shine, 

Which not alone the southern wit sublimes, 400 

But ripens spirits in cold northern climes; 

Which from the first has shone on ages past, 

Enlights the present, and shall warm the last: 

Tho’ each may feel cncrcases and decays. 

And see now clearer and now darker days. 405 

Regard not then if Wit be old or new, 

But blame the false, and value still the true. 

Some ne’er advance a Judgment of their own. 

But catch the spreading notion of the town; 

They reason and conclude by precedent, 410 

And own stale nonsense which they ne’er invent. 

Some judge of authors names, not works, and then 
Nor praise nor blame the writings, but the men. 

Of all this servile herd, the worst is he 
That in proud dulness joins with Quality. 
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A constant Critic at the great man’s board, 

To fetch and carry nonsense for my Lord. 

What woful stuff this madrigal would be, 

In some starv’d hackney sonneteer, or me ? 

But let a Lord once o^vn the happy lines. 

How the wit brightens! how the style refines! 

Before his sacred name flies ev’ry fault, 

And each exalted stanza teems with thought! 

The Vulgar thus through Imitation err; 

As oft’ the Learn’d by being singular; 

So much they scorn the croud, that if the throng 
By chance go right, they purposely go wrong: 

So Schismatics the plain believers quit. 

And are but damn’d for having too much wit. 

Some praise at morning what they blame at night; 
But always think the last opinion right. 

A Muse by these is like a mistress us’d. 

This hour she’s idoliz’d, the next abus’d; 

While their weak heads, like towns unfortify’d, 
’Twixt sense and nonsense daily change their side. 
Ask them the cause; they’re wiser still, they say; 

And still to-morrow’s wiser than to-day. 

We think our fathers fools, so wise we grow; 

Our wiser sons, no doubt, will think us so. 

Once School-divines this zealous isle o’er-spread; 
Who knew most Sentences, was deepest read; 

Faith, Gospel, all, seem’d made to be disputed, 

And none had sense enough to be confuted: 

Scotists and Thoniists, now, in peace remain. 

Amidst their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 

If Faith itself has diff’rent dresses worn, 

What wonder modes in Wit should take their turn ? 
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445- A place where old and second-hand books were sold formerly, near Smithfield. 
447 . Between this and 448 : 

The rhymint; doirns that glaJJeJ Shahspear's age. 

No more trtth crambo entertain the stage, 
fy/io now tn Anagrams their Patron praise. 

Or sing their Mistress in Acrostic lays? 

Ev n pulpits pleas'd with merry puns of yore; 

Now all are banish'd to the Hibernian shore} 
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Oft\ leaving what is natural and fit, 

The current folly proves the ready wit; 

And authors think their reputation safe, 

Which lives as long as fools are pleas’d to laugh. 

Some valuing those of their own side or mind, 
Still make themselves the measure of mankind: 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, 

When we but praise ourselves in other men. 
Parties in Wit attend on those of State, 

And public faction doubles private hate. 

Pride, Malice, Folly, against Dryden rose. 

In various shapes of Parsons, Critics, Beaus; 

But sense surviv’d, when merry jests were past; 
For rising merit will buoy up at last. 

Might he return, and bless once more our eyes, 
New Blackmores and new Milbourns must arise: 
Nay should great Homer lift his awful head, 
Zoilus again would start up from the dead. 

Envy will merit, as its shade, pursue; 

But like a shadow, proves the substance true; 

For envy’d Wit, like Sol eclips’d, makes known 
Th’ opposing body’s grossness, not its own. 

When first that sun too pow’rful beams displays, 
It draws up vapours which obscure its rays; 

But ev’n those clouds at last adorn its way. 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 

Be thou the first true merit to befriend; 

His praise is lost, who stays ’till all commend. 
Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 

And ’tis but just to let them live betimes. 

No longer now that golden age appears, 

When Patriarch-wits surviv’d a thousand years: 
Now length of Fame (our second life) is lost. 

And bare threescore is all ev’n that can boast; 

Our sons their fathers failing language see. 

And such as Chaucer is, shall Dryden be. 

Thui leaving what was natural and fit. 

The current folly prov'd their ready wit; 

And authors thought their reputation safe. 

Which liv'd as long as fools were pleas'd to laugh. 
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So when the faithful pencil has design’d 
Some bright Idea of the master’s mind. 

Where a new world leaps out at his command, 

And ready Nature waits upon his hand; 

When the ripe colours soften and unite. 

And sweetly melt into just shade and light, 

When mellowing years their full perfection give. 

And each bold figure just begins to live; 

The treach’rous colours the fair art betray. 

And all the bright creation fades away 1 
Unhappy Wit, like most mistaken things, 

Attones not for that envy which it brings. 

In youth alone its empty praise we boast. 

But soon the short-liv’d vanity is lost: 

Like some fair flow’r the early spring supplies, 

That gayly blooms, but ev’n in blooming dies. 

What is this Wit, which must our cares employ ? 

The owner’s wife, that other men enjoy; 

Then most our trouble still when most admir’d, 

And still the more we give, the more requir’d; 

Whose fame with pains we guard, but lose with ease, 
Sure some to vex, but never all to please; 

’Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous shun, 

By fools ’tis hated, and by knaves undone! 

If Wit so much from Ign’rance undergo, 

Ah let not Learning too commence its foe I 
Of old, those met rewards who could excel. 

And such were prais’d who but endeavour’d well: 
Tho’ triumphs were to gen’rals only due, 

Crowns w ere reserv’d to grace the soldiers too. 

Now, they who reach Parnassus’ lofty crown, 

Employ their pains to spurn some others down; 

And while self-love each jealous writer rules. 
Contending wits become the sport of fools: 

But still the worst with most regret commend, 

For each ill Author is as bad a Friend. 

To what base ends, and by what abject ways, 

Are mortals urg’d thro’ sacred lust of praise 1 
Ah ne’er so dire a thirst of glory boast. 

Nor in the Critic let the Man be lost. 
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Good-nature and good-sense must ever join; 

To err is human, to forgive, divine, 525 

But if in noble minds some dregs remain 
Not yet purg’d off, of spleen and sour disdain; 

Discharge that rage on more provoking crimes. 

Nor fear a dearth in these flagitious times. 

No pardon vile Obscenity should find, 530 

Tho* wit and art conspire to move your mind; 

But Dulness with obscenity must prove 
As shameful sure as Impotence in love. 

In the fat age of pleasure, wealth, and ease. 

Sprung the rank weed, and thriv’d with large increase; 535 
When love was all an easy Monarch’s care; 

Seldom at council, never in a war: 

Jilts rul’d the state, and statesmen farces writ; 

Nay wits had pensions, and young Lords had wit: 

The Fair sate panting at a Courtier’s play, 540 

And not a Mask went unimprov’d away: 

The modest fan was lifted up no more. 

And Virgins smil’d at what they blush’d before. 

The following licence of a Foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain; 545 

Then unbelieving Priests reform’d the nation. 

And taught more pleasant methods of salvation; 

Where Hcav’n’s free subjects might their rights dispute. 

Lest God himself should seem too absolute: 

Pulpits their sacred satire learn’d to spare, 550 

And Vice admir’d to find a flatt’rer there! 

Encourag’d thus. Wit’s Titans brav’d the skies, 

And the press groan’d with licens’d blasphemies. 

These monsters. Critics! with your darts engage. 

Here point your thunder, and exhaust your rage! SS5 

Yet shun their fault, who, scandalously nice. 

Will needs mistake an author into vice; 

All seems infected that th’ infected spy. 

As all looks'yellow to the jaundic’d eye. 


S46. The author has omined two lines which stood here, as containing a National 
Reflection, which in his stricter judgment he could not but disapprove on any People 
whatever. 
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Learn then what Morals Critics ought to show, 560 
For ’tis but half a Judge’s task, to know. 

’Tis not enough, taste, judgment, learning, join; 

In all you speak, let truth and candour shine: 

That not alone what to your sense is due 
All may allow; but seek your friendship too. 565 

Be silent always when you doubt your sense; 

And speak, tho’ sure, with seeming diffidence: 

Some positive, persisting fops we know, 

Who, if once wrong, will needs be always so; 

But you, with pleasure own your errors past, 570 

And make each day a Critic on the last. 

’Tis not enough, your counsel still be true; 

Blunt truths more mischief than nice falshoods do; 

Men must be taught as if you taught them not. 

And things unknown propos’d as things forgot. 575 

Without Good Breeding, truth is disapprov’d; 

That only makes superior sense belov’d. 

Be niggards of advice on no pretence; 

For the worst avarice is that of sense. 

With mean complacence ne’er betray your trust, 580 

Nor be so civil as to prove unjust. 

Fear not the anger of the wise to raise; 

Those best can bear reproof, who merit praise. 

’Twere well might Critics still this freedom take; 

But Appius reddens at each word you speak, 585 

And stares, tremendous, with a threat’ning eye, 

Like some fierce Tyrant in old tapestry. 

Fear most to tax an Honourable fool. 

Whose right it is, uncensur’d to be dull; 

Such, without wit, are Poets when they please, 590 

As without learning they can take Degrees. 

Leave dang’rous truths to unsuccessful Satyrs, 

And flatteiy to fulsome Dedicators, 

VJ^om, when they praise, the world believes no more, 

Than when they promise to give scribbling o’er. 595 

*0 himself by Dennis, a furious old Critic by pru- 

n? r T? provocauon, wrote against this Essay and its author, in a 

H nienuon made of him in v. 270. he took it as a 

^mpUment, and said it was treacherously meant to cause him to overlook this ^buse of 
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’Tis best sometimes your censure to restrain, 

And charitably let the dull be vain: 

Your silence there is better than your spite, 

For who can rail so long as they can write ? 

Still humming on, their drouzy course they keep, 

And lash’d so long, like tops, are lash’d asleep. 

False steps but help them to renew the race. 

As, after stumbling. Jades will mend their pace. 

What crouds of these, impenitently bold. 

In sounds and jingling syllables grown old, 

Still run on Poets, in a raging vein, 

Ev’n to the dregs and squeezings of the brain, 

Strain out the last dull droppings of their sense. 

And rhyme with all the rage of Impotence. 

Such shameless Bards we have, and yet ’tis true. 
There are as mad, abandon’d Critics too. 

The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read. 

With loads of learned lumber in his head, 

With his own tongue still edifies his ears. 

And always list’ning to himself appears. 

All books he reads, and all he reads assails, 

From Dryden’s Fables down to Durfey’s Tales. 

With him, most authors steal their works, or buy; 

Garth did not write his own Dispensary. 

Name a new Play, and he’s the Poet’s friend, 

Nay show’d his faults—but when would Poets mend ? 
No place so sacred from such fops is barr’d, 

Nor is Paul’s church more safe than Paul’s church yard: 
Nay, fly to Altars; there they’ll talk you dead: 

For Fools rush in where Angels fear to tread. 

Distrustful sense with modest caution speaks, 

It still looks home, and short excursions makes; 

But rattling nonsense in full vollies breaks, 
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619. A common slander at that time in prejudice of that deserving author. Our Poet 
did him this justice, when that slander most prevail’d; and it is now (perhaps the sooner 
for this very verse) dead and forgotten. 

623. Between this and 624: 


Jn vain you shrug, and sweat, and strive to fly; 
These knotp no Manners but in Poetry. 

They'll stop a hungry Chaplain in his graee, 

To treat of Unities of time and plaee. 
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And never shock’d, and never turn’d aside, 

Bursts out, resistless, with a thund’ring tide. 

But where’s the man, who counsel can bestow, 
Still pleas’d to teach, and yet not proud to know ? 
Unbiass’d, or by favour, or by spite: 

Not dully prepossess’d, nor blindly right; 

Tho* leam’d, well-bred; and tho’ well-bred, sincere; 
Modestly bold, and humanly severe: 

Who to a friend his faults can freely show, 

And gladly praise the merit of a foe ? 

Blest with a taste exact, yet unconfin’d; 

A knowledge both of books and human kind; 
Gen’rous converse; a soul exempt from pride; 

And love to praise, with reason on his side ? 

Such once were Critics; such the happy few, 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew. 

The mighty Stagirite first left the shore. 

Spread all his sails, and durst the deeps explore; 

He steer’d securely, and discover’d far, 

Led by the light of the Masonian Star. 

Poets, a race long unconfin’d, and free, 

Still fond and proud of savage liberty. 

Receiv’d his laws; and stood convinc’d ’twas fit, 

Who conquer’d Nature, should preside o’er Wit. 

Horace still charms w'ith graceful negligence. 

And without method talks us into sense. 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 
The truest notions in the easiest way. 

He, who supreme in judgment, as in wit. 

Might boldly censure, as he boldly writ, * 

^et judg d with coolness, tho’ he sung with fire 
His Precepts teach but w'hat his works inspire. 

Our Critics take a contrary extreme. 

They judge with fury, but they write with fle’me. 

Between 648 and 649; 

He, when all Nature was subdu'd before 
Like his great Pupil, sigh'd, and long'd for more: 
tancy s wild regions yet unvanquish'd lay, 

A boundless empire, and that own'd no swav 
Poets, etc. 
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Nor suffers Horace more in wrong Translations 
By Wits, than Critics in as wrong Quotations. 

See Dionysius Homer’s thoughts refine, 

And call new beauties forth from ev’ry line! 

Fancy and art in gay Petronius please, 

The scholar’s learning, with the courtier’s ease. 

In grave Quintilian’s copious work, we find 
The justest rules, and clearest method join’d: 

Thus useful arms in magazines we place. 

All rang’d in order, and dispos’d with grace. 

But less to please the eye, than arm the hand. 

Still fit for use, and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longinus! all the Nine inspire, 

And bless their Critic with a Poet’s fire. 

An ardent Judge, who zealous in his trust. 

With warmth gives sentence, yet is always just; 
Whose own example strengthens all his laws, 

And is himself that great Sublime he draws. 

Thus long succeeding Critics justly reign’d. 
Licence repress’d, and useful laws ordain d. 

Learning and Rome alike in empire grew; 

And Arts still follow’d where her Eagles flew: 

From the same foes, at last, both felt their doom. 
And the same age saw Learning fall, and Rome. 

With Tyranny, then Superstition join’d, 

As that the body, this enslav’d the mind; 

Much was believ’d, but little understood, 

And to be dull was constru’d to be good; 

A second deluge Learning thus o’er-run. 

And the Monks finish’d what the Goths begun. 

At length Erasmus, that great, injur’d name, 

(The glory of the Priesthood, and the shame!) 
Stem’d the wild torrent of a barb’rous age. 

And drove those holy Vandals off the stage. 

But see! each Muse, in Leo’s golden days. 
Starts from her trance, and trims her wither’d bays 

665. Dionysitis] Of Halicarnassus. 

Between 690 and 691: 

Vain iViti and Critict were no more allow’d. 

When none but Saints had licence to be proud. 
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Rome’s ancient Genius, o’er its ruins spread, 

Shakes off the dust, and rears his rev’rend head. 700 

Then Sculpture and her sister-arts revive; 

Stones leap’d to form, and rocks began to live; 

With sweeter notes each rising Temple rung; 

A Raphael painted, and a Vida sung. 

Immortal Vida: on whose honour’d brow 705 

The Poet’s bays and Critic’s ivy grow: 

Cremona now shall ever boast thy name. 

As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 

But soon by impious arms from Latium chas’d. 

Their ancient bounds the banish’d Muses pass’d; 710 

Thence Arts o’er all the northern world advance. 

But Critic-learning flourish’d most in France: 

The rules a nation, born to serve, obeys; 

And Boileau still in right of Horace sways. 

But we, brave Britons, foreign laws despis’d, 715 

And kept unconquer’d, and unciviliz’d; 

Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold. 

We still defy’d the Romans, as of old. 

Yet some there were, among the sounder few 

Of those who less presum’d, and better knew, 720 

Who durst assert the juster ancient cause, 

And here restor’d Wit’s fundamental laws. 

Such was the Muse, whose rules and practice tell, 

705. M. Hieronymus Vida, an excellent Latin Poet, who wiit an Art of Poetry in 
verse. He flourished in the lime of Leo the Tenth. 

723. Essay on Poetry by the Duke of Buckingham. Our Poet is not the only one of his 
time who complimented this Essay, and its noble Author. Mr. Dryden had done it very 
largely in the Dedication to his translation of the iEneid; and Dr. Garth in the first 
Edition of his Dispensary says. 

The Tyber now no courtly Callus sees. 

But smiling Thames enjoys his Normanbys. 

Tho’ afterwards omitted, when parties were carried so high in the reign of Queen Anne, 
as to allow no commendation to an opposite in Politics. The Duke was all his life a steady 
adherent to the Church of England-Part)*, yet an enemy to the extravagant measures of 
the Court in the reign of Charles II. On which account after having strongly patronized 
Mr. Dryden, a coolness succeeded between them on that poet’s absolute attachment to 
the Court, which carried him some lengths beyond what the Duke could approve of. 
This Nobleman’s true character had been very well marked by Mr. Dryden before, 

the Muse^s friend. 

Himself a Aiuse. In Sanadrin's debate 
True to his prince, but not a slave of state. 

Abs. and Achit. 
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‘Nature’s chief Master-piece is writing well.* 

Such was Roscommon, not more learn’d than good, 
With manners gen’rous as his noble blood; 

To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 

And ev’ry author’s merit, but his own. 

Such late was Walsh—the Muse’s judge and friend. 
Who justly knew to blame or to commend; 

To failings mild, but zealous for desert; 

The clearest head, and the sincerest heart. 

This humble praise, lamented shade! receive. 

This praise at least a grateful Muse may give: 

The Muse, whose early voice you taught to sing. 
Prescrib’d her heights, and prun’d her tender wing, 
(Her guide now lost) no more attempts to rise. 

But in low numbers short excursions tries: 

Content, if hence th’ unlearn’d their wants may view, 
The learn’d reflect on what before they knew: 

Careless of censure, nor too fond of fame; 

Still pleas’d to praise, yet not afraid to blame; 

Averse alike to flatter, or offend; 

Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 

Our Author was more happy, he was honour’d very young with his friendship, and 
tinued till his death in all (he circumstances of a familiar esteem. 
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THE 


RAPE of the LOCK 

AN 

HEROI-COMICAL 

POEM 

Written in the Year MDCCXii 


TO 

Mrs. Arabella Fermor 


Madam, 

I T will be in vain to deny that I have some regard for this piece, 
since I dedicate it to You. Yet you may bear me witness, it was 
intended only to divert a few young Ladies, who have good sense and 
good humour enough to laugh not only at their sex’s little unguarded 
follies, but at their own. But as it was communicated with the air of a 
Secret, it soon found its way into the world. An imperfect copy 
having been offer’d to a Bookseller, you had the good-nature for my 
sake to consent to the publication of one more correct: This I was 
forc’d to, before I had e.xecuted half my design, for the Machinery 
was entirely wanting to compleat it. 

The Machinery, Madam, is a term invented by the Critics, to 
signify that part which the Deities, Angels, or Daemons are made to 
act in a Poem: For the ancient Poets are in one respect like many 
modem Ladies; let an action be never so trivial in itself, they always 
make it appear of the utmost importance. These Machines I deter¬ 
min’d to raise on a very new and odd foundation, the Rosicrucian 
doctrine of Spirits. 
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I know how disagreeable it is to make use of hard words before a 
Lady; but ’tis so much the concern of a Poet to have his works under¬ 
stood, and particularly by your Sex, that you must give me leave 
to explain two or three dilficult terms. 

The Rosicrucians are a people I must bring you acquainted 
with. The best account I know of them is in a French book call’d Le 
Comte de GabaliSy which both in its title and size is so like a Novel, 
that many of the Fair Sex have read it for one by mistake. According to 
these Gentlemen, the four Elements are inhabited by Spirits, which 
they call Sylphs, Gnomes, Nymphs, and Salamanders. The Gnomes 
or Daemons of Earth delight in mischief; but the Sylphs, whose 
habitation is in the Air, are the best condition’d creatures imaginable. 
For they say, any mortals may enjoy the most intimate familiarities 
with these gentle Spirits, upon a condition very easy to all true 
Adepts, an inviolate preservation of Chastity. 

As to the following Canto’s, all the passages of them are as 
fabulous, as the Vision at the beginning, or the Transformation at 
the end; (except the loss of your Hair, which I always mention with 
reverence.) The Human persons are as fictitious as the Airy ones; 
and the character of Belinda, as it is now manag’d, resembles you in 
nothing but in Beauty. 

If this Poem had as many Graces as there are in your Person, or in 
your Mind, yet I could never hope it should pass thro’ the world half 
so Uncensur’d as You have done. But let its fortune be what it will, 
mine is happy enough, to have given me this occasion of assuring you 
that I am, with the truest esteem, 

Madam, 

Your most obedient^ Humble Servant^ 

A. POPE. 
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Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos; 

Sed juvat, hoc precibus me tribuisse tuis. Mart. 


CANTO I 

W HAT dire offence from am’rous causes springs, 
What mighty contests rise from trivial things, 

I sing—^This verse to C A R Y L, Muse! is due: 

This, ev’n Belinda may vouchsafe to view: 

Slight is the subject, but not so the praise, S 

If She inspire, and He approve my lays. 

Say what strange motive. Goddess I could compel 
A well-bred Lord t’assault a gentle Belle ? 

Oh say what stranger cause, yet unexplor’d, 

Could make a gentle Belle reject a Lord? xo 

In tasks so bold, can little men engage. 

And in soft bosoms dwells such mighty Rage ? 

Sol thro* white curtains shot a tim’rous ray, 

And ope’d those eyes that must eclipse the day: 

Now lap-dogs give themselves the rousing shake, x5 

And sleepless lovers, just at twelve, awake: 

Thrice rung the bell, the slipper knock’d the ground. 

And the press’d watch return’d a silver sound. 

Belinda still her downy pillow prest, 

Her guardian Sylph prolong’d the balmy rest: 20 

’Twas he had summon’d to her silent bed 
The morning-dream that hover’d o’er her head. 

A Youth more glitt’ring than a Birth-night Beau, 

(That ev’n in slumber caus’d her cheek to glow) 

Seem’d to her car his winning lips to lay, 25 

The first sketch of this Poem was nritten in less than a fortnight's time., in 27ZI, in two 
Canto's, and so printed in a Miscellany, without the name of the Author. The Machines 
were not inserted till a year after, when he publish'd it, and annex'd the foregoing Dedication. 
[See Appendix A.] 
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And thus in whispers said, or seem’d to say. 

Fairest of mortals, thou distinguish’d care 
Of thousand bright Inhabitants of Air! 

If e’er one Vision touch’d thy infant thought, 

Of all the Nurse and all the Priest have taught; 30 

Of airy Elves by moonlight shadows seen. 

The silver token, and the circled green. 

Or virgins visited by Angel-pow’rs, 

With golden crowns and wreaths of heav’nly flow’rs; 

Hear and believe! thy own importance know, 35 

Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 

Some secret truths, from Learned Pride conceal’d, 

To Maids alone and Children are reveal’d: 

What tho’ no credit doubting Wits may give.? 

The Fair and Innocent shall still believe. 40 

Know then, unnumber’d Spirits round thee fly. 

The light Militia of the lower sky; 

These, tho’ unseen, are ever on the wing. 

Hang o’er the Box, and hover round the Ring: 

Think what an equipage thou hast in Air, 45 

And view with scorn two Pages and a Chair. 

As now your own, our beings were of old. 

And once inclos’d in Woman’s beauteous mold; 

Thence, by a soft transition, wc repair 

From earthly Vehicles to these of air. 50 

Think not, when Woman’s transient breath is fled, 

That all her vanities at once are dead; 

Succeeding vanities she still regards. 

And tho’ she plays no more, o’crlooks the cards. 

Her joy in gilded Chariots, when alive, 55 

And love of Ombre, after death survive. 

For when the Fair in all their pride expire. 

To their first Elements their Souls retire: 

The Sprites of fiery Termagants in Flame 

Mount up, and take a Salamander’s name. 60 

Soft yielding minds to Water glide away. 

And sip, with Nymphs, their elemental Tea. 

54 ~ 5 S. gratia eurrUm 

/trmorumque futt vivis, qua eura niltntes 

Patcere equos, eadem tequitur (tUure repostos. Virg. /En. vi. 
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The graver Prude sinks downward to a Gnome, 

In search of mischief still on Earth to roam. 

The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 65 

And sport and flutter in the fields of Air. 

Know farther yet; whoever fair and chaste 
Rejects mankind, is by some Sylph embrac’d: 

For Spirits, freed from mortal laws, with ease 

Assume what sexes and what shapes they please. 70 

What guards the purity of melting Maids, 

In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades, 

Safe from the treach’rous friend, the daring spark. 

The glance by day, the whisper in the dark. 

When kind occasion prompts their warm desires, 75 

When music softens, and when dancing fires ? 

’Tis but their Sylph, the wise Celestials know, 

Tho’ Honour is the word with Men below. 

Some nymphs there are, too conscious of their face, 

For life predestin’d to the Gnomes embrace. 80 

These swell their prospects and exalt their pride. 

When offers are disdain’d, and love deny’d. 

Then gay Ideas crowd the vacant brain. 

While Peers and Dukes, and all their sweeping train, 

And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 85 

And in soft sounds. Your Grace salutes their ear. 

’Tis these that early taint the female soul. 

Instruct the eyes of young Coquettes to roll. 

Teach Infant-cheeks a bidden blush to know. 

And little hearts to flutter at a Beau. 90 

Oft, when the world imagine women stray. 

The Sylphs thro’ mystic mazes guide their way, 

Thro’ all the giddy circle they pursue. 

And old impertinence expel by new. 

What tender maid but must a victim fall 95 

To one man’s Treat, but for another’s Ball? 

When Florio speaks, what virgin could withstand. 

If gentle Damon did not squeeze her hand ? 

With varying vanities, from ev’ry part. 

They shift the moving Toyshop of their heart; 100 

Where wigs with wigs, with sword-knots sword-knots strive, 
Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 
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This erring mortals Levity may call, 

Oh blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all. 

Of these am I, who thy protection claim, 105 

A watchful sprite, and Ariel is my name. 

Late, as I rang’d the crystal wilds of air. 

In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 
I saw, alas! some dread event impend, 

Ere to the main this morning sun descend, no 

But heav’n reveals not what, or how, or where: 

Warn’d by the Sylph, oh pious maid, beware! 

This to disclose is all thy guardian can: 

Beware of all, but most beware of Man! 

He said; when Shock, who thought she slept too long, 115 
Leap’d up, and wak’d his mistress with his tongue. 

’Twas then Belinda, if report say true, 

Thy eyes first open’d on a Billet-doux; 

Wounds, Charms, and Ardors, were no sooner read. 

But all the Vision vanish’d from thy head. 120 

And now, unveil’d, the Toilet stands display’d. 

Each silver Vase in mystic order laid. 

First, rob’d in white, the Nymph intent adores. 

With head uncover’d, the Cosmetic pow’rs. 

A heav’nly Image in the glass appears, 125 

To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears; 

Th’ inferior Priestess, at her altar’s side. 

Trembling, begins the sacred rites of Pride. 

Unnumber’d treasures ope at once, and here 

The various ofTrings of the world appear; 130 

From each she nicely culls with curious toil. 

And decks the Goddess with the glitt’ring spoil. 

This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks. 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 

The Tortoise here and Elephant unite, 135 

Transform’d to Combs, the speckled, and the white. 

Here files of Pins extend their shining rows. 

Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billet-doux. 

Now awful Beauty puts on all its arms; 

The fair each moment rises in her charms, 140 

108. The Language of the Plaionists, the writers of the intelligible world of Spirits, 
etc. 
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Repairs her smiles, awakens ev’ry grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face; 

Sees by degrees a purer blush arise, 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 

The busy Sylphs surround their darling care, i4S 

These set the head, and those divide the hair, 

Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown; 

And Betty’s prais’d for labours not her own. 

145. Andent Tradidons of the Rabbits relate^ that several of the fallen Angels became 
amorous of Women, and particularize some; among the rest Asael, who lay with Naamah, 
the wife of Noah, or of Ham; and who condnuing impenitent, sdll presides over the 
Women’s Toilets. Bereshi Rabbi in Genes, vi. 2. 


CANTO II 

N ot with more glories, in th’ etherial plain. 

The Sun first rises o’er the purpled main, 

Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launch’d on the bosom of the silver Thames. 

Fair Nymphs, and well-drest Youths around her shone, 5 
But ev’ry eye was fix’d on her alone. 

On her whit^e breast a sparkling Cross she wore, 

Which Jews might kiss, and Infidels adore. 

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose. 

Quick as her eyes, and as unfix’d as those: 10 

Favours to none, to all she smiles extends; 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 

Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike. 

And, like the sun, they shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride 15 

Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide: 

If to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you’ll forget ’em all. 

This Nymph, to the destruction of mankind. 

Nourish’d two Locks, which graceful hung behind 20 

In equal curls, and well conspir’d to deck 
With shining ringlets her smooth iv’ry neck. 

Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains. 

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains. 
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With hairy sprindges we the birds betray. 

Slight lines of hair surprize the finny prey, 

Fair tresses man’s imperial race insnare, 

And beauty draws us with a single hair. 

Th’ advent’rous Baron the bright locks admir’d; 
He saw, he wish’d, and to the prize aspir’d. 
Resolv’d to win, he meditates the way. 

By force to ravish, or by fraud betray; 

For when success a Lover’s toil attends, 

Few ask, if fraud or force attain’d his ends. 

For this, ere Phcebus rose, he had implor’d 
Propitious heav’n, and ev’ry pow’r ador’d, 

But chiefly Love—to Love an Altar built. 

Of twelve vast French Romances, neatly gilt. 

There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves; 

And all the trophies of his former loves; 

With tender Billet-doux he lights the pyre. 

And breathes three am’rous sighs to raise the fire. 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize: 

The pow’rs gave ear, and granted half his pray’r, 
The rest, the winds dispers’d in empty air. 

But now secure the painted vessel glides, 

The sun-beams trembling on the floating tides; 
While melting music steals upon the sky. 

And soften’d sounds along the waters die; 

Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda smil’d, and all the world was gay. 

All but the Sylph—with careful thoughts opprest, 
Th* impending woe sat heavy on his breast. 

He summons strait his Denizens of air; 

The lucid squadrons round the sails repair: 

Soft o’er the shrouds aerial whispers breathe, 

That seem’d but Zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the sun their insect-wings unfold. 

Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of gold; 


Audiit €t VQti Photbus sucetd^re parUm 
Menu dtdit^ partem volturis dispersst in auras. 

Virg. yEn. xi. 
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Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight, 

Their fluid bodies half dissolv’d in light. 

Loose to the wind their airy garments flew, 

Thin glitt’ring textures of the filmy dew. 

Dipt in the richest tincture of the skies, 

Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes, 

AVhile ev’ry beam new transient colours flings, 
G)lours that change whene’er they wave their wings. 
Amid the circle, on the gilded mast, 

Superior by the head, was Ariel plac’d; 

His purple pinions op’ning to the sun. 

He rais’d his azure wand, and thus begun. 

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear, 
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Daemons hear! 

Ye know the spheres and various talks assign’d 
By laws eternal to th’ aerial kind. 

Some in the fields of purest iEther play. 

And bask and whiten in the blaze of day. 

Some guide the course of wand’ring orbs on high, 

Or roll the planets thro* the boundless sky. 

Some less refin’d, beneath the moon’s pale light 
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night, 

Or suck the mists in grosser air below, 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow. 

Or brew fierce tempests on the wintry main, 

Or o’er the glebe distil the kindly rain. 

Others on earth o’er human race preside, 

Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide: 

Of these the chief the care of Nations own, 

And guard with Arms divine the British Throne. 

Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 

Not a less pleasing, tho’ less glorious care; 

To save the powder from too rude a gale, 

Nor let th’ imprison’d essences exhale; 

To draw fresh colours from the vernal flow’rs; 

To steal from rainbows e’er they drop in show’rs 
A brighter wash; to curl their waving hairs, 

Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs; 

Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow. 

To change a Flounce, or add a Furbelow. 
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This day, black Omens threat the brightest Fair 
That e’er deserv’d a watchful spirit’s care; 

Some dire disaster, or by force, or slight; 

But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night. 

Whether the nymph shall break Diana’s law, 105 

Or some frail China jar receive a flaw; 

Or stain her honour, or her new brocade; 

Forget her pray’rs, or miss a masquerade; 

Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball; 

Or whether Heav’n has doom’d that Shock must fall. no 
Haste then, ye spirits! to your charge repair: 

The flutt’ring fan be Zephyretta’s care; 

The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign; 

And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine; 

Do thou, Crispissa, tend her fav’rite Lock; 115 

Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chosen Sylphs, of special note. 

We trust th’ important charge, the Petticoat: 

Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fail, 

Tho’ stiff with hoops, and arm’d with ribs of whale; 120 
Form a strong line about the silver bound. 

And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever spirit, careless of his charge. 

His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 

Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o’ertake his sins, 125 

Be stop’d in vials, or transfix’d with pins; 

Or plung’d in lakes of bitter washes lie. 

Or wedg’d whole ages in a bodkin’s eye: 

Gums and Pomatums shall his flight restrain. 

While clog’d he beats his silken wings in vain; 130 

Or Alum styptics with contracting pow’r 
Shrink his thin essence like a rivell’d flow’r: 

Or, as Ixion fix’d, the wretch shall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling Mill, 

In fumes of burning Chocolate shall glow, 135 

And tremble at the sea that froths below I 
He spoke; the spirits from the sails descend; 

Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend, 

Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair. 

Some hang upon the pendants of her ear; 


140 
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With beating hearts the dire event they wait. 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate. 
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C LOSE by those meads, for ever crown’d with flow’rs, 
Where Thames with pride surveys his rising tow’rs, 
There stands a structure of majestic frame, 

Which from the neighboring Hampton takes its name. 

Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom s 

Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 

Here thou, great Anna ! whom three realms obey. 

Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes Tea. 

Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort, 

To taste awhile the pleasures of a Court; lo 

In various talk th’ instructive hours they past, 

Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last: 

One speaks the glory of the British Queen, 

And one describes a charming Indian screen; 

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 15 

At ev’ry word a reputation dies. 

Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat, 

With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Mean while, declining from the noon of day, 

The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray; 20 

The hungry Judges soon the sentence sign. 

And wretches hang that jury-men may dine; 

The merchant from th’Exchange returns in peace. 

And the long labours of the Toilet cease. 

Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites. 

Bums to encounter two adventrous Knights, 

At Ombre singly to decide their doom; 

And swells her breast with conquests yet to come. 

Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join. 

Each band the number of the sacred nine. 

Soon as she spreads her hand, th’ aerial guard 
Descend, and sit on each important card: 

First Ariel perch’d upon a Matadore, 

Then each, according to the rank they bore; 


25 
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For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race. 

Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place. 

Behold, four Kings in majesty rever’d, 

With hoary whiskers and a forky beard; 

And four fair Queens whose hands sustain a flowV, 

Th’ expressive emblem of their softer pow’r; 4° 

Four Knaves in garbs succinct, a trusty band, 

Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand; 

And particolour’d troops, a shining train, 

Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain. 

The skilful Nymph reviews her force with care; 45 

Let Spades be trumps! she said, and trumps they were. 

Now move to war her sable Matadores, 

In show like leaders of the swarthy Moors. 

Spadillio first, unconquerable Lord! 

Led off two captive trumps, and swept the board. 5 ° 

As many more Manillio forc’d to yield, 

And march’d a victor from the verdant field. 

Him Basto follow’d, but his fate more hard 
Gain’d but one trump and one Plebeian card. 

With his broad sabre next, a chief in years, 55 

The hoary Majesty of Spades appears. 

Puts forth one manly leg, to sight reveal d. 

The rest, his many-colour’d robe conceal d. 

The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 

Proves the just victim of his royal rage. 6o 

Ev’n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o’erthrew 
And mow’d down armies in the fights of Lu, 

Sad chance of war! now destitute of aid. 

Falls undistinguish’d by the victor Spade! 

Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; 65 

Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 

His warlike Amazon her host invades, 

Th’ imperial consort of the crown of Spades. 

The Club’s black Tyrant first her victim dy’d, 

Spile of his haughty mien, and barb’rous pride: 70 

What boots the regal circle on his head. 

His giant limbs, in sute unwieldy spread; 

That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 

And, of all monarchs, only grasps the globe ? 
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The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace; 

Th’ embroider’d King who shows but half his face, 
And his refulgent Queen, with pow’rs combin’d, 

Of broken troops an easy conquest find. 

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild disorder seen. 

With throngs promiscuous strow the level green. 

Thus when dispers’d a routed army runs, 

Of Asia’s troops, and Afric’s sable sons, 

With like confiision different nations fly. 

Of various habit, and of various dye, 

The pierc’d battalions dis-united fall, 

In heaps on heaps; one fate o’erwhelms them all. 

The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 

And wins (oh shameful chance!) the Queen of Hearts. 
At this, the blood the virgin’s cheek forsook, 

A livid paleness spreads o’er all her look; 

She sees, and trembles at th’ approaching ill, 

Just in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 

And now, (as oft in some distemper’d State) 

On one nice Trick depends the gen’ra! fate. 

An Ace of Hearts steps forth: The King unseen 
Lurk’d in her hand, and mourn’d his captive Queen: 
He springs to vengeance with an eager pace, 

And falls like thunder on the prostrate Ace. 

The n)Tnph exulting fills with shouts the sky; 

The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 

Oh thoughtless mortals! ever blind to fate, 

Too soon dejected, and too soon elate. 

Sudden, these honours shall be snatch’d away. 

And curs’d for ever this victorious day. 

For lo! the board with cups and spoons is crown’d. 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round; 

On shining Altars of Japan they raise 
The silver lamp; the fiery spirits blaze: 

From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide, 

While China’s earth receives the smoaking tyde: 

At once they gratify their scent and taste, 

And frequent cups prolong the rich repaste. 

Strait hover round the Fair her airy band; 

Some, as she sipp’d, the fuming liquor fann’d. 
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CANTO III 99 

Some o’er her lap their careful plumes display d, ns 

Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade. 

Coffee, (which makes the politician wise. 

And see thro* all things with his half-shut eyes) 

Sent up in vapours to the Baron’s brain 

New stratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 120 

Ah cease, rash youth! desist ere ’tis too late, 

Fear the just Gods, and think of Scylla s Fate! 

Chang’d to a bird, and sent to flit in air. 

She dearly pays for Nisus’ injur’d hair! 

But when to mischief mortals bend their will, 125 

How soon they find fit instruments of ill ? 

Just then, Clarissa drew with tempting grace 
A two-edg’d weapon from her shining case: 

So Ladies in Romance assist their Knight, 

Present the spear, and arm him for the fight. 130 

He takes the gift with rev’rence, and extends 
The little engine on his finger’s ends; 

This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread, 

As o’er the fragrant steams she bends her head. 

Swift to the Lock a thousand Sprites repair, 135 

A thousand wings, by turns, blow back the hair, 

And thrice they nvitch’d the diamond in her ear; 

Thrice she look’d back, and thrice the foe drew near. 

Just in that instant, anxious Ariel sought 

The close recesses of the Virgin’s thought; 140 

As on the nosegay in her breast reclin d. 

He watch’d th’ Ideas rising in her mind, 

Sudden he view’d, in spite of all her art. 

An earthly Lover lurking at her heart. 

Amaz’d, confus’d, he found his pow’r expir’d, 145 

Resign’d to fate, and with a sigh retir’d. 

The Peer now spreads the glitt’ring Forfex wide, 

T* inclose the Lock; now joins it, to divide. 

Ev’n then, before the fatal engine clos’d, 

A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos’d; 150 

Fate urg’d the sheers, and cut the Sylph in twain, 

(But airy substance soon unites again) 

122. Vide Ovid Mctam. viil. 

152. Sec Milton, lib. vi. of Saun cut asunder by the Angel Michael. 
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The meeting points the sacred hair dissever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 

Then flash’d the living lightning from her eyes, jss 
And screams of horror rend th* affrighted skies. 

Not louder shrieks to pitying heav’n are cast. 

When husbands, or when lapdogs breathe their last, 

Or when rich China vessels, fall’n from high, 

In glitt’ring dust, and painted fragments lie! i6o 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 

(The Victor cry’d) the glorious Prize is mine! 

While fish in streams, or birds delight in air, 

Or in a coach and six the British Fair, 

As long as Atalantis shall be read, 165 

Or the small pillow grace a Lady’s bed. 

While visits shall be paid on solemn days. 

When num’rous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 

While nymphs take treats, or assignations give. 

So long my honour, name, and praise shall live I 170 

What Time would spare, from steel receives its date, 

And monuments, like men, submit to fate! 

Steel could the labour of the Gods destroy, 

And strike to dust th’ imperial tow’rs of Troy; 

Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 175 

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 

What wonder then, fair nymph I thy hairs should feel 
The conqu’ring force of unresisted steel ? 


CANTO IV 

B ut anxious cares the pensive nymph oppress’d. 

And secret passions labour’d in her breast. 

Not youthful kings in battle seiz’d alive. 

Not scornful virgins who their charms survive, 

Not ardent lovers robb’d of all their bliss, 5 

Not ancient ladies when refus’d a kiss. 

Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die. 

Not Cynthia when her manteau’s pinn’d awry, 


I. Virg. iEn. iv. At regina gravi^ etc. 
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E’er felt such rage, resentment, and despair, 

As thou, sad Virgin! for thy ravish’d Hair. 

For, that sad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew, 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbriel, a dusky, melancholy sprite, 

As ever sully’d the fair face of light, 

Down to the central earth, his proper scene, 

Repair’d to search the gloomy Cave of Spleen. 

Swift on his sooty pinions flits the Gnome, 

And in a vapour reach’d the dismal dome. 

No chearful breeze this sullen region knows, 

The dreaded East is all the wind that blows. 

Here in a grotto, shelter’d close from air, 

And screen’d in shades from day’s detested glare, 

She sighs for ever on her pensive bed. 

Pain at her side, and Megrim at her head. 

Two handmaids wait the throne; alike in place, 

But difTring far in figure and in face. 

Here stood Ill-nature like an ancient maid. 

Her wrinkled form in black and white array’d; 

With store of pray’rs, for mornings, nights, and noons. 
Her hand is fill’d; her bosom with lampoons. 

There Affectation, with a sickly mien, 

Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen. 

Practis’d to lisp, and hang the head aside, 

Faints into airs, and languishes with pride, 

On the rich quilt sinks with becoming woe. 

Wrapt in a gown, for sickness, and for show. 

The fair-ones feel such maladies as these. 

When each new night-dress gives a new disease. 

A constant Vapour o’er the palace flies; 

Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise; 

Dreadful, as hermit’s dreams in haunted shades. 

Or bright, as visions of expiring maids. 

Now glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling spires. 

Pale spectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires; 

Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes. 

And crystal domes, and Angels in machines. 

Unnumber’d throngs on cv’ry side are seen, 

Of bodies chang’d to various forms by Spleen. 
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Here living Teapots stand, one arm held out, 

One bent; the handle this, and that the spout; 5® 

A Pipkin there like Homer’s Tripod walks; 

Here sighs a Jar, and there a Goose-pye talks; 

Men prove with child, as pow’rful fancy works. 

And maids turn’d bottles, call aloud for corks. 

Safe past the Gnome thro’ this fantastic band, 55 

A branch of healing Spleenwort in his hand. 

Then thus address’d the pow’r—Hail wa 3 rward Queen! 

Who rule the sex to fifty from fifteen: 

Parent of vapours and of female wit. 

Who give th’ hysteric, or poetic fit, 6o 

On various tempers act by various ways. 

Make some take physic, others scribble plays; 

Who cause the proud their visits to delay. 

And send the godly in a pet to pray. 

A nymph there is, that all thy pow’r disdains, 65 

And thousands more in equal mirth maintains. 

But oh! if e’er thy Gnome could spoil a grace, 

Or raise a pimple on a beauteous face, 

Like Citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame, 

Or change complexions at a losing game; 70 

If e’er with airy horns I planted heads. 

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds. 

Or caus’d suspicion when no soul was rude, 

Or discompos’d the head-dress of a Prude, 

Or e’er to costive lap-dog gave disease, 75 

Which not the tears of brightest eyes could ease: 

Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin; 

That single act gives half the world the spleen. 

The Goddess with a discontented air 
Seems to reject him, tho’ she grants ^is pray’r. 80 

A wond’rous Bag with both her hands she binds. 

Like that where once Ulysses held the winds; 

There she collects the force of female lungs, 

Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of tongues. 


51. See Horn. Iliad xviii. of Vulcan’s walking Tripods. 

52. and there a Goose-pye talks} Alludes to a real fact, a Lady of distinctioii imagin’d 
herself in this condition. 
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A Vial next she fills with fainting fears, 

Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 

The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away. 

Spreads his black wings, and slowly mounts to day. 

Sunk in Thalestris’ arms the nymph he found. 
Her eyes dejected and her hair unbound. 

Full o’er their heads the swelling bag he rent, 

And all the Furies issued at the vent. 

Belinda burns with more than mortal ire. 

And fierce Thalestris fans the rising fire. 

O wretched maid! she spread her hands, and cry d, 
(While Hampton’s echoes, wretched maid! reply’d) 
Was it for this you took such constant care 
The bodkin, comb, and essence to prepare ? 

For this your locks in paper durance bound, 

For this with tort’ring irons wreath’d around.^ 

For this with fillets strain’d your tender head. 

And bravely bore the double loads of lead ? 

Gods! shall the ravisher display your hair, 

While the Fops envy, and the Ladies stare! 

Honour forbid! at whose unrival d shrine 
Ease, pleasure, virtue, all, our sex resign. 

Methinks already I your tears survey. 

Already hear the horrid things they say, 

Already see you a degraded toast, 

And all your honour in a whisper lost! 

How shall I, then, your helpless fame defend? 
’Twill then be infamy to seem your friend! 

And shall this prize, th’ inestimable prize, 

Expos’d thro’ crystal to the gazing eyes, 

And heighten’d by the diamond’s circling rays. 

On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ? 

Sooner shall grass in Hydc-park Circus grow, 

And wits take lodgings in the sound of Bow; 
Sooner let earth, air, sea, to Chaos fall, 

Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perish all I 
She said; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 

And bids her Beau demand the precious hairs: 

(Sir Plume of amber snuff-box justly vain. 

And the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 



104 


THE RAPE OF THE LOCK 


With earnest eyes, and round unthinking face, 125 

He first the snuff-box open’d, then the case. 

And thus broke out—‘My Lord, why, what the devil ? 

Z—ds 1 damn the lock 1 ’fore Gad, you must be civil! 

Plague on’t I ’tis past a jest—nay prithee, pox 1 
Give her the hair’—he spoke, and rapp’d his box. 130 

It grieves me much (reply’d the Peer again) 

Who speaks so well should ever speak in vain. 

But by this Lock, this sacred Lock I swear, 

(Which never more shall join its parted hair; 

Which never more its honours shall renew, 135 

Clip’d from the lovely head where late it grew) 

That while my nostrils draw the vital air. 

This hand, which won it, shall for ever wear. 

He spoke, and speaking, in proud triumph spread 
The long-contended honours of her head. 140 

But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not so; 

He breaks the Vial whence the sorrows flow. 

Then see! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, 

Her eyes half-languishing, half-drown’d in tears; 

On her heav’d bosom hung her drooping head, 145 

Which, with a sigh, she rais’d, and thus she said. 

For ever curs’d be this detested day. 

Which snatched my best, my fav’rite curl away I 
Happy! ah ten times happy had I been, 

If Hampton-Q>urt these eyes had never seen! 150 

Yet am not I the first mistaken maid, 

By love of Courts to num’rous ills betray’d. 

Oh had I rather un-admir’d remain’d 
In some lone isle, or distant Northern land; 

Where the gilt Chariot never marks the way, 155 

Where none leam Ombre, none e’er taste Bohea! 

There kept my charms conceal’d from mortal eye. 

Like roses that in deserts bloom and die. 

What mov’d my mind with youthful Lords to roam? 

O had I stay’d, and said my pray’rs at home! 160 

133. In allusion to Achilles’s oath in Homer, II. i. 

141-142. These two lines arc additional; and assign the cause of the different opera¬ 
tion on the Passions of the two Ladies. TTie poem went on before n'ithout that distinction, 
as without any Machinery to the end of the Canto. 
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’Twas this, the morning omens seem’d to tell; 

Thrice from my trembling hand the Patch-box fell; 

The tott’ring China shook without a wind, 

Nay Poll sat mute, and Shock was most unkind! 

A Sylph too warn’d me of the threats of fate, 165 

In mystic visions, now believ’d too late! 

See the poor remnants of these slighted hairs! 

My hands shall rend what ev’n thy rapine spares: 

These in two sable ringlets taught to break 

Once gave new beauties to the snoNsy neck; 170 

The sister-lock now sits uncouth, alone, 

And in its fellow’s fate foresees its own; 

Uncurl’d it hangs, the fatal sheers demands, 

And tempts once more thy sacrilegious hands. 

Oh hadst thou, cruel! been content to seize 17s 

Hairs less in sight, or any hairs but these I 


CANTO V 

S HE said: the pitying audience melt in tears. 

But Fate and Jove had stopp’d the Baron’s ears. 

In vain Thalestris with reproach assails, 

For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 

Not half so fix’d the Trojan could remain, 5 

While Anna begg’d and Dido rag’d in vain. 

Then grave Clarissa graceful wav’d her fan; 

Silence ensu’d, and thus the nymph began. 

Say why are Beauties prais’d and honour’d most. 

The wise man’s passion, and the vain man s toast? 10 

Why deck’d with all that land and sea afford, 

Why Angels call’d, and Angel-like ador d ? 

Why round our coaches crowd the whitc-glov’d Beaus, 

Why bows the side-box from its inmost rows? 

How vain are all these glories, all our pains, 15 

Unless good sense preserve what beauty gains: 

7. Clarissa] A new Character introduced in the subsequent Editions, to open more 
clearly the Moral of the Poem, in a parody of the speech of Sarpedon to Gbucus in 
Homer. 
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That men may say, when we the front-box grace, 

Behold the first in virtue as in face! 

Oh! if to dance all night, and dress all day. 

Charm’d the small-pox, or chas’d old-age away; ao 

Who would not scorn what huswife’s cares produce, 

Or who would learn one earthly thing of use ? 

To patch, nay ogle, might become a Saint, 

Nor could it sure be such a sin to paint. 

But since, alas! frail beauty must decay, 25 

Curl’d or uncurl’d, since Locks will turn to grey; 

Since painted, or not painted, all shall fade. 

And she who scorns a man, must die a maid; 

What then remains but well our pow’r to use. 

And keep good-humour still whate’er we lose ? 30 

And trust me, dear! good-humour can prevail. 

When airs, and flights, and screams, and scolding fail. 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 

Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the soul 

So spoke the Dame, but no applause ensu’d; 35 

Belinda frown’d, Thalestris call’d her Prude. 

To arms, to arms! the fierce Virago cries, 

And swift as lightning to the combat flies. 

All side in parties and begin th’ attack; 

Fans clap, silks rustle and tough whalebones crack; 4^ 
Heroes and Heroines shouts confus’dly rise, 

And base, and treble voices strike the skies. 

No common weapons in their hands are found. 

Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal woimd. 

So when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 45 

And heav’nly breasts with human passions rage; 

’Gainst Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes arms; 

And all Olympus rings with loud alarms: 

Jove’s thunder roars, heav’n trembles all around, 

Blue Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps resound: 50 


35. It is a verse frequently repeated in Homer after any speech, 

So spoke—anJ all the Heroes applauded. 

37. From hence the first Edition goes on to the Conclusion, except a very few short 
insertions added, to keep the Machinery in view to the end of the poem. 

4$. Homer IL xx. 
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Earth shakes her nodding towVs, the ground gives way, 

And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day! 

Triumphant Umbriel on a sconce’s height 
ClapM his glad wings, and sate to view the fight: 

Prop’d on their bodkin spears, the Sprites survey 55 

The growing combat, or assist the fray. 

While thro’ the press enrag’d Thalestris flies, 

And scatters deaths around from both her eyes, 

A Beau and Witling perish’d in the throng, 

One dy’d in metaphor, and one in song. 60 

‘O cruel nymph! a living death I bear,’ 

Cry’d Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chair. 

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards cast, 

‘Those eyes are made so killing’—was his last. 

Thus on Maeandcr’s flow’ry margin lies 65 

Th’ expiring Swan, and as he sings he dies. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down, 

Chloe stepp’d in, and kill’d him with a frown; 

She smil’d to see the doughty hero slain. 

But, at her smile, the Beau reviv’d again. 70 

Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air. 

Weighs the Men’s wits against the Lady’s hair; 

The doubtful beam long nods from side to side; 

At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside. 

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 75 

With more than usual lightning in her eyes: 

Nor fear’d the Chief th’ unequal fight to try. 

Who sought no more than on his foe to die. 

But this bold Lord with manly strength endu’d, 

She with one finger and a thumb subdu’d: 80 

Just where the breath of life his nostrils drew, 

A charge of Snuff'the wily virgin threw; 


53 f. TTjese four lines added, for the reason before mentioned. 

53. Minerva in like manner, during the Battle of Ulysses with the Suitors in Odyss. 
perches on a beam of the roof to behold it. 

64. Those eyes are made so killing^ The words of a Song in the Opera of Camilla. 

65. .SfV uhi fata vacant, udis abjectus in herbis, 

jdd vada Meeandri concinit albus olor. Ov. Ep. 

71. Vid. Homer II. viii. and Virg. ALn. xiL 
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The Gnomes direct, to ev’ry atome Just, 

The pungent grains of titillating dust. 

Sudden, with starting tears each eye o’erflows, 

And the high dome re->echoes to his nose. 

Now meet thy fate, incens’d Belinda cry’d. 

And drew a deadly bodkin from her side. 

(The same, his ancient personage to deck. 

Her great great grandsire wore about his neck 
In three seal-rings; which after, melted down. 
Form’d a vast buckle for his widow’s gown: 

Her infant grandame’s whistle next it grew, 

The bells she jingled, and the whistle blew; 

Then in a bodkin grac’d her mother’s hairs. 

Which long she wore, and now Belinda wears.) 

Boast not my fall (he cry’d) insulting foe! 

Thou by some other shalt be laid as low. 

Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind: 

All that I dread is leaving you behind! 

Rather than so, ah let me still survive. 

And bum in Cupid’s flames,—but bum alive. 

Restore the Lock! she cries; and all around 
Restore the Lock! the vaulted roofs rebound. 

Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain 

Roar’d for the handkerchief that caus’d his pain. 

But see how oft-ambitious aims are cross’d. 

And chiefs contend ’till all the prize is lost! 

The Lock, obtain’d with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev’ry place is sought, but sought in vain: 

With such a prize no mortal must be blest. 

So heav’n decrees! with heav’n who can contest? 

Some thought it mounted to the Lunar sphere, 
Since all things lost on earth are treasur’d there. 
There Hero’s wits are kept in pond’rous vases. 

And Beau’s in snuff-boxes and tw eezer-cases. 

There broken vows, and death-bed alms are found. 
And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound, 

83-84. These two Uoes added for the above reason. 

89. In imitation of the progress of Agamemnon’s sceptre in Homer, II. ii. 
X14. Vid. Ariosto, Canto xzziv. 
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The courtier’s promises, and sick man’s pray’rs, 

The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 

Cages for gnats, and chains to yoak a flea, 

Dry’d butterflies, and tomes of casuistry. 

But trust the Muse—she saw it upward rise, 

Tho’ mark’d by none but quick, poetic eyes; 

(So Rome’s great founder to the heav’ns withdrew, 

To Proculus alone confess’d in view) 

A sudden Star, it shot thro’ liquid air, 

And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 

Not Berenice’s Locks first rose so bright. 

The heav’ns bespangling with dishevel’d light. 

The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies. 

And pleas’d pursue its progress thro’ the skies. 

This the Beau-monde shall from the Mall survey. 
And hail with music its propitious ray. 

This the blest Lover shall for Venus take, 

And send up vows from Rosamonda’s lake. 

This Partridge soon shall view in cloudless skies. 

When next he looks thro’ Galilaeo’s eyes; 

And hence th’ egregious wizard shall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 

Then cease, bright Nymph! to mourn thy ravish’d hair, 
Which adds new glory to the shining sphere! 

Not all the tresses that fair head can boast. 

Shall draw such envy as the Lock you lost. 

For, after all the murders of your eye. 

When, after millions slain, yourself shall die; 

When those fair suns shall set, as set they must, 

And all those tresses shall be laid in dust; 

This Lock, the Muse shall consecrate to fame. 

And ’midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s name. 
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131 f. These two lines added for the same reason to keep in view the Machinery of the 
Poem. 

137. John Partridge was a ridiculous Star-gazer, who in his Almanacks every year 
never fail’d to predict the downfall of tlie Pope, and the King of France, then at war with 
the English. 



ELOISA 

TO 

ABELARD 

ARGUMENT 

A belard and Eloisa flourished in the twelfth Century; they 
. were two of the most distinguished persons of their age in 
learning and beauty, but for nothing more famous than for their un¬ 
fortunate passion. After a long course of calamities, they retired each 
to a several Convent, and consecrated the remainder of their days to 
religion. It was many years after this separation, that a letter of 
Abelard’s to a Friend, which contained the history of his misfortune, 
fell into the hands of Eloisa. This awakening all her tenderness, 
occasioned those celebrated letters (out of which the following is 
partly extracted) which give so lively a picture of the struggles of 
grace and nature, virtue and passion. 

I N these deep solitudes and awful cells. 

Where heav’nly-pensive contemplation dwells, 

And ever-musing melancholy reigns; 

What means this tumult in a Vestal’s veins ? 

Why rove my thoughts beyond this last retreat } 5 

Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 

Yet, yet I love!—From Abelard it came. 

And Eloisa yet must kiss the name. 

Dear fatal name! rest ever unreveal’d. 

Nor pass these lips in holy silence seal’d: lo 

Hide it, my heart, within that close disguise. 

Where, mix’d with God’s, his lov’d Idea lies: 

O write it not, my hand—the name appears 
Already written—wash it out, my tears! 

In vain lost Eloisa weeps and prays, is 

Her heart still dictates, and her hand obeys. 

Relentless walls! whose darksome round contains 
Repentant sighs, and voluntary pains: 
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Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn; 

Ye grots and caverns shagg’d with horrid thorn! 
Shrines! where their vigils pale-ey’d virgins keep, 
And pitying saints, whose statues learn to weep! 
Tho’ cold like you, unmov’d and silent grown, 

I have not yet forgot myself to stone. 

All is not Heav’ns while Abelard has part, 

Still rebel nature holds out half my heart; 

Nor pray’rs nor fasts its stubborn pulse restrain, 

Nor tears, for ages, taught to flow in vain. 

Soon as thy letters trembling I unclose, 

That well-known name awakens all my woes. 

Oh name for ever sad! for ever dear! 

Still breath’d in sighs, still usher’d with a tear. 

I tremble too where’er my own I find. 

Some dire misfortune follows close behind. 

Line after line my gushing eyes o’erflow, 

Led thro’ a sad variety of woe: 

Now warm in love, now with’ring in my bloom, 

Lost in a convent’s solitary gloom! 

There stern Religion quench’d th’unwilling flame, 
There dy’d the best of passions. Love and Fame. 

Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo sighs to thine. 

Nor foes nor fortune take this pow’r away; 

And is my Abelard less kind than they.^ 

Tears still are mine, and those I need not spare. 

Love but demands what else were shed in pray’r; 

No happier task these faded eyes pursue; 

To read and weep is all they now can do. 

Then share thy pain, allow that sad relief; 

Ah, more than share it! give me all thy grief. 

Heav’n first taught letters for some wretch’s aid. 

Some banish’d lover, or some captive maid; 

They live, they speak, they breathe what love inspires, 
Warm from the soul, and faithful to its fires. 

The virgin’s wish without her fears impart, 

Excuse the blush, and pour out all the heart. 

Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul. 

And waft a sigh from Indus to the Pole. 
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Thou know’st how guiltless first I met thy flame, 
When Love approach’d me under Friendship’s name; 
My fancy form’d thee of Angelic kind, 

Some emanation of th’all-beauteous Mind. 

Those smiling eyes, attemp’ring ev’ry ray. 

Shone sweetly lambent with celestial day: 

Guiltless I gaz’d; heav’n listen’d while you sung; 

And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like those what precept fail’d to move ? 

Too soon they taught me ’twas no sin to love: 

Back thro’ the paths of pleasing sense I ran, 

Nor wish’d an Angel whom I lov’d a Man. 

Dim and remote the joys of saints I see, 

Nor envy them that heav’n I lose for thee. 

How oft, when press’d to marriage, have I said, 
Curse on all laws but those which love has made ? 
Love, free as air, at sight of human ties, 

Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 

Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 

August her deed, and sacred be her fame; 

Before true passion all those views remove. 

Fame, wealth, and honour! what are you to Love.^ 
The jealous God, when we profane his fires. 

Those restless passions in revenge inspires. 

And bids them make mistaken mortals groan. 

Who seek in love for aught but love alone. 

Should at my feet the world’s great master fall, 
Himself, his throne, his world, I’d scorn ’em all: 

Not CsEsar’s empress would I deign to prove; 

No, make me mistress to the man I love; 

If there be yet another name more free. 

More fond than mistress, make me that to thee! 

Oh happy state! when souls each other draw. 

When love is liberty, and nature, law: 


He was her Preceptor in Philosophy and Divinity. 

Love will not be confin'd by Maisterie: 

When Maisterie cornet^ the Lord of Love anon 
Flutters his wings, and forthwith is he gone. 

Chaucer. 
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All then is full, possessing, and possess’d, 

No craving void left aking in the breast: 

Ev’n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part, 
And each warm wish springs mutual from the heart. 
This sure is bliss (if bliss on earth there be) 

And once the lot of Abelard and me. 

Alas how chang’d! what sudden horrors rise! 

A naked Lover bound and bleeding lies! 

Where, where was Eloise ? her voice, her hand. 

Her ponyard, had oppos’d the dire command. 
Barbarian, stay! that bloody stroke restrain; 

The crime was common, common be the pain. 

I can no more; by shame, by rage suppress d. 

Let tears, and burning blushes speak the rest. 

Canst thou forget that sad, that solemn day. 

When victims at yon altar’s foot we lay ? 

Canst thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell? 

As with cold lips I kiss’d the sacred veil. 

The shrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale: 
Heav’n scarce believ’d the conquest it survey d, 

And Saints with wonder heard the vows 1 made. 

Yet then, to those dread altars as I drew. 

Not on the Cross my eyes were hx’d, but you: 

Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call. 

And if I lose thy love, I lose my all. 

Come! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe; 
Those still at least are left thee to bestow. 

Still on that breast enamour’d let me he. 

Still drink delicious poison from thy eye. 

Pant on thy Up, and to thy heart be press d; 

Give all thou canst—and let me dream the rest. 

Ah no! instruct me other joys to prize. 

With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 

Full in my view set all the bright ab(^e. 

And make my soul quit Abelard for God. 

Ah think at least thy flock deserve thy care. 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray r. 
From the false world in early youth they fled, 

By thee to mountains, wilds, and deserts led. 

f. 
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You rais’d these hallow’d walls; the desert smil’d, 

And Paradise was open’d in the Wild. 

No weeping orphan saw his father’s stores i 3 S 

Our shrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors; 

No silver saints, by dying misers giv’n. 

Here brib’d the rage of ill-requited heav’n: 

But such plain roofs as piety could raise. 

And only vocal with the Maker’s praise. 140 

In these lone walls (their days eternal bound) 

These moss-grown domes with spiry turrets crown’d, 
Where awful arches make a noon-day night. 

And the dim windows shed a solemn light; 

Thy eyes diffus’d a reconciling ray, i 45 

And gleams of glory brighten’d all the day. 

But now no face divine contentment wears, 

’Tis all blank sadness, or continual tears. 

See how the force of others pray’rs I try, 

(O pious fraud of am’rous charity!) 150 

But why should I on others pray’rs depend ? 

Come thou, my father, brother, husband, friend! 

Ah let thy handmaid, sister, daughter move. 

And all those tender names in one, thy love! 

The darksome pines that o’er yon rocks reclin’d 15s 

Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind. 

The wand’ring streams that shine between the hills, 

The grots that echo to the tinkling rills. 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 160 

No more these scenes my meditation aid, 

Or lull to rest the visionary maid. 

But o’er the twilight groves and dusky caves. 
Long-sounding isles, and intermingled graves. 

Black Melancholy sits, and round her throws 165 

A death-like silence, and a dread repose: 

Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene, 

Shades ev’ry flow’r, and darkens ev’ry green, 

Deepens the murmur of the falling floods. 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 170 


133. He founded the Monastery. 
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Yet here for ever, ever must I stay; 

Sad proof how well a lover can obey! 

Death, only death, can break the lasting chain 
And here, ev^n then, shall my cold dust remain, 

Here all its frailties, all its flames resign, 175 

And wait, till ’tis no sin to mix with thine. 

Ah wretch! believ’d the spouse of God in vain. 

Confess’d within the slave of love and man. 

Assist me, heav’n! but whence arose that pray’r? 

Sprung it from piety, or from despair? 180 

Ev’n here, where frozen chastity retires, 

Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 

I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 

I mourn the lover, not lament the fault; 

I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 185 

Repent old pleasures, and sollicit new; 

Now turn’d to heav’n, I weep my past offence, 

Now think of thee, and curse my innocence. 

Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 

’Tis sure the hardest science to forget! 190 

How shall I lose the sin, yet keep the sense, 

And love th’ofi'ender, yet detest th’offence ? 

How the dear object from the crime remove. 

Or how distinguish penitence from love? 

Unequal task! a passion to resign, 195 

For hearts so touch’d, so pierc’d, so lost as mine. 

Ere such a soul regains its peaceful state, 

How often must it love, how often hate! 

How often hope, despair, resent, regret, 

Conceal, disdain,—do all things but forget. 200 

But let heav’n seize it, all at once ’tis fir’d; 

Not touch’d, but rap’t; not waken’d, but inspir’d! 

Oh come! oh teach me nature to subdue. 

Renounce my love, my life, my self—and you. 

Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 205 

Alone can rival, can succeed to thee. 

How happy is the blameless Vestal’s lot? 

The world forgetting, by the world forgot: 

Eternal sun-shine of the spotless mind! 

Each pray’r accepted, and each wish resign’d; 
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Labour and rest, that equal periods keep; 

^Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep;’ 
Desires compos’d, affections ever ev’n; 

Tears that delight, and sighs that waft to heav’n. 
Grace shines around her with serenest beams. 

And whisp’ring Angels prompt her golden dreams. 
For her th’unfading rose of Eden blooms. 

And wings of Seraphs shed divine perfumes. 

For her the Spouse prepares the bridal ring. 

For her white virgins Hymenaeals sing; 

To sounds of heav’nly harps she dies away. 

And melts in visions of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring soul employ. 

Far other raptures, of unholy joy: 

When at the close of each sad, sorrowing day. 

Fancy restores what vengeance snatch’d away, 

Then conscience sleeps, and leaving nature free. 

All my loose soul unbounded springs to thee. 

O curst, dear horrors of all-conscious night! 

How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight! 

Provoking Daemons all restraint remove, 

And stir within me ev’ry source of love. 

I hear thee, view thee, gaze o’er all thy charms, 

And round thy phantom glue my clasping arms. 

I wake:—no more I hear, no more I view, 

The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

I call aloud; it hears not what I say: 

I stretch my empty arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I close my willing eyes; 

Ye soft illusions, dear deceits, arise! 

Alas, no more! methinks we wand’ring go 
Thro* dreary wastes, and weep each other’s woe. 
Where round some mould’ring tow’r pale ivy creeps. 
And low-brow’d rocks hang nodding o’er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount! you beckon from the skies; 
Clouds interpose, waves roar, and winds arise. 

I shriek, start up, the same sad prospect find. 

And wake to all the griefs I left behind. 


212. Taken from Crashaw. 
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For thee the fates, severely kind, ordain 
A cool suspense from pleasure and from pain; 250 

Thy life a long, dead calm of fix’d repose; 

No pulse that riots, and no blood that glows. 

Still as the sea, ere winds were taught to blow, 

Or moving spirit bade the waters flow; 

Soft as the slumbers of a saint forgiv’n, 25s 

And mild as op’ning gleams of promis’d heav’n. 

Come, Abelard! for what hast thou to dread ? 

The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 

Nature stands check’d; Religion disapproves; 

Ev’n thou art cold—yet Eloisa loves. 260 

Ah hopeless, lasting flames! like those that burn 
To light the dead, and warm th’unfruitful urn. 

What scenes appear where’er 1 turn my view } 

The dear Ideas, where I fly, pursue, 

Rise in the grove, before the altar rise, 265 

Stain all my soul, and wanton in my eyes. 

1 waste the Matin lamp in sighs for thee. 

Thy image steals between my God and me. 

Thy voice I seem in ev’ry hymn to hear. 

With ev’ry bead I drop too soft a tear. 270 

When from the Censer clouds of fragrance roll. 

And swelling organs lift the rising soul. 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight. 

Priests, tapers, temples, swim before my sight: 

In seas of flame my plunging sou! is drown’d, 275 

While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 

While prostrate here in humble grief 1 lie, 

Kind, virtuous drops just gath’ring in my eye. 

While praying, trembling, in the dust I roll, 

And dawning grace is op’ning on my soul: 280 

Come, if thou dar’st, all charming as thou art! 

Oppose thyself to heav’n; dispute my heart; 

Come, with one glance of those deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright Idea of the skies; 

Take back that grace, those sorrows, and those tears, 285 
Take back my fruitless penitence and pray’rs, 

Snatch me, just mounting, from the blest abode. 

Assist the fiends, and tear me from my God! 
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No, fly me, fly me, far as Pole from Pole; 

Rise Alps between us! and whole oceans roll! 

Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor share one pang of all I felt for thee. 

Thy oaths I quit, thy memory resign; 

Forget, renounce me, hate whatever was mine. 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I view!) 
Long lovM, ador’d ideas, all adieu! 

O Grace serene! oh virtue heav’nly fair 1 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care! 

Fresh blooming Hope, gay daughter of the sky! 
And Faith, our early immortality! 

Enter, each mild, each amicable guest; 

Receive, and wrap me in eternal rest! 

See in her cell sad Elotsa spread, 

Propt on some tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 

In each low wind methinks a Spirit calls. 

And more than Echoes talk along the walls. 

Here, as I watch’d the dying lamps around, 

From yonder shrine I heard a hollow sound. 
‘Come, sister, come! (it said, or seem’d to say) 
Thy place is here, sad sister, come away! 

Once like thyself, I trembled, wept, and pray’d, 
Love’s victim then, tho* now a sainted maid: 

But all is calm in this eternal sleep; 

Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, 
Ev’n superstition loses ev’ry fear: 

For God, not man, absolves our frailties here.’ 

I come, I come! prepare your roseate bow’rs, 
Celestial palms, and ever-blooming flow’rs. 
Thither, where sinners may have rest, I go. 
Where flames refin’d in breasts seraphic glow. 
Thou, Abelard! the last sad office pay, 

And smooth my passage to the realms of day; 

See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll. 

Suck my last breath, and catch my flying soul! 

Ah no—in sacred vestments may’st thou stand. 
The hallow’d taper trembling in thy hand, 
Present the Cross before my lifted eye. 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 
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Ah then, thy once-lovM Eloisa see! 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 330 

See from my cheek the transient roses fly! 

See the last sparkle languish in my eye! 

Till ev*ry motion, pulse, and breath be o’er; 

And ev’n my Abelard belov’d no more. 

O Death all-eloquent! you only prove 335 

What dust we doat on, when ’tis man we love. 

Then too, when fate shall thy fair frame destroy, 

(That cause of all my guilt, and all my joy) 

In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown’d. 

Bright clouds descend, and Angels watch thee round, 340 
From op’ning skies may streaming glories shine, 

And Saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 

May one kind grave unite each hapless name, 

And graft my love immortal on thy fame! 

Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o’er, 345 

When this rebellious heart shall beat no more; 

If ever chance two wand’ring lovers brings 
To Paraclete’s white walls and silver springs, 

O’er the pale marble shall they join their heads. 

And drink the falling tears each other sheds; 350 

Then sadly say, with mutual pity mov’d, 

*Oh may we never love as these have lov’d!’ 

From the full choir when loud Hosannas rise. 

And swell the pomp of dreadful sacrifice, 

Amid that scene, if some relenting eye 355 

Glance on the stone where our cold relicks lie, 

Devotion’s self shall steal a thought from heav’n, 

One human tear shall drop, and be forgiv’n. 

And sure if fate some future bard shall join 

In sad similitude of griefs to mine, 3^ 

Condemn’d whole years in absence to deplore. 

And image charms he must behold no more; 

Such if there be, who loves so long, so well; 

Let him our sad, our tender story tell; 

The well-sung woes will sooth my pensive ghost; 365 

He best can paint ’em, who shall feel ’em most. 

343. Abelard and Eloisa were interred in the same grave,or in monuments adjoining, 
in the Monastery of the Paraclete: he died in the year 1142, she in 1163. 



ELEGY 

To the Memory of an 
UNFORTUNATE LADY* 


W HAT beck’ning ghost, along the moonlight 
shade 


Invites my step, and points to yonder glade ? 
*Tis she!—but why that bleeding bosom gor’d, 
Why dimly gleams the visionary sword ? 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 

Is it, in heav’n, a crime to love too well ? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 

To act a Lover’s or a Roman’s part? 

Is there no bright reversion in ^e sky, 

For those who greatly think, or bravely die ? 

Why bade ye else, ye Pow’rs! her soul aspire 
Above the vulgar flight of low desire ? 

Ambition first sprung from your blest abodes; 
The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods: 
Thence to their images on earth it flows. 

And in the breasts of Kings and Heroes glows. 
Most souls, ’tis true, but peep out once an age. 
Dull sullen pris’ners in the body’s cage: 

Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years 
Useless, unseen, as lamps in sepulchres; 

Like Eastern Kings a lazy state they keep, 

And close confin’d in their own palace sleep. 

From these perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 
Fate snatch’d her early to the pitying sky. 

As into air the purer spirits flow, 

And sep’rate from their kindred dregs below; 
So flew the soul to its congenial place. 

Nor left one virtue to redeem her Race. 
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• See the Duke of Buckingham’s verses to a Lady designing to retire into a Monastery 
compared with Mr. Pope’s Letters to several Ladies, p. 206. She seems to be the same 
person whose unfortunate death is the subject of this poem. 
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But thou, false guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou, mean deserter of thy brother’s blood! 

See on these ruby lips the trembling breath. 

These cheeks, now fading at the blast of death; 
Cold is that breast which warm’d the world before. 
And those love-darting eyes must roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball. 

Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall: 
On all the line a sudden vengeance waits, 

And frequent herses shall besiege your gates. 

These passengers shall stand, and pointing say, 
(While the long fun’rals blacken all the way) 

Lo these were they, whose souls the Furies steel’d, 
And curs’d with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
Thus unlamented pass the proud away, 

The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day! 

So perish all, whose breast ne’er learn’d to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 

What can atone (oh ever-injur’d shade!) 

Thy fate unpity’d, and thy rites unpaid.^ 

No friend’s complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleas’d thy pale ghost, or grac’d thy mournful bier; 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos’d. 

By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos’d. 

By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn’d, 

By strangers honour’d, and by strangers mourn’d! 
What tho’ no friends in sable weeds appear, 

Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year. 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public show.? 

What tho’ no weeping Loves thy ashes grace. 

Nor polish’d marble emulate thy face.? 

What tho’ no sacred earth allow thee room. 

Nor hallow’d dirge be mutter’d o’er thy tomb? 

Yet shall thy grave with rising flow’rs be drest, 

And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast: 

There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow, 
There the first roses of the year shall blow; 

While Angels with their silver wings o’ershade 
The ground, now sacred by thy reliques made. 



122 


ELEGY 


So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name, 

What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 7® 

How lov’d, how honour’d once, avails thee not. 

To whom related, or by whom begot; 

A heap of dust alone remains of thee; 

’Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be! 

Poets themselves must fall, like those they sung; 75 
Deaf the prais’d ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 

Ev’n he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays. 

Shall shortly want the gen’rous tear he pays; 

Then from his closing eyes thy form shall part. 

And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart. 

Life’s idle business at one gasp be o’er. 

The Muse forgot, and thou belov’d no more! 
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TRANSLATIONS 

AND 

IMITATIONS 

Advertisement 


T he following Translations were selected from many others 
done by the Author in his Youth; for the most part indeed but a 
sort of Exercises^ while he was improving himself in the Languages, 
and carried by his early Bent to Poetry to perform them rather in 
Verse than Prose. Mr. Dryden’i Fables came out about that time, 
which occasioned the Translations from Chaucer. They were first 
separately printed in Miscellanies by J. Tonson and B. Lintot, and 
afterwards collected in the Quarto Edition of 1717. Tht Imitations 
of English Authors^ which are added at the end, were done as early, 
some of them at fourteen or fifteen years old; but having also got 
into Miscellanies, we have put them here together to complete this 
Juvenile Volume. 











SAPPHO 

TO 

PHAON 


S AY, lovely youth, that dost my heart command, 

Can Phaon’s eyes forget his Sappho’s hand ? 

Must then her name the wretched writer prove, 

To thy remembrance lost, as to thy love? 

Ask not the cause that I new numbers chuse, 5 

The Lute neglected, and the Lyric muse; 

Love taught my tears in sadder notes to flow, 

And tun’d my heart to Elegies of woe. 

I burn, I burn, as when thro’ ripen’d corn 

By driving winds the spreading flames are born! lo 

Phaon to ^Etna’s scorching fields retires, 

While I consume with more than ^Etna’s fires! 

No more my soul a charm in music finds. 

Music has charms alone for peaceful minds. 

Soft scenes of solitude no more can please, is 

Love enters there, and I’m my own disease. 

No more the Lesbian dames my passion move, 

Once the dear objects of my guilty love; 

All other loves are lost in only thine. 

Ah youth ungrateful to a flame like mine! 20 

Whom would not all those blooming charms surprize, 
Those heav’nly looks, and dear deluding eyes? 

The harp and bow would you like Phoebus bear, 

A brighter Phoebus Phaon might appear; 

Would you with ivy wreath your flowing hair, 25 

Not Bacchus’ self with Phaon could compare: 

Yet Phoebus lov’d, and Bacchus felt the flame, 

One Daphne warm’d, and one the Cretan dame; 

Nymphs that in verse no more could rival me, 

Than ev’n those Gods contend in charms with thee. 30 
The Muses teach me all their softest lays. 

And the wide world resounds with Sappho’s praise. 
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Tho’ great Alcaeus more sublimely sings, 

And strikes with bolder rage the sounding strings. 

No less renown attends the moving lyre, 35 

Which Venus tunes, and all her loves inspire. 

To me what nature has in charms deny’d. 

Is well by wt’s more lasting flames supply’d. 

Tho’ short my stature, yet my name extends 

To heav’n itself, and earth’s remotest ends. 4® 

Brown as I am, an Ethiopian dame 

Inspir’d young Perseus with a gen’rous flame; 

Turtles and doves of difF’ring hues unite, 

And glossy jet is pair’d with shining white. 

If to no charms thou wilt thy heart resign, 45 

But such as merit, such as equal thine, 

By none, alas! by none thou canst be mov’d, 

Phaon alone by Phaon must be lov’d 1 
Yet once thy Sappho could thy cares employ, 

Once in her arms you center’d all your joy: so 

No time the dear remembrance can remove, 

For oh! how vast a memory has love.^ 

My music, then, you could for ever hear, 

And all my words were music to your ear. 

You stopp’d with kisses my enchanting tongue, 55 

And found my kisses sweeter than my song. 

In all I pleas’d, but most in what was best; 

And the last joy was dearer than the rest. 

Then with eacli word, each glance, each motion fir’d, 

You still enjoy’d, and yet you still desir’d, 

’Till all dissolving in the trance we lay, 

And in tumultuous raptures dy’d away. 

The fair Sicilians now thy soul inflame; 

Why was I born, ye Gods, a Lesbian dame ? 

But ah bew'are, Sicilian nymphs! nor boast 
That wandring heart which I so lately lost; 

Nor be with all those tempting words abus’d, 

Those tempting words were all to Sappho us’d. 

And you that rule Sicilia’s happy plains, 

Have pity, Venus, on your Poet’s pains! 

Shall fortune still in one sad tenor run. 

And still increase the woes so soon begun ? 


6 o 


65 


70 



SAPPHO TO PHAON 

Inur’d to sorrow from my tender years. 

My parent’s ashes drank my early tears: 

My brother next, neglecting wealth and fame, 
Ignobly burn’d in a destructive flame: 

An infant daughter late my griefs increas’d, 

Ajid all a mother’s cares distract my breast. 

Alas, what more could fate itself impose. 

But thee, the last and greatest of my woes ? 

No more my robes in waving purple flow. 

Nor on my hand the sparkling diamonds glow; 

No more my locks in ringlets curl’d diffuse 
The costly sweetness of Arabian dews. 

Nor braids of gold the varied tresses bind, 

That fly disorder’d with the wanton wind: 

For whom should Sappho use such arts as these? 
He’s gone, whom only she desir’d to please! 
Cupid’s light darts my tender bosom move. 

Still is there cause for Sappho still to love: 

So from my birth the Sisters fix’d my doom. 

And gave to Venus all my life to come. 

Or while my Muse in melting notes complains, 
My yielding heart keeps measure to my strains. 

By charms like thine which all my soul have won, 
Who might not—ah! who would not be undone? 
For those Aurora Cephalus might scorn. 

And with fresh blushes paint the conscious morn. 
For those might Cynthia lengthen Phaon s sleep. 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his sheep. 

Venus for those had rapt thee to the skies, 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus’ eyes. 

O scarce a youth, yet scarce a tender boy! 

O useful time for lovers to employ! 

Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race. 

Come to these arms, and melt in this embrace! 
The vows you never will return, receive; 

And take at least the love you will not give. 

See, while I write, my words are lost in tears; 
The less my sense, the more my love appears. 
Sure ’twas not much to bid one kind adieu, 

(At least to feign was never hard to you) 



SAPPHO TO PHAON 


Farewell, my Lesbian love, you might have said, 

Or coldly thus, Farewell, oh Lesbian maid! 

No tear did you, no parting kiss receive, 115 

Nor knew I then how much I was to grieve. 

No lover’s gift your Sappho could confer, 

And wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 

No charge I gave you, and no charge could give. 

But this; Be mindful of our loves, and live. 120 

Now by the Nine, those pow’rs ador’d by me, 

And Love, the God that ever waits on thee. 

When first I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 

That you were fled, and all my joys with you. 

Like some sad statue, speechless, pale, I stood, 125 

Grief chill’d my breast, and stopp’d my freezing blood; 

No sigh to rise, no tear had pow’r to flow. 

Fix’d in a stupid lethargy of woe: 

But when its way th’impetuous passion found, 

I rend my tresses, and my breast I wound, 130 

I rave, then weep, I curse, and then complain, 

Now swell to rage, now melt in tears again. 

Not fiercer pangs distract the mournful dame. 

Whose first-born infant feeds the fun’ral flame. 

My scornful brother with a smile appears, 13s 

Insults my woes, and triumphs in my tears, 

His hated image ever haunts my eyes. 

And why this grief.? thy daughter lives, he cries. 

Stung with my love, and furious with despair, 

All torn my garments, and my bosom bare, 140 

My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim; 

Such inconsistent things are love and shame! 

’Tis thou art all my care and my delight. 

My daily longing, and my dream by night: 

Oh night more pleasing than the brightest day, 145 

When fancy gives what absence takes away, 

And, dress’d in all its visionary charms. 

Restores my fair deserter to my arms! 

Then round your neck in wanton wreaths I t^vine, 

Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine: 15° 

A thousand tender words, I hear and speak; 

A thousand melting kisses, give, and take: 
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Then fiercer joys, I blush to mention these, 

Yet while I blush, confess how much they please. 
But when, with day, the sweet delusions fly, 

And all things wake to life and joy, but I, 

As if once more forsaken, I complain. 

And close my eyes, to dream of you again: 

Then frantic rise, and like some Fury rove 
Thro’ lonely plains, and thro’ the silent grove, 

As if the silent grove, and lonely plains, 

That knew my pleasures, could relieve my pains. 

I view the Grotto, once the scene of love. 

The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 

That charm’d me more, with native moss o’ergrown, 
Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian stone. 

I find the shades that veil’d our joys before, 

But, Phaon gone, those shades delight no more. 

Here the press’d herbs with bending tops betray 
Where oft entwin’d in am’rous folds we lay, 

I kiss that earth which once was press’d by you, 

And all with tears the with’ring herbs bedew. 

For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, 

And birds defer their songs till thy return: 

Night shades the groves, and all in silence lie. 

All, but the mournful Philomel and I: 

With mournful Philomel I join my strain. 

Of Tercus she, of Phaon I complain. 

A spring there is, whose silver waters show, 

Clear as a glass, the shining sands below: 

A flow’ry Lotos spreads its arms above, 

Shades all the banks, and seems itself a grove; 
Eternal greens the mossy margin grace. 

Watch’d by the sylvan Genius of the place. 

Here as I lay, and swell’d with tears the flood. 
Before my sight a wat’ry Virgin stood: 

She stood and cry’d, ‘O you that love in vain! 

Fly hence, and seek the fair Lcucadian mam, 

There stands a rock, from whose impending steep 
Apollo’s fane surveys the rolling deep; 

There injur’d lovers, leaping from above. 

Their flames extinguish, and forget to love. 
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Deucalion once with hopeless fury bum’d, 

In vain he lov’d, relentless Pyrrha scorn’d; 

But when from hence he plung’d into the main, 
Deucalion scorn’d, and Pyrrha lov’d in vain. 

Haste, Sappho, haste, from high Leucadia throw 
The wretched weight, nor dread the deeps below!’ 
She spoke, and vanish’d with the voice—I rise, 

And silent tears fall trickling from my eyes. 

I go, ye Nymphs! those rocks and seas to prove; 
How much I fear, but ah, how much I love! 

I go, ye Nymphs! where furious love inspires; 

Let female fears submit to female fires. 

To rocks and seas I fly from Phaon’s hate. 

And hope from seas and rocks a milder fate. 

Ye gentle gales, beneath my body blow, 

And softly lay me on the waves below! 

And thou, kind Love, my sinking limbs sustain, 
Spread thy soft wings, and waft me o’er the main, 
Nor let a Lover’s death the guiltless flood profane! 
On Phcebus’ shrine my harp I’ll then bestow. 

And this Inscription shall be plac’d below. 

‘Here she who sung, to him that did inspire, 

Sappho to Phoebus consecrates her Lyre: 

W'hat suits with Sappho, Phoebus, suits with thee; 
The Gift, the giver, and the God agree.’ 

But why, alas, relentless youth, ah why 
To distant seas must tender Sappho fly.^ 

Thy charms than those may far more pow’rful be. 
And Phoebus’ self is less a God to me. 

Ah! can’st thou doom me to the rocks and sea, 

O far more faithless and more hard than they ^ 

Ah! canst thou rather see this tender breast 
Dash’d on these rocks than to thy bosom prest } 

This breast which once, in vain! you lik’d so well; 
Where the Loves play’d, and where the Muses dwell. 
Alas! the Muses now no more inspire, 

Untun’d my lute, and silent is my lyre. 

My languid numbers have forgot to flow. 

And fancy sinks beneath a weight of woe. 

Ye Lesbian virgins, and ye Lesbian dames, 
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Themes of my verse, and objects of my flames, 

No more your groves with my glad songs shall ring, 
No more these hands shall touch the trembling string 
My Phaon’s fled, and I those arts resign 
(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine!) 

Return, fair youth, return, and bring along 
Joy to my soul, and vigour to my song: 

Absent from thee, the Poet’s flame expires; 

But ah! how fiercely burn the Lover’s fires ? 

Godsl can no pray’rs, no sighs, no numbers move 
One savage heart, or teach it how to love ? 

The winds my pray’rs, my sighs, my numbers bear, 
The flying winds have lost them all in air! 

Oh when, alas I shall more auspicious gales 
To these fond eyes restore thy welcome sails ? 

If you return—ah why these long delays ? 

Poor Sappho dies while careless Phaon stays. 

O launch thy bark, nor fear the wat’ry plain; 

Venus for thee shall smooth her native main. 

O launch thy bark, secure of prosp’rous gales; 

Cupid for thee shall spread the swelling sails. 

If you will fly—(yet ah ! what cause can be, 

Too cruel youth, that you should fly from me.^) 

If not from Phaon I must hope for ease, 

Ah let me seek it from the raging seas: 

To raging seas unpity’d I’ll remove. 

And either cease to live, or cease to love! 
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T he hint of the following piece was taken from Chaucer’s 
House of Fame. The design is in a manner entirely altered, the 
descriptions and most of the particular thoughts my own: yet I could 
not suffer it to be printed without this acknowledgment. The reader 
who would compare this with Chaucer, may begin with his third 
Book of FamCy there being nothing in the two first books that answers 
to their title: wherever any hint is taken from him, the passage itself 
is set down in the marginal notes. 


I N that soft season, when descending show’rs 
Caill forth the greens, and wake the rising flow’rs; 

\\ hen opening buds salute the welcome day, 

And earth relenting feels the genial ray; 

As balmy sleep had charm’d my cares to rest, 5 

And love itself was banish’d from my breast, 

(What time the morn mysterious visions brings, 

While purer slumbers spread their golden wings) 

A train of phantoms in wild order rose. 

And, join’d, this intellectual scene compose. lo 

I stood, methought, betwixt earth, seas, and skies; 

'fhe whole creation open to my eyes: 

In air self-balanc’d hung the globe below, 


1. T his Poem is introduced in the manner ol the Provencal Poets, whose works were 
for the most part Visions, or pieces of imagination and constantly descriptive. From 
these, Petrarch and Clhauccr frequently borrow the idea of their poems. See the Trionfi 
of the former and the Dream, flower and the Leaf, etc. of the latter. The Author of this 
therefore chose the same sort of Exordium. 
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Where mountains rise, and circling oceans flow; 
Here naked rocks, and empty wastes were seen; 
There tow’ry cities, and the forests green: 

Here sailing ships delight the wand’ring eyes: 
There trees, and intermingled temples rise; 

Now a clear sun the shining scene displays, 

The transient landscape now in clouds decays. 

O’er the wide prospect as I gaz’d around, 
Sudden I heard a wild promiscuous sound, 

Like broken thunders that at distance roar, 

Or billows murm’ring on the hollow shore: 

Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 

Whose tow’ring summit ambient clouds conceal’d. 
High on a rock of ice the structure lay, 

Steep its ascent, and sllpp’ry was the way; 

The wond’rous rock like Parian marble shone. 

And seem’d, to distant sight, of solid stone. 
Inscriptions here of various names I view’d. 

The greater part by hostile time subdu’d; 

Yet wide was spread their fame in ages past. 

And Poets once had promis’d they should last. 
Some fresh engrav’d appear’d of Wits renown d; 

I look’d again, nor could their trace be found. 
Critics I saw, that other names deface. 

And fix their own, with labour, in their place: 
Their own, like others, soon their place resign’d, 
Or disappear’d, and left the first behind. 

Nor was the work impair’d by storms alone. 

But felt th’approachcs of too warm a sun; 

For Fame, impatient of extremes, decays 
Not more by envy than excess of praise. 

Yet part no injuries of hcav’n could feel. 

Like crystal faithful to the graving steel: 

The rock’s high summit, in the temple’s shade, 
Nor heat cold melt, nor beating storm invade. 
There names inscrib’d unnumber d ages past 
From time’s first birth, with time itself shall last; 
These ever new, nor subject to decays, 

Spread, and grow brighter with the length of days. 
So Zembla’s rocks (the beauteous work of frost) 
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Rise white in air, and glitter o’er the coast; 

Pale suns, unfelt, at distance roll away, SS 

And on th’impassive ice the lightnings play; 

Eternal snows the growing mass supply. 

Till the bright mountains prop th’incumbent sky: 

As Atlas fix’d, each hoary pile appears. 

The gather’d winter of a thousand years. 6o 

On this foundation Fame’s high temple stands; 
Stupendous pile! not rear’d by mortal hands. 

Whate’er proud Rome or artful Greece beheld. 

Or elder Babylon, its frame excell’d. 

Four faces had the dome, and ev’ry face 
Of various structure, but of equal grace: 

Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 

Salute the difTrent quarters of the sky. 

Here fabled Chiefs in darker ages born, 

Or Worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn. 

Who cities rais’d, or tam’d a monstrous race; 

The walls in venerable order grace: 

Heroes in animated marble frown, 

And Legislators seem to think in stone. 

Westward, a sumptuous frontispiece appear’d, 75 

On Doric pillars of white marble rear’d. 

Crown’d with an architrave of antique mold. 

And sculpture rising on the roughen’d gold. 

In shaggy spoils here Theseus was beheld. 

And Perseus dreadful with Miner\'a’s shield: 80 

There great Alcidcs stooping with his toil, 

Rests on his club, and holds th’ Hesperian spoil. 

Here Orpheus sings; trees moving to the sound 
Start from their roots, and form a shade around: 

Amphion there the loud creating lyre 85 

Strikes, and behold a sudden Thebes aspire! 


65 


70 


^ 5 - The Temple is described to be square, the four fronts with open gates facing the 
different quarters of the world, as an intimation that all nations of the earth may alike be 
received into it. The western front is of Grecian architecture; the Dorick order was pecu¬ 
liarly sacred to Heroes and Worthies. Those whose statues are after mentioned, were the 
first names of old Greece in arms and arts. 

81. This figure of Hercules is drawn with an eye to the position of the famous statue 
of Farncse. 
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Cythaeron’s echoes answer to his call, 

And half the mountain rolls into a wall: 

There might you see the length’ning spires ascend, 

The domes swell up, the wid’ning arches bend, 90 

The growing tow’rs like exhalations rise. 

And the huge columns heave into the skies. 

The Eastern front was glorious to behold. 

With diamond flaming, and Barbaric gold. 

There Ninus shone, who spread th*Assyrian fame, 95 

And the great founder of the Persian name: 

There in long robes the royal Magi stand. 

Grave Zoroaster waves the circling wand: 

The sage Chaldaeans rob’d in white appear’d. 

And Brachmans, deep in desert woods rever’d. 100 

These stop’d the moon, and call’d th’unbody’d shades 
To midnight banquets in the glimm’ring glades; 

Made visionary fabricks round them rise. 

And airy spectres skim before their eyes; 

Of Talismans and Sigils knew the pow’r, 105 

And careful watch’d the Planetary hour. 

Superior, and alone, Confucius stood. 

Who taught that useful science, to be good. 

But on the south, a long majestic race 
Of ^Egypt’s Priests the gilded niches grace, no 

Who measur’d earth, describ’d the starry spheres, 

And trac’d the long records of lunar years. 

High on his car Sesostris struck my view. 

Whom scepter’d slaves in golden harness drew: 

His hands a bow and pointed javelin hold; 115 

His giant limbs are arm’d in scales of gold. 


96. Cyrus was the beginninp of the Persian, as Ninus was of the Assyrian Monarchy. 
The Magi and Chalda-ans (the chief of w horn was Zoroaster) employed their studies upon 
nugic and astrology, which was in a manner almost all the learning of the ancient Asian 
people. We have scarce any account of a moral philosopher except Confucius, the great 
law-giver of the Chinese, who lived about two thousand years ago. 

110. The learning of the old ALgyptian Priests consisted for the most part in geometry 
and astronomy; they also preserved the 1 listory of their nation. Their greatest Hero upon 
record is Sesostris, whose actions and conquests may be seen at large in Diodorus, etc. 
He is said to have caused the Kings he vanquished to draw him in his Chariot. The 
posture of his statue, in these verses, is correspondent to the description which Herodo¬ 
tus gives of one of them remaining in his own time. 
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Between the statues obelisks were plac’d, 

And the leam’d walls with Hieroglyphics grac’d. 

Of Gothic structure w'as the northern side, 

O’erwrought with ornaments of barb’rous pride. 120 

There huge Colosses rose, with trophies crown’d, 

And Runic characters were grav’d around. 

There sate Zamolxis with erected eyes, 

And Odin here in mimic trances dies. 

There on rude iron columns, smeared with blood, 12s 
The horrid forms of Scythian heroes stood, 

Druids and Bards (their once loud harps unstrung) 

And youths that dy’d to be by Poets sung. 

These and a thousand more of doubtful fame. 

To whom old fables gave a lasting name, 130 

In ranks adorn’d the Temple’s outward face; 

The wall in lustre and effect like glass. 

Which o’er each object casting various dyes, 

Enlarges some, and others multiplies: 

Nor void of emblem was the mystic wall, 135 

For thus romantic Fame increases all. 

The Temple shakes, the sounding gates unfold. 

Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold: 

Rais’d on a thousand pillars, wreath’d around 

With laurel-foliage, and with eagles crown’d: 140 

Of bright, transparent ber>'l were the walls, 

The freezes gold, and gold the capitals: 

As heav’n wixh stars, the roof with jewels glows, 

And ever-living lamps depend in rows. 

Full in the passage of each spacious gate, 145 

The sage Historians in white garments wait; 

Grav’d o’er their seats the form of Time w'as found. 

His scythe revers’d, and both his pinions bound. 

ug. The Architecnire is agreeable to that part of the world. The learning of the 
northern nations lay more obscure than that of the rest; Zamobcis was the disciple of 
I') thagorjs, who taught the immortality of the soul to the Scythians. Odin, or Woden, was 
the great legislator and hero of the Goths. They tell us of him, that being subject to fits, 
he persuaded his followers, that during those trances he received inspirations, from 
whence he dictated his bws: he is said to have been the inventor of the Runic characters. 

127. These were the priests and poets of those people, so celebrated for their savage 
virtue. Those heroic barbarians accounted it a dishonour to die in their beds, and rushed 
on to certain death in the prospect of an after-life, and for the glory of a song from their 
bards in praise of their actions. 
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Within stood Heroes, who thro* loud alarms 
In bloody fields pursu’d renown in arms. 

High on a throne with trophies charg’d, I view’d 
The Youth that all things but himself subdu’d; 
His feet on sceptres and tiara’s trod. 

And his hom’d head bely’d the Libyan God. 
There Caesar, grac’d with both Minerva’s, shone; 
Caesar, the world’s great master, and his own; 
Unmov’d, superior still in ev’ry state, 

And scarce detested in his country’s fate. 

But chief were those, who not for empire fought. 
But with their toils their people’s safety bought: 
High o’er the rest Epaminondas stood; 

Timoleon, glorious in his brother’s blood; 

Bold Scipio, saviour of the Roman state; 

Great in his triumphs, in retirement great; 

And wise Aurelius, in whose well-taught mind 
With boundless pow’r unbounded virtue join’d, 
His own strict judge, and patron of mankind. 

Much-suff’ring heroes next their honours claim. 
Those of less noisy, and less guilty fame. 

Fair Virtue’s silent train: supreme of these 
Here ever shines the godlike Socrates: 

He whom ungrateful Athens could expcll, 

At all times just, but when he sign’d the Shell: 
Here his abode the martyr’d Phocion claims. 

With Agis, not the last of Spartan names: 
Unconqucr’d Cato shews the wound he tore. 

And Brutus his ill Genius meets no more. 
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152. Alexander ihc Great: the Tiara was the crown peculiar to the Asian Princes: his 
desire to be thought the son of Jupiter Ammon.caused him to wear the horns of that God. 
and to represent the same upon his coins; which was continued by several of his succes¬ 
sors. 

162. Timoleon had saved the life of his brotlier Timophancs in the battle between the 
Argives and Corinthians; but afterwards killed him when he affected the tyranny, pre¬ 
ferring his duty to his country to all the obligations of blood. 

172. Aristides, who for his great integrity was distinguished by the appellation of the 
Just. When his countrymen would have banished him by the Ostracism, where it was the 
custom for every man to sign the name of «he person he voted to exile in an Oyster-shell; 
a peasant, who could not write, came to Aristides to do it for liim, w ho readily signed his 
own name. 
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But in the centre of the hallow’d choir, 

Six pompous columns o’er the rest aspire; 

Around the shrine itself of Fame they stand; i 8 o 

Hold the chief honours, and the fane command. 

High on the first, the mighty Homer shone; 

Eternal Adamant compos’d his throne; 

Father of verse! in holy fillets drest, 

His silver beard wav’d gently o’er his breast; 185 

Tho’ blind, a boldness in his looks appears; 

In years he seem’d, but not impair’d by years. 

The wars of Troy were round the Pillar seen: 

Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian Queen; 

Here Hector glorious from Patroclus’ fall, 190 

Here dragg’d in triumph round the Trojan wall. 

Motion and life did ev’ry part inspire. 

Bold was the work, and prov’d the master's fire; 

A strong expression most he seem’d t’affect, 

And here and there disclos’d a brave neglect. 19s 

A golden column next in rank appear’d, 

On which a shrine of purest gold was rear’d; 

Finish’d the whole, and labour’d ev’iy' part, 

With patient touches of unweaiy-’d art: 

The Mantuan there in sober triumph sate, *00 

Compos’d his posture, and his look sedate; 

On Homer still he fix’d a rev’rend eye. 

Great without pride, in modest majesty. 

In living sculpture on the sides were spread 

The Latian Wars, and haughty Turnus dead; 205 

Eliza stretch’d upon the fun’ral pyre, 

/Eneas bending with his aged sire: 

Troy flam’d in burning gold, and o’er the throne 
Arms AND THE man in golden cyphers shone. 

Four swans sustain a car of silver bright, 210 

With heads advanc’d, and pinions stretch’d for flight: 

178. In the midst of the temple, nearest the throne of Fame, are placed the greatest 
names in learning of all antiquity. These arc described in such attitudes as express their 
different characters: the columns on which they are raised arc adorned with sculptures, 
taken from the most striking subjects of their works; which sculpture bears a resemblance, 
in its manner and character, to the manner and character of their writings. 

210. Pindar being seated in a chariot, alludes to the chariot-races he celebrated in the 
Grecian games. The swans are emblems of Poctr)’, their soaring posture intimates the 
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Here, like some furious prophet, Pindar rode, 

And seem’d to labour with th’inspiring God. 

Across the harp a careless hand he flings. 

And boldly sinks into the sounding strings. 215 

The figur’d games of Greece the column grace, 

Neptune and Jove survey the rapid race: 

The youths hang o’er their chariots as they run; 

The fiery steeds seem starting from the stone; 

The champions in distorted postures threat; 220 

And all appear’d irregularly great. 

Here happy Horace tun’d th’Ausonian lyre 
To sweeter sounds, and temper’d Pindar s fire: 

Pleas’d with Alcaeus’ manly rage t’infuse 

The softer spirit of the Sapphic Muse. 225 

The polish’d pillar difTrent sculptures grace; 

A work outlasting monumental brass. 

Here smiling Loves and Bacchanals appear. 

The Julian star, and great Augustus here. 

The doves that round the infant Poet spread 230 

Myrtles and bays, hung hov’ring o’er his head. 

Here in a shrine that cast a dazling light. 

Sate fix’d in -thought the mighty Stagiritc; 

His sacred head a radiant Zodiac crown d, 

And various animals his sides surround; 235 

His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior worlds, and look all Nature through. 

With equal rays immortal Tully shone, 

The Roman Rostra deck’d the Consul’s throne: 

Gath’ring his flowing robe, he seem’d to stand 240 

In act to speak, and graceful stretch d his hand. 

Behind, Rome’s Genius waits with Civic crowns, 

And the great Father of his country owns. 

These massy columns in a circle rise. 

O’er which a pompous dome invades the skies: 245 

Scarce to the top I stretch’d my aking sight. 

So large it spread, and swell d to such a height. 

Full in the midst proud Fame’s imperial seat 
With jewels blaz’d, magnificently great; 

sublimity and activity of his genius. Neptune presided over the Isthmian, and Jupiter over 
the Olympian games. 
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The vivid em’ralds there revive the eye, 250 

The flaming rubies shew their sanguine dye, 

Bright azure rays from lively sapphyrs stream, 

And lucid amber casts a golden gleam. 

With various-colour’d light the pavement shone, 

And all on fire appear’d the glowing throne; 25s 

The dome’s high arch reflects the mingled blaze. 

And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 

When on the Goddess first I cast my sight. 

Scarce seem’d her stature of a cubit’s height, 

But swell’d to larger size, the more I gaz’d, 260 

Till to the roof her tow’ring front she rais’d. 

With her, the Temple ev’ry moment grew. 

And ampler Vista’s open’d to my view: 

Upward the columns shoot, the roofs ascend. 

And arches widen, and long iles extend. 265 

Such was her form as ancient bards have told. 

Wings raise her arms, and wings her feet infold; 

A thousand busy tongues the Goddess bears, 

And thousand open eyes, and thousand list’ning ears. 
Beneath, in order rang’d, the tuneful Nine 270 

(Her virgin handmaids) still attend the shrine: 

With eyes on Fame for ever fix’d, they sing; 

For Fame they raise the voice, and tune the string. 

With time’s first birth began the heav’nly lays, 

And last, eternal, thro’ the length of days. 275 

Around these wonders as I cast a look, 

The trumpet sounded, and the temple shook, 

.^nd all the nations, summon’d at the call, 

From difFrcni quarters fill the crowded hall: 

Of various tongues the mingled sounds were heard; 280 
In various garbs promiscuous throngs appear’d; 

I hick as the bees, that with the spring renew 
'Fhcir rtow’r>' toils, and sip the fragrant dew, 

W hen the wing’d colonics first tempt the sky, 

O’er dusky fields and shaded waters fly, 285 

Or settling, seize the sweets the blossoms yield, 

And a low murmur runs along the field. 

Millions of suppliant crowds the shrine attend, 

And all degrees before the Goddess bend; 
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The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the sage. 

And boasting youth, and narrative old-age. 

Their pleas were difTrent, their request the same: 
For good and bad alike are fond of Fame. 

Some she disgrac’d, and some with honours crown’d 
Unlike successes equal merits found. 

Thus her blind sister, fickle Fortune, reigns. 

And, undisceming, scatters crowns and chains. 

First at the shrine the Learned world appear. 

And to the Goddess thus prefer their pray’r: 

Long have we sought t’instruct and please mankind. 
With studies pale, with midnight vigils blind; 

But thank’d by few, rewarded yet by none, 

We here appeal to thy superior throne: 

On wit and learning the just prize bestow, 

For fame is all we must expect below. 

The Goddess heard, and bade the Muses raise 
The golden trumpet of eternal praise: 

From pole to pole the winds diffuse the sound. 

That fills the circuit of the world around; 

Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud; 

The notes at first were rather sweet than loud: 

By just degrees they ev’ry moment rise, 

Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the skies. 

At ev’ry breath were balmy odours shed. 

Which still grew sweeter as they wider spread; 

Less fragrant scents th’unfolding rose exhales, 

Or spices breathing in Arabian gales. 

Next these the good and just, an awful train, 

Thus on their knees address the sacred fane. 

Since living virtue is with envy curs’d. 

And the best men are treated like the worst. 

Do thou, just Goddess, call our merits forth, 

And give each deed th’exact intrinsic worth. 

Not with bare justice shall your act be crown d 
(Said Fame) but high above desert renown d: 

Let fuller notes th’applauding world amaze. 

And the loud clarion labour in your praise. 

This band dismiss’d, behold another crowd 
Prefer’d the same request, and lowly bow- d; 
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The constant tenour of whose well-spent days 
No less deserv’d a just return of praise. 

But strait the direful trump of slander sounds; 

Thro’ the big dome the doubling thunder bounds; 
Loud as the burst of cannon rends the skies, 

The dire report thro’ ev’ry region flies: 

In ev’ry ear incessant rumours rung, 

And gath’ring scandals grew on ev’ry tongue. 

From the black trumpet’s rusty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling smoke: 

The pois’nous vapour blots the purple skies, 

And withers all before it as it flies. 

A troop came next, who crowns and armour wore, 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore: 

For thee (they cry’d) amidst alarms and strife, 

We sail’d in tempests down the stream of life; 

For thee whole nations fill’d with flames and blood, 
And swam to empire thro’ the purple flood. 

Those ills we dar’d, thy inspiration own, 

What virtue seem’d, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools! (the Queen reply’d, and frowm’d) 

Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown’d; 

There sleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 

^our statues moulder’d, and your names unknown! 

A sudden cloud straight snatch’d them from my sight, 
And each majestic phantom sunk in night. 

Then came the smallest tribe I yet had seen; 

Plain was their dress, and modest was their mien. 
Great idol of mankind! we neither claim 
The praise of merit, nor aspire to fame! 

But safe in deserts from th’applause of men. 

Would die unheard of, as we liv’d unseen. 

’Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from sight 
Those acts of goodness, which themselves requite. 

O let us still the secret joy partake. 

To follow virtue ev’n for virtue’s sake. 

And live there men who slight immortal fame.? 

Who then with incense shall adore our name } 

But mortals! know, *tis still our greatest pride 
To blaze those virtues which the good would hide. 
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Rise! Muses, rise, add all your tuneful breath, 

These must not sleep in darkness and in death. 

She said: in air the trembling music floats, 

And on the winds triumphant swell the notes; 

So soft, tho’ high, so loud, and yet so clear, 

Ev’n listening Angels lean’d from heaven to hear: 375 

To farthest shores th’ambrosial spirit flies, 

Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies. 

Next these a youthful train their vows express’d, 

With feathers crown’d, with gay embroid’ry dress’d: 

Hither, they cry’d, direct your eyes, and see 380 

The men of pleasure, dress, and gallantry; 

Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays; 

Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days; 

Courts we frequent, where ’tis our pleasing care 

To pay due visits, and address the fair: 385 

In fact, *tis true, no nymph we could persuade. 

But still in fancy vanquish’d ev’ry maid; 

Of unknown Duchesses leud tales we tell, 

Yet, would the world believe us, all were well. 

The joy let others have, and we the name, 390 

And what we want in pleasure, grant in fame. 

The Queen assents, the trumpet rends the skies, 

And at each blast a Lady’s honour dies. 

Pleas’d with the strange success, vast numbers prest 
Around the shrine, and made the same request: 39s 

What you (she cry’d) unlearn’d in arts to please. 

Slaves to yourselves, and ev’n fatigu’d with ease, 

Who lose a length of undeserving days. 

Would you usurp the lover’s dear-bought praise.^ 

To just contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, 400 

The people’s fable, and the scorn of all. 

Straight the black clarion sends a horrid sound, 

Loud laughs burst out, and biner scoffs fly round. 

Whispers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, 

And scornful hisses run thro’ all the croud. 405 

Last, those who boast of mighty mischiefs done, 

Enslave their country, or usurp a throne; 

Or who their glory’s dire foundation lay’d 
On Sov’reigns ruin’d, or on friends betray’d; 
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Calm, thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, 410 

Of crooked counsels and dark politics; 

Of these a gloomy tribe surround the throne, 

And beg to make th*immortal treasons known. 

The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 

With sparks, that seem’d to set the world on fire. 415 

At the dread sound, pale mortals stood aghast, 

And startled nature trembled with the blast. 

This having heard and seen, some pow’r unknown 
Strait chang’d the scene, and snatch’d me from the throne. 
Before my view appear’d a structure fair, 420 

Its site uncertain, if in earth or air; 

With rapid motion turn’d the mansion round; 

With ceaseless noise the ringing walls resound: 

Not less in number were the spacious doors, 

Than leaves on trees, or sands upon the shores; 425 

Which still unfolded stand, by night, by day, 

Pervious to winds, and open ev’ry way. 

As flames by nature to the skies ascend, 

As weighty bodies to the centre tend, 

As to the sea returning rivers roll, 430 

And the touch’d needle trembles to the pole: 

Hither, as to their proper place, arise 

All various sounds from earth, and seas, and skies. 

Or spoke aloud, or whisper’d in the ear; 

Nor ever silence, rest, or peace in here. 435 

As on the smooth expanse of crystal lakes 
The sinking stone at first a circle makes; 

The trembling surface, by the motion stir’d. 

Spreads in a second circle, then a third; 

Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 440 

Fill all the wat’ry plain, and to the margin dance: 

Thus ev’r>' voice and sound, when first they break, 

On neighb’ring air a soft impression make; 

Another ambient circle then they move; 

That, in its turn, impels the next above; 445 

Thro’ undulating air the sounds arc sent, 

And spread o’er all the fluid element. 

There various news I heard, of love and strife. 

Of peace and war, health, sickness, death, and life, 
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Of loss and gain, of famine and of store, 

Of storms at sea, and travels on the shore, 

Of prodigies, and portents seen in air. 

Of fires and plagues, and stars with blazing hair. 

Of turns of fortune, changes in the state, 

The falls of favVites, projects of the great. 

Of old mismanagements, taxations new: 

All neither wholly false, nor wholly true. 

Above, below, without, within, around, 

ConfusM, unnumber’d multitudes are found, 

Who pass, repass, advance, and glide away; 

Hosts rais’d by fear, and phantoms of a day: 
Astrologers, that future fates foreshew. 

Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few; 

And priests, and party-zealots, num’rous bands 
With home-bom lyes, or tales from foreign lands; 

Each talk’d aloud, or in some secret place. 

And wild impatience star’d in ev’ry face. 

The flying rumours gather’d as they roll’d. 

Scarce any tale was sooner heard than told; 

And all who told it added something new, 

And all who heard it, made enlargements too. 

In ev’ry ear it spread, on ev’ry tongue it grew. 

Thus flying east and west, and north and south. 

News travel’d with increase from mouth to mouth. 

So from a spark, that kindled first by chance. 

With gath’ring force the quick’ning flames advance; 

Till to the clouds their curling heads aspire. 

And tow’rs and temples sink in floods of fire. 

When thus ripe lyes are to perfection sprung. 

Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue. 

Thro’ thousand vents, impatient forth they flow. 

And rush in millions on the world below. 

Fame sits aloft, and points them out their course. 

Their date determines, and prescribes their force: 

Some to remain, and some to perish soon, 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 

Around, a thousand winged wonders fly. 

Bom by the trumpet’s blast, and scatter d thro the sky. 
There, at one passage, oft you might survey 
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A lye and truth contending for the way; 

And long *twas doubtful, both so closely pent, 
Which first should issue thro* the narrow vent: 

At last agreed, together out they fly, 

Inseparable now, the truth and lye; 

The strict companions are for ever join*d, 

And this or that unmix’d, no mortal e’er shall find. 

While thus I stood, intent to see and hear, 

One came, methought, and whisper’d in my ear: 
What could thus high thy rash ambition raise 
Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praise? 

’Tis true, said I, not void of hopes I came, 

For who so fond as youthful bards of Fame ? 

But few, alas! the casual blessing boast, 

So hard to gain, so easy to be lost. 

How vain that second life in others breath, 
Th’estate which wits inherit after death! 

Ease, health, and life, for this they must resign, 
(Unsure the tenure, but how vast the fine!) 

The great man’s curse, without the gains, endure, 
Be envy’d, wretched, and be flatter’d, poor; 

All luckless wits their enemies profest, 

And all successful, jealous friends at best. 

Nor Fame I slight, nor for her favours call; 

She comes unlock’d for, if she comes at all. 

But if the purchase costs so dear a price. 

As soothing Folly, or exalting Vice: 

Oh! if the Muse must flatter lawless sway. 

And follow still where fortune leads the way; 

Or if no basis bear my rising name. 

But the fall’n ruins of another’s fame; 

Then teach me, heav’n I to scorn the guilty bays. 
Drive from my breast that wretched lust of praise. 
Unblemish’d let me live, or die unknown; 

Oh grant an honest fame, or grant me none I 
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made the conclusion, mth the addition of a Moral to the whole. In Chatua- he 

came to sw the place*; and the book ends abruptly, with his being 
surpnzed at the sight of a Man of great Authority^ and awakning in a frighL 
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or The Merchant’s Tale from Chaucer 


T here liv’d in Lombardy, as authors write, 

In days of old, a wise and worthy knight; 

Of gentle manners, as of gen’rous race, 

Blest with much sense, more riches, and some grace. 
Yet led astray by Venus* soft delights. 

He scarce could rule some idle appetites: 

For long ago, let Priests say what they cou d. 

Weak sinful laymen were but flesh and blood. 

But in due time, when sixty years were o er, 

He vow’d to lead this vitious life no more; 

Whether pure holiness inspir’d his mind. 

Or dotage turn’d his brain, is hard to find; 

But his high courage prick’d him forth to wed, 

And try the pleasures of a lawful bed. 

This was his nightly dream, his daily care, ^ 

And to the heav’nly pow’rs his constant pray r. 
Once, ere he dy’d, to taste the blissful life 
Of a kind husband and a loving wife. 

These thoughts he fortify’d with reasons still, 

(For none want reasons to confirm their will.) 

Grave authors say, and witty poets sing. 

That honest wedlock is a glorious thing: 

But depth of judgment most in him appears. 

Who wisely weds in his maturer years. 

Then let him chuse a damsel young and fair. 

To bless his age, and bring a worthy heir, 

To sooth his cares, and free from noise and strife 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. 

This Transbtion was done at sixteen or seventeen years of age. 
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Let sinful batchelors their woes deplore, 

Full well they merit all they feel, and more: 

Unaw’d by precepts, human or divine, 

Like birds and beasts, promiscuously they join: 

Nor know to make the present blessing last. 

To hope the future, or esteem the past: 

But vainly boast the joys they never try’d, 

And find divulg’d the secrets they would hide. 

The marry’d man may bear his yoke with ease. 

Secure at once himseLf and heav’n to please; 

And pass his inoffensive hours away. 

In bliss all night, and innocence all day: 

Tho’ fortune change, his constant spouse remains, 
Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains. 

But what so pure, which envious tongues will spare 
Some wicked wits have libell’d all the fair. 

With matchless impudence they style a wife 
The dear-bought curse, and lawful plague of life; 

A bosom-serpent, a domestic evil, 

A night-invasion, and a mid-day-devil. 

Let not the wise these sland’rous words regard. 

But curse the bones of ev’ry lying bard. 

All other goods by fortune’s hand are giv’n, 

A wife is the peculiar gift of heav’n. 

Vain fortune’s favours, never at a stay. 

Like empty shadows, pass, and glide away; 

One solid comfort, our eternal wife. 

Abundantly supplies us all our life: 

This blessing lasts, (if those who try, say true) 

As long as heart can wish—and longer too. 

Our grandsire Adam, ere of Eve possess’d, 

Alone, and ev’n in Paradise unbless’d. 

With mournful looks the blissful scenes survey’d, 

And wander’d in the solitaiy' shade: 

The Maker saw, took pity, and bestow’d 
Woman, the last, the best reserv’d of God. 

A Wife! ah gentle deities, can he 
That has a wife, e’er feel adversity ? 

Would men but follow what the sex advise, 

All things would prosper, all the world grow wise. 



JANUARY AND MAY 

*Twas by Rebecca’s aid that Jacob won 
His father’s blessing from an elder son: 

Abusive Nabal ow’d his forfeit life 
To the wise conduct pf a prudent wife: 

Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews show, 

Preserv’d the Jews, and slew th’ Assyrian foe: 

At Hester’s suit, the persecuting sword 

Was sheath’d, and Israel liv’d to bless the Lord. 

These weighty motives, January the sage 
Maturely ponder’d in his riper age; 

And charm’d with virtuous joys, and sober life. 
Would try that Christian comfort, call’d a wife. 
His friends were summon’d on a point so nice. 
To pass their judgment, and to give advice; 

But fix’d before, and well resolv’d was he; 

(As men that ask advice are wont to be.) 

My friends, he cry’d, (and cast a mournful look 
Around the room, and sigh’d before he spoke:) 
Beneath the weight of threescore years I bend, 
And, worn with cares, am hast’ning to my end; 
How I have liv’d, alas! you know too well. 

In worldly follies, which I blush to tell; 

But gracious heav’n has ope’d my eyes at last, 
With due regret I view my vices past, 

And, as the precept of the Church decrees. 

Will take a wife, and live in holy ease. 

But since by counsel all things should be done, 
And many heads are wiser still than one; 

Chuse you for me, who best shall be content 
When my desire’s approv’d by your consent. 

One caution yet is needful to be told. 

To guide your choice; this wife must not be old: 
There goes a saying, and ’twas shrewdly said, 

Old fish at table, but young flesh in bed. 

My soul abhors the tasteless, dry embrace 
Of a stale virgin with a winter face: 

In that cold season Love but treats his guest 
With bean-straw, and tough forage at the best. 

No crafty widows shall approach my bed; 

Those arc too wise for balchelors to wed; 
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As subtle clerks by many schools are made, 
Twice-marry’d dames are mistresses o’th* trade: 

But young and tender virgins, rul’d with ease, 

We form like wax, and mold them as we please. 

Conceive mtf. Sirs, nor take my sense amiss; 

’Tis what concerns my soul’s eternal bliss; 

Since if I found no pleasure in my spouse, 

As flesh is frail, and who (God help me) knows ? 
Then should I live in lewd adultery, 

And sink downright to Satan when I die. 

Or were I curs’d with an unfruitful bed. 

The righteous end were lost, for which I wed; 

To raise up seed to bless the pow’rs above. 

And not for pleasure only, or for love. 

Think not I doat; ’tis time to take a wife, 

When vig’rous blood forbids a chaster life: 

Those that are blest with store of grace divine. 

May live like saints, by heav’n’s consent, and mine. 

And since I speak of w'edlock, let me say, 

(As, thank my stars, in modest truth I may) 

My limbs are active, still I’m sound at heart, 

And a new- vigour springs in ev’ry part. 

Think not my virtue lost, tho’ time has shed 
These rev’rcnd honours on my hoary head; 

Thus trees are crowm’d w ith blossoms white as snow. 
The vital sap then rising from below: 

Old as I am, my lusty limbs appear 

Like winter greens, that flourish all the year. 

Now, Sirs, you know to what I stand inclin’d, 

Let ev’ry friend with freedom speak his mind. 

He said; the rest in dift’rent parts divide, 

The knotty point was urg’d on cither side: 

Marriage, the theme on which they all declaim’d. 
Some prais’d with w it, and some with reason blam’d. 
1 ill, what with proofs, objections, and replies, 

Each wondrous positive, and wondrous wise, 

1 here fell between his brothers a debate. 

Placebo this was call’d, and Justin that. 

First to the Knight Placebo thus begun, 

(Mild were his looks, and pleasing was his tone) 
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Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appears, 
As plainly proves, experience dwells with years 1 
Yet you pursue sage Solomon’s advice, 

To work by counsel when affairs are nice: 

But, with the Wiseman’s leave, I must protest. 
So may my soul arrive at ease and rest 
As still I hold your own advice the best. 

Sir, I have liv’d a Courtier all my days. 

And study’d men, their manners, and their ways 
And have observ’d this useful maxim still. 

To let my betters always have their will. 

Nay, if my lord affirm’d that black was white, 
My word was this. Your honour’s in the right. 
Th* assuming Wit, who deems himself so wise 
As his mistaken patron to advise. 

Let him not dare to vent his dang’rous thought; 
A noble fool was never in a fault. 

This, Sir, affects not you whose ev’ry word 
Is weigh’d with judgment, and befits a Lord: 
Your will is mine, and is (I will maintain) 
Pleasing to God, and should be so to Man; 

At least, your courage all the world must praise, 
Who dare to wed in your declining days. 

Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood, 

And let grey fools be indolently good, 

Who, past all pleasure, damn the joys of sense. 
With rev’rend dulness and grave impotence. 

Justin, who silent sate, and heard the man, 
Thus, with a philosophic frown, began. 

A heathen author, of the first degree, 

(Who, tho* not Faith, had Sense as well as we) 
Bids us be certain our concerns to trust 
To those of gen’rous principles, and just. 

The venture’s greater. I’ll presume to say. 

To give your person, than your goods away: 

And therefore. Sir, as you regard your rest. 

First learn your Lady’s qualities at least: 

Whether she’s chaste or rampant, proud or civil; 
Meek as a saint, or haughty as the devil; 

Whether an easy, fond, familiar, fool. 
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Or such a wit as no man e’er can rule ? 

’Tis true, perfection none must hope to find 
In all this world, much less in woman kind; 

But if her virtues prove the larger share, 

Bless the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 

Ah, gentle Sir, take warning of a friend. 

Who knows too well the state you thus commend; 
And, spight of all his praises, must declare, 

All he can find is bondage, cost, and care. 

Heav’n knows, I shed full many a private tear, 

And sigh in silence, lest the world should hear: 
While all my friends applaud my blissful life, 

And swear no mortal’s happier in a wife; 

Demure and chaste as any vestal Nun, 

The meekest creature that beholds the sun! 

But, by th* immortal pow’rs, I feel the pain. 

And he that smarts has reason to complain. 

Do what you list, for me; you must be sage. 

And cautious sure; for wisdom is in Age: 

But at these years, to venture on the fair! 

By him, who made the ocean, earth, and air, 

To please a wife, when her occasions call, 

Would busy the most vig’rous of us all. 

And trust me, Sir, the chastest you can chuse 
Will ask observance, and exact her dues. 

If what I speak my noble Lord offend 
My tedious sermon here is at an end. 

’Tis well, ’tis wondrous well, the Knight replies, 
Most worthy kinsman, faith you’re mighty wise 1 
We, Sirs, are fools; and must resign the cause 
To heath’nish authors, proverbs, and old saws. 

He spoke with scorn, and turn’d another way:— 

W hat does my friend, my dear Placebo say } 

I say, quoth he, by heav’n the man’s to blame, 

To slander wives, and wedlock’s holy name. 

At this the council rose, without delay; 

Each, in his own opinion, went his way; 

With full consent, that, all disputes appeas’d. 

The knight should marr\', when and where he pleas’d. 
W'ho now but January' exults with joy.^ 
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The charms of wedlock all his soul employ: 

Each nymph by turns his wavVing mind possest, 
And reign’d the short-liv’d tyrant of his breast; 
While fancy pictur’d ev’ry lively part, 

And each bright image wander’d o’er his heart. 
Thus, in some publick Forum fix’d on high, 

A Mirrour shows the figures moving by; 

Still one by one, in swift succession, pass 
The gliding shadows o’er the polish’d glass. 

This Lady’s charms the nicest could not blame, 
But vile suspicions had aspers’d her fame; 

That was with sense, but not with virtue, blest; 
And one had grace, that wanted all the rest. 

Thus doubting long what nymph he should obey. 
He fix’d at last upon the youthful May. 

Her faults he knew not, Love is always blind. 

But ev’ry charm revolv’d within his mind: 

Her tender age, her form divinely fair, 

Her easy motion, her attractive air. 

Her sweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 

Her moving softness, and majestic grace. 

Much in his prudence did our Knight rejoice. 
And thought no mortal could dispute his choice: 
Once more in haste he summon’d ev’ry friend. 
And told them all, their pains were at an end. 
Heav’n, that (said he) inspir’d me first to wed. 
Provides a consort worthy of my bed: 

Let none oppose th’ election, since on this 
Depends my quiet, and my future bliss. 

A dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 

Young, beauteous, artless, innocent, and wise; 
Chaste, tho’ not rich; and tho’ not nobly born, 

Of honest parents, and may serve my turn. 

Her will I wed, if gracious heav’n so please; 

To pass my age in sanctity and ease: 

And thank the pow’rs, I may possess alone 
The lovely prize, and share my bliss with noncl 
If you, my friends, this virgin can procure. 

My joys are full, my happiness is sure. 

One only doubt remains. Full oft I’ve heard, 
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By casuists grave, and deep divines avert’d; 

That ’tis too much for human race to know 
The bliss of heav’n above, and earth below. 

Now should the nuptial pleasures prove so great. 
To match the blessings of the future state, 

Those endless joys were ill exchang’d for these; 
Then clear this doubt, and set my mind at ease. 

This Justin heard, nor could his spleen controul, 
Touch’d to the quick, and tickled at the soul. 

Sir Knight, he cry’d, if this be all you dread, 
Heav’n put it past your doubt, whene’er you wed; 
And to my fervent pray’rs so far consent, 

That ere the rites are o’er, you may repent I 
Good heav’n, no doubt, the nuptial state approves. 
Since it chastises still what best it loves. 

Then be not, Sir, abandon’d to despair; ] 

Seek, and perhaps you’ll find among the fair, 

One, that may do your business to a hair; J 

Not ev’n in wish, your happiness delay. 

But prove the scourge to lash you on your way: 
Then to the skies your mounting soul shall go. 
Swift as an arrow soaring from the bow! 

Provided still, you moderate your joy. 

Nor in your pleasures all your might employ. 

Let reason’s rule your strong desires abate, 

Nor please too lavishly your gentle mate. 

Old wives there are, of judgment most acute, 

Who solve these questions beyond all dispute; 
Consult with those, and be of better chear; 

Marr>% do penance, and dismiss your fear. 

So said, they rose, nor more the work delay’d; 
The match was offer’d, the proposals made. 

The parents, you may think, would soon comply; 
The Old have int’rest ever in their eye. 

Nor was it hard to move the Lady’s mind; 

When fortune favours, still the Fair are kind. 

I pass each previous settlement and deed, 

Too long for me to write, or you to read; 

Nor will with quaint impertinence display 
The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 
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The time approach’d, to Church the parties went, 

At once with carnal and devout intent: 310 

Forth came the Priest, and bade th’ obedient wife 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her life: 

Then pray’d the pow’rs the fruitful bed to bless, 

And made all sure enough with holiness. 

And now the palace-gates are open’d wide, \ 315 

The guests appear in order, side by side. 

And plac’d in state, the bridegroom and the bride. 

The breathing flute’s soft notes are heard around, 

And the shrill trumpets mix their silver sound; 

The vaulted roofs with echoing musick ring, 320 

These touch the vocal stops, and those the trembling string. 
Not thus Amphion tun’d the warbling lyre. 

Nor Joab the sounding clarion could inspire, 

Nor fierce Theodamas, whose sprightly strain 
Could swell the soul to rage, and fire the martial train. 325 
Bacchus himself, the nuptial feast to grace, 

(So Poets sing) was present on the place: 

And lovely Venus, Goddess of delight. 

Shook high her flaming torch in open sight. 

And danc’d around, and smil’d on ev’ry Knight: J 330 

Pleas’d her best servant would his courage try. 

No less in wedlock, than in liberty. 

Full many an age old Hymen had not spy’d 
So kind a bridegroom, or so bright a bride. 

Ye bards! renown’d among the tuneful throng 335 

For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial song; 

Think not your softest numbers can display 
The matchless glories of this blissful day: 

The joys are such, as far transcend your rage, 

When tender youth has wedded stooping age. 340 

The beauteous dame sate smiling at the board. 

And darted am’rous glances at her Lord; 

Not Hester’s self, whose charms the Hebrews sing, 

E’er look’d so lovely on her Persian King: 

Bright as the rising sun, in summer’s day. 

And fresh and blooming as the month of May! 

The joyful Knight survey’d her by his side. 

Nor envy’d Paris with the Spartan bride: 
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Still as his mind revolv’d with vast delight 
Th’ entrancing raptures of th’ approaching night, 
Restless he sate, invoking ev’ry pow’r 
To speed his bliss, and haste the happy hour. 

Mean time the vig’rous dancers beat the ground, 

And songs were sung, and flowing bowls went round. 
With od’rous spices they perfum’d the place, 

And mirth and pleasure shone in ev’ry face. 

Damian alone, of all the menial train, 

Sad in the midst of triumphs, sigh’d for pain; 
Damian alone, the Knight’s obsequious squire, 
Consum’d at heart, and fed a secret fire. 

His lovely mistress all his soul possess’d, 

He look’d, he languish’d, and could take no rest: 

His task perform’d, he sadly went his way, 

Fell on his bed, and loath’d the light of day. 

There let him lie; till his relenting dame 
Weep in her turn, and waste in equal flame. 

The weary sun, as learned poets write. 

Forsook th* horizon, and roll’d down the light; 

While glitt’ring stars his absent beams supply. 

And night’s dark mantle overspread the sky. 

Then rose the guests; and as the time requir’d, 

Each paid his thanks, and decently retir’d. 

The foe once gone, our Knight prepar’d t’undress, 
So keen he was, and eager to possess: 

But first thought fit th’ assistance to receive. 

Which grave Physicians scruple not to give; 

Satyrion near, with hot Eringo’s stood, 

Cantharides, to fire the lazy blood. 

Whose use old Bards describe in luscious rhymes. 

And Critics learn’d explain to modem times. 

By this the sheets were spread, the bride undress’d, 
The room was sprinkled, and the bed was bless’d. 
What next ensu’d beseems not me to say; 

’Tis sung, he labour’d till the dawning day, 

Then briskly sprung from bed, with heart so light,] 

As all were nothing he had done by night; ! 

And sipp’d his cordial as he sate upright. J 

He kiss’d his balmy spouse with wanton play. 
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And feebly sung a lusty roundelay: 

Then on the couch his weary limbs he cast; 390 

For ev’ry labour must have rest at last. 

But anxious cares the pensive Squire oppress’d, 

Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forsook his breast; 

The raging flames that in his bosom dwell, 

He wanted art to hide, and means to tell. 395 

Yet hoping time th’occasion might betray. 

Compos’d a sonnet to the lovely May; 

Which writ and folded with the nicest art, 

He wrapp’d in silk, and laid upon his heart. 

When now the fourth revolving day was run, 400 

(’Twas June, and Cancer had receiv’d the Sun) 

Forth from her chamber came the beauteous bride; 

The good old Knight mov’d slowly by her side. 

High mass was sung, they feasted in the hall; 

The servants round stood ready at their call. 405 

The Squire alone was absent from the board, 

And much his sickness griev’d his worthy lord, 

Who pray’d his spouse, attended with her train. 

To visit Damian, and divert his pain. 

Th’obliging dames obey’d with one consent; 410 

They left the hall, and to his lodging went. 

The female tribe surround him as he lay. 

And close beside him sat the gentle May: 

Where, as she try’d his pulse, he softly drew 
A heaving sigh, and cast a mournful view; 4 ‘S 

Then gave his bill, and brib’d the pow’rs divine. 

With secret vows, to favour his design. 

Who studies now but discontented May ? 

On her soft couch uneasily she lay: 

The lumpish husband snor’d away the night, 420 

Till coughs awak’d him near the morning light. 

What then he did. I’ll not presume to tell. 

Nor if she thought herself in heav’n or hell: 

Honest and dull in nuptial bed they lay. 

Till the bell toll’d, and all arose to pray. 425 

Were it by forceful destiny decreed. 

Or did from chance, or nature’s pow’r proceed; 

Or that some star, with aspect kind to love. 
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Shed its selectest influence from above; 

Whatever was the cause, the tender dame 
Felt the first motions of an infant flame; 

Receiv’d th’impressions of the love-sick Squire, 
And wasted in the soft infectious fire. 

Ye fair draw near, let May’s example move 
Your gentle minds to pity those who love! 

Had some fierce tyrant in her stead been found. 
The poor adorer sure had hang’d, or drown’d: 

But she, your sex’s mirrour, free from pride. 

Was much too meek to prove a homicide. 

But to my tale: Some sages have defin’d 
Pleasure the sov’reign bliss of humankind: 

Our Knight (who study’d much, we may suppose) 
Deriv’d his high philosophy from those; 

For, like a Prince, he bore the vast expence 
Of lavish pomp, and proud magnificence: 

His house was stately, his retinue gay, 

Large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 

His spacious garden made to yield to none. 

Was compass’d round with walls of solid stone; 
Priapus could not half describe the grace 
(Tho’ God of gardens) of this charming place: 

A place to tire the rambling wits of France 
In long descriptions, and exceed Romance; 

Enough to shame the gentlest bard that sings 
Of painted meadows, and of purling springs. 

Full in the centre of the flow’ry ground, ] 

A crystal fountain spread its streams around, 

The fruitful banks with verdant laurels crown’d: j 
About this spring (if ancient fame say true) 

The dapper Elves their moonlight sports pursue: 
Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 

In circling dances gambol’d on the green. 

While tuneful sprites a merry consort made. 

And air>' music warbled thro’ the shade. 

Hither the noble knight would oft repair, 

(His scene of pleasure, and peculiar care) 

For this he held it dear, and always bore 
The silver key that lock’d the garden door. 
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To this sweet place, in summer’s sultry heat, 

He us’d from noise and bus’ness to retreat; 

And here in dalliance spend the live-long day, 
Solus cum sola^ with his sprightly May. 

For whate’er work was undischarg’d a-bed, 

The duteous knight in this fair garden sped. 

But ah! what mortal lives of bliss secure, 

How short a space our worldly joys endure? 

O Fortune, fair, like all thy treach’rous kind, 

But faithless still, and wav’ring as the wind! 

O painted monster, form’d mankind to cheat. 
With pleasing poison, and with soft deceit I 
This rich, this am’rous, venerable knight, 
Amidst his ease, his solace, and delight. 

Struck blind by thee, resigns his days to grief. 
And calls on death, the wretch’s last relief. 

The rage of jealousy then seiz’d his mind. 

For much he fear’d the faith of woman-kind. 

His wife not suffer’d from his side to stray. 

Was captive kept; he watch’d her night and day. 
Abridg’d her pleasures and confin’d her sway. 
Full oft in tears did hapless May complain, 

And sigh’d full oft; but sigh’d and wept in vain; 
She look’d on Damian with a lover’s eye; 

For oh, ’twas fixt; she must possess or die! 

Nor less impatience vex’d her am’rous Squire, 
Wild with delay, and burning with desire. 
Watch’d as she was, yet could he not refrain. 

By secret writing to disclose his pain: 

The dame by signs reveal’d her kind intent, 

Till both were conscious what each other meant. 

Ah, gentle knight, what would thy eyes avail, 
Tho’ they could see as far as ships can sail ? 

’Tis better, sure, when blind, deceiv’d to be. 
Than be deluded when a man can sec! 

Argus himself, so cautious and so wise. 

Was over-watch’d, for all his hundred eyes: 

So many an honest husband may, ’tis known. 
Who, wisely, never thinks the case his own. 

The dame at last, by diligence and care. 
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Procur’d the key her knight was wont to bear; 

She took the wards in wax before the fire, 

And gave th’impression to the trusty Squire. 

By means of this, some wonder shall appear, 
Which, in due place and season, you may hear. 

Well sung sweet Ovid, in the days of yore. 

What sleight is that, which love will not explore } 
And Pyramus and Thisbe plainly show 
The feats true lovers, when they list, can do: 

Tho’ watch’d and captive, yet in spite of all, 

They found the art of kissing thro’ a wall. 

But now no longer from our tale to stray; 

It happ d, that once upon a summer’s day. 

Our rev’rcnd Knight was urg’d to am’rous play: 

He rais d his spouse e’er Matin-bell was rung. 

And thus his morning canticle he sung. 

Awake, my love, disclose thy radiant eyes; 

Arise, my wife, my beauteous lady, rise! 

Hear how the doves with pensive notes complain. 
And m soft murmurs tell the trees their pain: 

The winter s past; the clouds and tempests fly; 

The sun adorns the fields, and brightens all the sky. 
hair without spot, whose ev’ry charming part 
My bosom wounds, and captivates my heart; 

Come, and in mutual pleasures let’s engage, 

Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. 

This heard, to Damian strait a sign she made, 
io haste before; the gentle Squire obey’d: 

Secret, and undescr\'’d he took his way. 

And ambush’d close behind an arbour lay. 

It was not long ere January came. 

And hand in hand with him his lovely dame- 
Blind as he was, not doubting all was sure. 

He turn’d the key, and made the gate secure. 

Here let us walk, he said, observ’d by none, 
Conscious of pleasures to the world unknown; 

So may my soul have joy, as thou, my wife. 

Art far the dearest solace of my life; 

And rather would I chuse, by heav’ii above, 

To die this instant, than to lose thy love. 
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Reflect what truth was in my passion shewn, 'J 

When unendow’d, I took thee for my own, > 550 

And sought no treasure but thy heart alone. J 
Old as I am, and now depriv’d of sight. 

Whilst thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, 

Nor age, nor blindness rob me of delight. 

Each other loss with patience I can bear, 555 

The loss of thee is what I only fear. 

Consider then, my lady and my wife. 

The solid comforts of a virtuous life. 

As first, the love of Christ himself you gain; 

Next, your own honour undefil’d maintain; 560 

And lastly, that which sure your mind must move, 

My whole estate shall gratify your love: 

Make your own terms, and ere to-morrow’s sun 
Displays his light, by heav’n it shall be done. 

I seal the contract with a holy kiss, 565 

And will perform, by this—my dear, and this.— 

Have comfort, spouse, nor think thy Lord unkind; 

*Tis love, not jealousy, that fires my mind. 

For when thy charms my sober thoughts engage. 

And join’d to them my own unequal age, 570 

From thy dear side I have no pow’r to part. 

Such secret transports warm my melting heart. 

For who that once possest those heav’nly charms, 

Could live one moment absent from thy arms.^ 

He ceas’d, and May with modest grace rcply’d; 575 

(Weak was her voice, as while she spoke she cry’d:) 

Heav’n knows (with that a tender sigh she drew) 

I have a soul to save as well as you; 

And, what no less you to my charge commend. 

My dearest honour, will to death defend. 580 

To you in holy Church I gave my hand. 

And join’d my heart in wedlock’s sacred band: 

Yet after this, if you distrust my care. 

Then hear, my lord, and witness what I swear: 

First may the yawning earth her bosom rend, 585 

And let me hence to hell alive descend; 

Or die the death I dread no less than hell. 

Sew’d in a sack, and plung’d into a well: 
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Ere I my fame by one lewd act disgrace, 

Or once renounce the honour of my race. 

For know. Sir Knight, of gentle blood I came, 

I loath a whore, and startle at the name. 

But jealous men on their own crimes reflect. 

And learn from thence their ladies to suspect: 

Else why these needless cautions, Sir, to me 
These doubts and fears of female constancy! 

This chime still rings in ev’ry lady’s ear. 

The only strain a wife must hope to hear. 

Thus while she spoke a sidelong glance she cast, 
Where Damian kneeling, worshipp’d as she past. 

She saw him watch the motions of her eye, 

And singled out a pear-tree planted nigh: 

’Twas charg’d with fruit that made a goodly show. 
And hung with dangling pears was ev’ry bough. 
Thither th’obsequious Squire address’d his pace, 
And climbing, in the summit took his place; 

The Knight and Lady walk’d beneath in view, 
Where let us leave them, and our tale pursue. 

^ Twas now the season when the glorious sun 
His heav’nly progress thro’ the Twins had run; 

And Jove, exalted, his mild influence yields, 

To glad the glebe, and paint the flow’ry fields. 

Clear was the day, and Phoebus rising bright. 

Had streak’d the azure firmament with light; 

He pierc’d the glitt’ring clouds with golden streams, 
And warm’d the womb of eartli with genial beams. 

It so befel, in that fair moming-tide, ) 

The Fairies sported on the garden side, 1 

And in the midst their Monarch and his bride j 
So featly tripp’d ^e light-foot ladies round, 

^e knights so nimbly o’er the greensword bound. 
That scarce they bent the flow’rs, or touch’d the ground. 
The dances ended, all the fairy train 
For pinks and daisies search’d the flow’ry plain; 

While on a bank reclin’d of rising green. 

Thus, with a frown, the King bespoke his Queen. 

Tis too apparent, argue what you can. 

The treachery you women use to man: 
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A thousand authors have this truth made out, 

And sad experience leaves no room for doubt. 

Heav’n rest thy spirit, noble Solomon, 

A wiser monarch never saw the sun: 

All wealth, all honours, the supreme degree 
Of earthly bliss, was well bestow’d on thee! 

For sagely hast thou said: Of all mankind, 

One only just, and righteous, hope to find: 

But should’st thou search the spacious world around, 
Yet one good woman is not to be found. 

Thus says the King who knew your wickedness; 
The son of Sirach testifies no less. 

So may some wildfire on your bodies fall. 

Or some devouring plague consume you all; 

As well you view the leachcr in the tree. 

And well this honourable Knight you see: 

But since he’s blind and old (a helpless case) 

His Squire shall cuckold him before your face. 

Now by my own dread majesty I swear. 

And by this aweful sceptre which 1 bear. 

No impious wretch shall ’scape unpunish’d long. 
That in my presence offers such a wrong. 

I will this instant undeceive the Knight, 

And, in the very act restore his sight: 

And set the strumpet here in open view, "j 

A warning to these Ladies, and to you, j 

And all the faithless sex, for ever to be true. J 
And will you so, reply’d the Queen, indeed.? 

Now, by my mother’s soul it is decreed. 

She shall not want an answer at her need. 

For her, and for her daughters, I’ll engage, 

And all the sex in each succeeding age; 

Art shall be theirs to varnish an offence. 

And fortify their crimes with confidence. 

Nay, were they taken in a strict embrace. 

Seen with both eyes, and pinion’d on the place; 

All they shall need is to protest and swear, 

Breathe a soft sigh, and drop a tender tear; 

Till their wise husbands, gull’d by arts like these, 
Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as geese. 
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What tho’ this slandVous Jew, this Solomon, 
Call’d women fools, and knew full many a one; 
The wiser wits of later times declare. 

How constant, chaste, and virtuous women are: 
Witness the martyrs, who resign’d their breath, 
Serene in torments, unconcem’d in death; 

And witness next what Roman Authors tell, 

How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 

But since the sacred leaves to all are free, 

And men interpret texts, why should not we ? 

By this no more was meant, than to have shown, 
That sovereign goodness dwells in him alone 
Who only Is, and is but only One. 

But grant the worst; shall women then be weigh’d 
By ev’ry word that Solomon has said ? 

What tho* this King (as ancient story boasts) 

Built a fair temple to the Lord of hosts; 

He ceas’d at last his Maker to adore. 

And did as much for Idol gods, or more. 

Beware what lavish praises you confer 
On a rank leacher and idolater; 

Whose reign indulgent God, says holy writ, 

Did but for David’s righteous sake permit; 

David, the monarch after heav’ns own mind. 

Who lov’d our sex, and honour’d all our kind. 

Well, I’m a Woman, and as such must speak; 
Silence would swell me, and my heart would break. 
Know then, I scorn your dull authorities. 

Your idle wits, and all their learned lyes. 

By heav’n, those authors are our sex’s foes. 

Whom, in our right, I must and will oppose. 

Nay (quoth the King) dear Madam, be not wroth 
I yield it up; but since I gave my oath, 

That this much-injur’d Knight again should see; 

It must be done—I am a King, said he. 

And one, whose faith has ever sacred been. 

And so has mine (she said)—I am a Queen: 

Her answer she shall have, I undertake; 

And thus an end of all dispute I make. 

Try when you list; and you shall find, my Lord, 
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It is not in our sex to break our word. 

We leave them here in this heroic strain, 710 

And to the Knight our story turns again; 

Who in the garden, with his lovely May, 

Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay: 

This was his song; ‘Oh kind and constant be, 

Constant and kind I’ll ever prove to thee.’ 715 

Thus singing as he went, as last he drew 
By easy steps, to where the Pear-tree grew; 

The longing dame look’d up, and spy’d her Love 
Full fairly perch’d among the boughs above. 

She stopp’d, and sighing: Oh good Gods, she cry’d, 720 
What pangs, what sudden shoots distend my side } 

O for that tempting fruit, so fresh, so green; 

Help, for the love of heav’n’s immortal Queen I 
Help, dearest lord, and save at once the life 
Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife! 725 

Sore sigh’d the Knight to hear his Lady’s cry. 

But could not climb, and had no servant nigh: 

Old as he was, and void of eye-sight too. 

What could, alas! a helpless husband do.^ 

And must I languish then, she said, and die, 730 

Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye ? 

At least, kind Sir, for charity’s sweet sake. 

Vouchsafe the trunk between your arms to take; 

Then from your back I might ascend the tree; 

Do you but stoop, and leave the rest to me. 7JS 

With all my soul, he thus reply’d again, 

I’d spend my dearest blood to ease tliy pain. 

With that, his back against the trunk he bent. 

She seiz’d a twig, and up the tree she went. 

Now prove your patience, gentle Ladies all! 74° 

Nor let on me your heavy anger fall: 

’Tis truth I tell, tho’ not in phrase refin’d; 

Tho’ blunt my talc, yet honest is my mind. 

What feats the lady in the tree might do, 

I pass, as gambols never known to you; 74s 

But sure it was a merrier fit, she swore, 

Than in her life she ever felt before. 

In that nice moment, !o I the wond’ring knight 
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Look’d out, and stood restor’d to sudden sight. 

Strait on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 

As one whose thoughts were on his spouse intent; 
But when he saw his bosom-wife so dress’d, 

His rage was such as cannot be express’d: 

Not frantic mothers when their infants die, 

With louder clamours rend the vaulted sky: 

He cry’d, he roar’d, he storm’d, he tore his hair; 
Death! hell! and furies! what dost thou do there } 
What ails my lord? the trembling dame reply’d; 

I thought your patience had been better try’d: 

Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 

This my reward for having cur’d the blind ? 

Why was I taught to make my husband see. 

By struggling with a Man upon a Tree ? 

Did I for this the pow’r of magic prove ? 

Unhappy wife, whose crime was too much love 1 
If this be struggling, by this holy light, 

’Tis struggling with a vengeance (quoth the Knight:) 
So heav’n preserve the sight it has restor’d. 

As with these eyes I plainly saw thee whor’d; 

Whor’d by my slave—perfidious wretch! may hell 
As surely seize thee, as I saw too well. 

Guard me, good angels! cry’d the gentle May, 

Pray heav’n, this magic work the proper way! 

Alas, my love! ’tis certain, could you see. 

You ne’er had us’d these Hlling words to me: 

So help me, fates, as ’tis no perfect sight. 

But some faint glimm’ring of a doubtful light. 

What I have said (quoth he) I must maintain. 

For by th’immortal pow’rs it seem'd too plain— 

By all those pow’rs, some frenzy seiz’d your mind,] 
fReply’d the dame:) are these the thanks I find? 
Wretch that I am, that e’er I was so kind! J 

She said, a rising sigh express’d her woe, 

The ready tears apace began to flow. 

And as they fell she wip’d from either eye 
The drops (for women, when they list, can cry.) 

The Knight was touch’d; and in his looks appear’d 
Signs of remorse, while thus his spouse he cheat’d: 
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Madam, ’tis past, and my short anger o'er; 

Come down, and vex your tender heart no more: 
Excuse me, dear, if aught amiss was said. 

For, on my soul, amends shall soon be made: 

Let my repentance your forgiveness draw, 

By heav’n, I swore but what I thought I saw. 

Ah my lov'd lord! *twas much unkind (she cry'd) 
On bare suspicion thus to treat your bride. 

But till your sight’s establish’d, for a while. 
Imperfect objects may your sense beguile. 

Thus when from sleep we first our eyes display, "j 
The balls are wounded with the piercing ray. 

And dusky vapours rise, and intercept the day. J 
So just recov'ring from the shades of night, \ 

Your swimming eyes arc drunk w'ith sudden light, I 
Strange phantoms dance around, and skim before j 
your sight: ) 

Then Sir, be cautious, nor too rashly deem; 

Heav’n knows how' seldom things are what they seem 1 
Consult your reason, and you soon shall find 
’Twas you were jealous, not your wife unkind: 

Jove ne’er spoke oracle more true than this, 

None judge so wrong as those who think amiss. 

With that she leap’d into her Lord’s embrace, 

With well-dissembled virtue in her face. 

He hugg’d her close, and kiss’d her o’er and o’er. 
Disturb’d with doubts and jealousies no more: 

Both, pleas’d and bless’d, renew’d their mutual vows, 
A fruitful wife, and a believing spouse. 

Thus ends our tale, whose moral next to make. 

Let all wise husbands hence example take ; 

And pray, to crown the pleasure of their lives. 

To be so well deluded by their wives. 
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B ehold the woes of matrimonial life, 

And hear with rev’rence an experienc’d wife! 
To dear-bought wisdom give the credit due, 

And think, for once, a woman tells you true. 

In all these trials I have borne a part, 

I was myself the scourge that caus’d the smart; 
For, since fifteen, in triumph have I led 
Five captive husbands from the church to bed. 

Christ saw a wedding once, the scripture says. 
And saw but one, ’tis thought, in all his days; 
Whence some infer, whose conscience is too nice, 
No pious Christian ought to marry twice. 

But let them read, and solve me, if they can. 

The words address’d to the Samaritan: 

Five times in lawful wedlock she was join’d; 

And sure the certain stint was ne’er defin’d. 

‘Encrease and multiply,* was heav’n’s command. 
And that’s a text I clearly understand. 

This too, ‘Let men their sires and mothers leave. 
And to their dearer wives for ever cleave.’ 

More wives than one by Solomon were try’d. 

Or else the wisest of mankind’s bely’d. 

I’ve had myself full many a merry fit, 

And trust in heav’n I may have many yet. 

For when my transitory spouse, unkind. 

Shall die, and leave his woeful wife behind, 

I’ll take the next good Christian I can find. 

Paul, knowing one could never serve our turn, 
Declar’d ’twas better far to wed than bum. 

There’s danger in assembling fire and tow; 

I grant ’em that, and what it means you know. 
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The same Apostle too has elsewhere own’d, 

No precept for Virginity he found: 

*Tis but a counsel—and we women still 
Take which we like, the counsel, or our will. 

I envy not their bliss, if he or she 
Think fit to live in perfect chastity; 

Pure let them be, and free from taint of vice; 

I, for a few slight spots, am not so nice. 

Heav’n calls us diff’rent ways, on these bestows 
One proper gift, another grants to those: 

Not ev’ry man’s oblig’d to sell his store, 

And give up all his substance to the poor; 

Such as are perfect, may, I can’t deny; 

But, by your leave, Divines, so am not I. 

Full many a Saint, since first the world began, 
Liv’d an unspotted maid, in spite of man: 

Let such (a God’s name) with fine wheat be fed, 
And let us honest wives eat baricv bread. 

For me, I’ll keep the post assign’d by heav’n. 

And use the copious talent it has giv’n: 

Let my good spouse pay tribute, do me right, 

And keep an equal reck’ning ev’ry night: 

His proper body is not his, but mine; 

For so said Paul, and Paul’s a sound divine. 

Know then, of those five husbands I have had, 
Three were just tolerable, two were bad. 

The three were old, but rich and fond beside, 

And toil’d most piteously to please their bride: 

But since their wealth (the be.st they had) was mine. 
The rest, without much loss, 1 could resign. 

Sure to be lov’d, I took no pains to please. 

Yet had more Pleasure far than they had Ease. 

Presents flow’d in apace: with show’rs of gold. 
They made their court, like Jupiter of old. 

If I but smil’d, a sudden youth they found, 

And a new palsy seiz’d them when I frown’d. 

Ye sov’rcign wives! give ear, and understand; 
Thus shall ye speak, and exercise command. 

For never was it giv’n to mortal man, 

To lye so boldly as we women can: 
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Forswear the fact, tho’ seen with both his eyes, 
And call your maids to witness how he lies. 

Hark, old Sir Paul! (’twas thus I us*d to say) 
Whence is our neighbour’s wife so rich and gay ? 
Treated, caress’d, where’er she’s pleas’d to roam— 
I sit in tatters, and immur’d at home. 

Why to her house dost thou so oft repair ? 

Art thou so am’rous ? and is she so fair ? 

If I but see a cousin or a friend, 

Lord! how you swell, and rage like any fiend! 

But you reel home, a drunken beastly bear. 

Then preach till midnight in your easy chair; 

Cry, wives are false, and ev’ry woman evil. 

And give up all that’s female to the devil. 

If poor (you say) she drains her husband’s purse; 
If rich, she keeps her priest, or something worse; 

If highly born, intolerably vain; 

Vapours and pride by turns possess her brain: 

Now gayly mad, now sourly splenetic, 

Freakish when well, and fretful when she’s sick. 

If fair, then chaste she cannot long abide. 

By pressing youth attack’d on ev’ry side. 

If foul, her wealth the lusty lover lures, 

Or else her wit some fool-gallant procures. 

Or else she dances with becoming grace, 

Or shape excuses the defects of face. 

There swims no goose so grey, but soon or late, 

She finds some honest gander for her mate. 

Horses (thou say’st) and asses, men may try, 

And ring suspected vessels ere they buy: 

But wives, a random choice, untry’d they take. 

They dream in courtship, but in wedlock wake; 
Then, nor till then, the veil’s remov’d away, 

And all the woman glares in open day. 

You tell me, to preserve your wife’s good grace. 
Your eyes must always languish on my face, 

Your tongue with constant flatt’ries feed my ear, 

And tag each sentence with. My life! my dear! 

If by strange chance, a modest blush be raised. 

Be sure my fine complexion must be prais’d: 
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My garments always must be new and gay, 

And feasts still kept upon my wedding-iay: 

Then must my nurse be pleas’d, and fav’rite maid; 
And endless treats, and endless visits paid. 

To a long train of kindred, friends, allies; 

All this thou say’st, and all thou say’st are lyes. 

On Jenkin too you cast a squinting eye: 

What! can your prentice raise your jealousy.^ 

Fresh are his ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair. 

And like the burnish’d gold his curling hair. 

But clear thy wrinkled brow, and quit thy sorrow. 
I’d scorn your prentice, should you die to-morrow. 

Why are thy chests all lock’d.^ on what design.^ 
Are not thy worldly goods and treasure mine } 

Sir, I’m no fool: nor shall you, by St. John, 

Have goods and body to yourself alone. 

One you shall quit, in spite of both your eyes— 

I heed not, I, the bolts, the locks, the spies. 

If you had wit, you’d say, ‘Go where you will. 

Dear spouse, I credit not the tales they tell: 

Take all the freedoms of a married life; 

I know thee for a virtuous, faithful wife.’ 

Lord I when you have enough, what need you care 
How merrily soever others fare ? 

Tho’ all the day I give and take delight. 

Doubt not, sufficient will be left at night. 

’Tis but a just and rational desire, 

To light a taper at a neighbour’s fire. 

There’s danger too, you think, in rich array. 

And none can long be modest that are gay. 

The Cat, if you but singe her tabby skin. 

The chimney keeps, and sits content within; 

But once grown sleek, will from her corner run. 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the sun; 

She licks her fair round face, and frisks abroad, 

To show her furr, and to be catterwaw'd. 

Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to my desires 
These three right ancient venerable sires. 

I told ’em. Thus you say, and thus you do— 

And told ’em false, but Jenkin swore *twas true. 
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I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine, 

And first complain’d, whene’er the guilt was mine. 

I tax’d them oft with wenching and amours, 

When their weak legs scarce dragg’d ’em out of doors; 
And swore the rambles that I took by night, 

Were all to spy what damsels they bedight. 

That colour brought me many hours of mirth; 

For all this wit is giv’n us from our birth. 

Heav’n gave to woman the peculiar grace 
To spin, to weep, and cully human race. 

By this nice conduct, and this prudent course. 

By murm’ring, wheedling, stratagem, and force, 

I still prevail’d, and would be in the right. 

Or curtain-lectures made a restless night. 

If once my husband’s arm was o’er my side, 

What! so familiar with your spouse.^ I cry’d: 

I levied first a tax upon his need, 

Then let him—’twas a nicety indeed 1 
Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, 

Marry who will, our sex is to be sold 1 
With empty hands no tassels you can lure. 

But fulsom love for gain we can endure; 

For gold we love the impotent and old, 

And heave, and pant, and kiss, and cling, for gold. 

Yet with embraces, curses oft I mixt, 

Then kiss’d again, and chid and rail’d betwixt. 

Well, I may make my will in peace, and die, 

For not one word in man’s arrears am I. 

To drop a dear dispute I was unable, 

Ev’n tho’ the Pope himself had sat at table. 

But when my point was gain’d, then thus I spoke, 
‘Billy, my dear, how sheepishly you look! 

Approach, my spouse, and let me kiss thy cheek; 

Thou should’st be always thus, resign’d and meek! 

Of Job’s great patience since so oft you preach. 

Well should you practise, who so well can teach, 

’Tis difficult to do, I must allow, 

But I, my dearest, will instruct you how. 

Great is the blessing of a prudent wife. 

Who puts a period to domestic strife. 
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One of us two must rule, and one obey; j 

And since in man right reason bears the sway, , 
Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way. J 
The wives of all my family have rul’d 
Their tender husbands, and their passions cool’d. 
Fye, ’tis unmanly thus to sigh and groan; 

What! would you have me to yourself alone } 

Why take me. Love! take all and every part! 
Here’s your Revenge! you love it at your heart, 
Would I vouchsafe to sell what nature gave. 

You little think what custom I could have. 

But see! I’m all your own—nay hold—for shame! 
What means my dear—indeed—you are to blame.’ 

Thus with my first three Lords I past my life; 

A very woman, and a very wife. 

What sums from these old spouses I could raise, 
Procur’d young husbands in my riper days. 

Tho’ past my bloom, not yet decay’d was I, 
Wanton and wild, and chatter’d like a pye. 

In country dances still I bore the bell, 

And sung as sweet as ev’ning Philomel. 

To clear my quail-pipe, and refresh my soul. 

Full oft I drain’d the spicy nut-brown bowl; 

Rich luscious wines, that youthful blood improve, 
And warm the swelling veins to feats of love i 
For ’tis as sure as cold ingenders hail, 

A liqu’rish mouth must have a lech’rous tail; 

Wine lets no lover unrewarded go. 

As all true gamesters by experience know. 

But oh, good Gods I whene’er a thought I cast 
On all the joys of youth and beauty past, 

To find in pleasures I have had my part, 

Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 

This wicked world was once my dear delight; 

Now all my conquests, all my charms good night! 
The flour consum’d, the best that now I can, 

Is e’en to make my market of the bran. 

My fourth dear spouse was not exceeding true; 
He kept, ’twas thought, a private miss or two: 

But all that score I paid—as how ? you’ll say. 
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Not with my body, in a filthy way: 

But 1 so dress’d, and danc’d, and drank, and din’d 
And view’d a friend, with eyes so very kind. 

As stung his heart, and made his marrow fry, 

With burning rage, and frantick jealousy. 

His soul, I hope, enjoys eternal glory, 

For here on earth I was his purgatory. 

Oft, when his shoe the most severely wrung, 

He put on careless airs, and sat and sung. 

How sore I gall’d him, only heav’n could know, 
And he that felt, and I that caus’d the woe. 

He dy’d, when last from pilgrimage I came, 

With other gossips, from Jerusalem; 

And now lies buried underneath a Rood, 

Fair to be seen, and rear’d of honest wood. 

A tomb, indeed, with fewer sculptures grac’d. 
Than that Mausolus’ pious widow plac’d, 

Or where inshrin’d the great Darius lay; 

But cost on graves is merely thrown away. 

The pit fill’d up, with turf we cover’d o’er; 

So bless the good man’s soul, I say no more. 

Now for my fifth lov’d Lord, the last and best; 
(Kind heav’n afford him everlasting rest) 

Full hearty was his love, and I can shew 
The tokens on my ribs, in black and blue; 

Yet, with a knack, my heart he could have won, 
While yet the smart was shooting in the bone. 
How quaint an appetite in women reigns! 

Free gifts we scorn, and love what costs us pains: 
Let men avoid us, and on them we leap; 

A glutted market makes provision cheap. 

In pure good will I took this jovial spark. 

Of Oxford he, a most egregious clerk. 

He boarded with a widow in the town, 

A trusty gossip, one dame Alison. 

Full well the secrets of my soul she knew. 

Better than e’er our parish Priest could do. 

To her I told whatever could befall: 

Had but my husband piss’d against a wall, 

Or done a thing that might have cost his life. 
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She—and my niece—and one more worthy wife, 

Had known it all: what most he would conceal, 

To these I made no scruple to reveal. 

Oft has he blush’d from ear to ear for shame. 

That e’er he told a secret to his dame. 

It so befel, in holy time of Lent, 

That oft a day I to this gossip went; 

(My husband, thank my stars, was out of town) 

From house to house we rambled up and down, 

This clerk, myself, and my good neighbour Alee, 

To see, be seen, to tell, and gather tales. 

Visits to ev’ry Church we daily paid. 

And march’d in ev’r>' holy Masquerade, 

The Stations duly, and the Vigils kept; 

Not much we fasted, but scarce ever slept. 

At Sermons too I shone in scarlet gay. 

The wasting moth ne’er spoil’d my best array; 

The cause was this, I wore it ev’r)' day. 

’Twas when fresh May her early blossoms yields. 
This Clerk and I were walking in the fields. 

We grew so intimate, I can’t tell how', 

I pawn’d my honour, and engag’d my vow. 

If e’er I laid my husband in his urn, 

That he, and only he, should serve my turn. 

We strait struck hands; the bargain was agreed; 

I still have shifts against a time of need: 

The mouse that always trusts to one poor hole, 

Can never be a mouse of any soul. 

I vow’d, I scarce cou’d sleep since first I knew him, 
And durst be sworn he had bewitch’d me to him; 

If e’er I slept, I dream’d of him alone. 

And dreams forctcl, as learned men have shown: 

All this I said; but dream, sirs, I had none: 

I follow’d but my crafty Crony’s lore, 

Who bid me tell this lye—and twenty more. 

Thus day by day, and month by month we past; 

It pleas’d the Lord to take my spouse at last. 

I tore my gown, 1 soil’d my locks with dust. 

And beat my breasts, as wretched widows—must. 
Before my face my handkerchief I spread. 
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To hide the flood of tears I did—not shed. 

The good man’s coffin to the Church was bom; 
Around, the neighbours, and my cleric, too, mourn. 
But as he march’d, good Gods I he show’d a pair 
Of legs and feet, so clean, so strong, so fair! 

Of twenty winters age he seem’d to be; 

I (to say truth) was twenty more than he; 

But vig’rous still, a lively buxom dame; 

And had a wond’rous gift to quench a flame. 

A Conj’rer once, that deeply could divine, 

Assur’d me, Mars in Taurus was my sign. 

As the stars order’d, such my life has been: 

Alas, alas, that ever love was sin I 

Fair Venus gave me fire, and sprightly grace, 

And Mars assurance, and a dauntless face. 

By virtue of this pow’rful constellation, 

I follow’d always my own inclination. 

But to my tale: A month scarce pass’d away. 

With dance and song we kept the nuptial day. 

All I possess’d I gave to his command. 

My goods and chattels, money, house, and land: 

But oft repented, and repent it still; 

He prov’d a rebel to my sov’reign will: 

Nay once by heav’n he struck me on the face; 

Hear but the fact, and judge yourselves the case. 

Stubborn as any Lioness was I; 

And knew full well to raise my voice on high; 

As true a rambler as I was before. 

And would be so, in spite of all he swore. 

He, against this, right sagely would advise. 

And old examples set before my eyes; 

Tell how the Roman matrons led their life. 

Of Gracchus’ mother, and Duilius’ wife; 

And close the sermon, as beseem’d his wit. 

With some grave sentence out of holy writ. 

Oft would he say, who builds his house on sands, 
Pricks his blind horse across the fallow lands. 

Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims roam, 

Deserves a fool’s-cap and long ears at home. 

All this avail’d not; for whoe’er he be 
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That tells my faults, I hate him mortally: 

And so do numbers more, Til boldly say. 

Men, women, clergy, regular and lay. 

My spouse (who was, you know, to learning bred) 355 
A certain treatise oft at evening read, 

Where divers Authors (whom the devU confound 
For all their lyes) were in one volume bound. 

Valerius, whole; and of St. Jerome, part; 

Chrysippus and Tertullian, Ovid’s Art, 360 

Solomon’s proverbs, Eloisa’s loves; 

And many more than sure the Church approves. 

More legends were there here, of wicked wives, 

Than good, in all the Bible and Saints-lives. 

Who drew the Lion vanquish’d.^ ’Twas a Man. 365 

But cou’d we women write as scholars can. 

Men should stand mark’d with far more wickedness, 

Than all the sons of Adam could redress. 

Love seldom haunts the breast where Learning lies. 

And Venus sets ere Mercury can rise. 370 

Those play the scholars who can’t play the men, 

And use that weapon which they have, their pen; 

When old, and past the relish of delight, 

Then down they sit, and in their dotage write, 

That not one woman keeps her marriage-vow. 37s 

(This by the way, but to my purpose now.) 

It chanc’d my husband, on a winter’s night. 

Read in this book, aloud, with strange delight, 

How the first female (as the Scriptures show) 

Brought her own spouse and all his race to woe. 380 

How Samson fell; and he whom Dcjanire 
Wrap’d in th’ envenom’d shirt, and set on fire. 

How curs’d Eryphile her lord betray’d, 

And the dire ambush Clytaemnestra laid. 

But what most pleas’d him was the Cretan dame, 385 

And husband-bull—oh monstrous! fie for shame! 

He had by heart, the whole detail of woe 
Xantippe made her good man undergo; 

How oft she scolded in a day, he knew. 

How many piss-pots on the sage she threw; 

Who took it patiently, and wip’d his head; 

a 


390 



THE WIFE OF BATH 

Rain follows thunder, that was all he said. 

He read, how Arius to his friend complain’d, 

A fatal Tree was growing in his land. 

On which three wives successively had twin’d 
A sliding noose, and waver’d in the wind. 

Where grows this plant (reply’d the friend) oh where ? 
For better fruit did never orchard bear. 

Give me some slip of this most blissful tree, 

And in my garden planted shall it be. 

Then how two wives their lord’s destruction prove 
Thro’ hatred one, and one thro’ too much love; 

That for her husband mix’d a pois’nous draught. 

And this for lust an am’rous philtre bought: 

The nimble juice soon seiz’d his giddy head, 

Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. 

How some with swords their sleeping lords have slain. 
And some have hammer’d nails into their brain, 

And some have drench’d them with a deadly potion; 

All this he read, and read with great devotion. 

Long time I heard, and swell’d, and blush’d, and 
frown’d; 

But when no end of these vile tales I found, 

When still he read, and laugh’d, and read again, 

And half the night was thus consum’d in vain; 

Provok’d to vengeance, three large leaves I tore 
And with one buffet fell’d him on the floor. 

With that my husband in a fury rose. 

And down he settled me with hearty blows. 

I groan’d, and lay extended on my side; 

Oh! thou hast slain me for my wealth (I cry’d) 

Yet I forgive thee—take my last embrace— 

He wept, kind soul! and stoop’d to kiss my face; 

I took him such a box as turn’d him blue, 

Then sigh’d and cry’d, Adieu, my dear, adieu! 

But after many a hearty struggle past, 

I condescended to be pleas’d at last. 

Soon as he said. My mistress and my wife, 

Do what you list, the term of all your life: 

I took to heart the merits of the cause, 

And stood content to rule by wholesome laws; 
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Receiv’d the reins of absolute command, 

With all the government of house and land; 

And empire o’er his tongue, and o’er his hand. 

As for the volume that revil’d the dames, 

’Twas torn to fragments, and condemn’d to flames. 435 
Now heav’n on all my husbands gone, bestow 
Pleasures above, for tortures felt below: 

That rest they wish’d for, grant them in the grave, 

And bless those souls my conduct help’d to save! 
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O EDIPUS King of Thebes having by mistake slain his father 
Laius, and marry’d his mother Jocasta, put out his own eyes, 
and resign’d the realm to his sons, Etcoclcs and Polynices. Being 
neglected by them, he makes his prayer to the fury Tisiphone, to sow 
debate betwixt the brothers. They agree at last to reign singly, each a 
year by turns, and the first lot is obtain’d by Eteocles. Jupiter, in a 
council of the Gods, declares his resolution of punishing the Thebans, 
and Argives also, by means of a marriage betwixt Polynices and one 
of the daughters of Adrastus King of Argos. Juno opposes, but to no 
effect; and Mercury is sent on a message to the shades, to the ghost of 
Laius, who is to appear to Eteocles, and provoke him to break the 
agreement. Polynices in the mean time departs from Thebes by 
night, is overtaken by a storm, and arrives at Argos; where he meets 
with Tydeus, who had fled from Calydon, having kill’d his brother. 
Adrastus entertains them, having receiv’d an oracle from Apollo that 
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his daughters should be marryM to a Boar, and a Lion, which he 
understands to be meant of these strangers by whom the hides of 
those beasts were worn, and who arrivM at the time when he kept an 
annual feast in honour of that God. The rise of this solemnity he 
relates to his guests, the loves of Phoebus and Psamathe, and the 
story of Choroebus. He enquires, and is made acquainted with their 

is renew’d, and the book concludes 

with a Hymn to Apollo. 

The Translator hopes he needs not apologize for his Choice of this 
piece, which was made almost in his Childhood. But finding the Version 
better than he expected, he gave it some Correction a few years after¬ 


F raternal Rage, the guilty Thebes alarms, 
Th alternate reign destroy’d by impious arms, 
Demand our song; a sacred fury fires 
My ravish d breast, and all the Muse inspires. 

O Goddess, say, shall I deduce my rhimes 
From the dire nation in its early times, 

Europa’s rape, Agenor’s stern decree. 

And Cadmus searching round the spacious sea } 

How with the serpent’s teeth he sow’d the soil, 

And reap’d an Iron harvest of his toil.^ 

Or how from joining stones the city sprung, 

While to his harp divine Amphion sung.? 

Or shall I Juno’s hate to Thebes resound. 

Whose fatal rage th’ unhappy Alonarch found.? 

The sire a^inst the son his arrows drew, 

O’er the wide fields the furious mother flew. 

And while her arms a second hope contain. 

Sprung from the rocks, and plung’d into the main. 

But wave whate’er to Cadmus may belong. 

And fix, O Muse! the barrier of thy song, 

At Oepidus—from his disasters trace 
The long confusions of his guilty race: 

Nor yet attempt to stretch thy bolder wing, 

And mighty CiEsar’s conqu’ring eagles sing; 

How twice he tam’d proud Ister’s rapid flood. 

While Dacian mountains stream’d with barb’rous blood; 
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Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 
And stretch’d his empire to the frozen Pole; 

Or long before, with early valour strove, 

In youthful arms t’assert the cause of Jove. 

And Thou, great Heir of all thy father's fame, 
Encrease of glory to the Latian name; 

Oh bless thy Rome with an eternal reign. 

Nor let desiring worlds entreat in vain! 

What tho’ the stars contract their heav'nly space, 
And crowd their shining ranks to yield thee place; 
Tho’ all the skies, ambitious of thy sway. 

Conspire to court thee from our world away; 

Tho’ Phoebus longs to mix his rays with thine. 

And in thy glories more serenely shine; 

Tho’ Jove himself no less content would be, 

To part his throne and share his hcav’n with thee; 
Yet stay, great Caesar! and vouchsafe to reign 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the watry main; 
Resign to Jove his empire of the skies, 

And people heav’n w'ith Roman deities. 

The time will come, when a diviner flame 
Shall warm my breast to sing of Caesar’s fame: 
Mean while permit that my preluding Muse 
In Theban wars an humbler theme may chuse: 

Of furious hate surviving death, she sings, 

A fatal throne to two contending Kings, 

And fun’ral flames, that parting wide in air. 

Express the discord of the souls they bear: 

Of towns dispeopled, and the wand’ring ghosts 
Of Kings unbury’d on the wasted coasts; 

When Dirce’s fountain blush’d with Grecian blood. 
And Thetis, near ismenos’ swelling flood. 

With dread beheld the rolling surges sweep, 

In heaps, his slaughter’d sons into the deep. 

What Hero, Clio! wilt thou first relate.^ 

The rage of Tydeus, or the Prophet’s fate? 

Or how with hills of slain on ev’ry side, 
Hippomedon repell’d the hostile tyde? 

Or how the Youth with ev’ry grace adorn’d; 

65. Parihenopxus. 
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Untimely fell, to be for ever moumM ? 

Then to fierce Capaneus thy verse extend, 

And sing with horror his prodigious end. 

Now wretched Oedipus, depriv’d of sight, 

Led a long death in everlasting night; 70 

But while he dwells where not a cheerful ray 
Can pierce the darkness, and abhors the day; 

The clear reflecting mind presents his sin 
In frightful views, and makes it day within; 

Returning thoughts in endless circles roll, 75 

And thousand furies haunt his guilty soul. 

The wretch then lifted to th’ unpitying skies 
Those empty orbs from whence he tore his eyes. 

Whose wounds, yet fresh, with bloody hands he strook. 
While from his breast these dreadful accents broke. 80 
Ye Gods, that o’er the gloomy regions reign, 

Where guilty spirits feel eternal pain; 

Thou, sable Styx! whose livid streams are roll’d 
Thro* dreary coasts which I, tho’ blind, behold: 

Tisiphone, that oft hast heard my pray’r, 85 

Assist, if Oedipus deserve thy care! 

If you receiv’d me from Jocasta’s womb. 

And nurs’d the hope of mischiefs yet to come: 

If leaving Poly bus, I took my way 

To Cyrrha’s temple on that fatal day, 90 

When by the son the trembling father dy’d, 

Where the three roads the Phocian fields divide: 

If I the Sphynx’s riddles durst explain. 

Taught by thyself to win the promis’d reign: 

If wretched I, by baleful Furies led, 95 

With monstrous mixture stain’d my mother’s bed. 

For hell and thee begot an impious brood, 

And with full lust those horrid joys renew’d; 

Then self-condemn’d to shades of endless night. 

Forc’d from these orbs the bleeding balls of sight; 100 
Oh hear, and aid the vengeance I require, 

If worthy thee, and what thou might’st inspire! 

My sons their old, unhappy sire despise, 

Spoil’d of his kingdom, and depriv’d of eyes; 

Guideless I wander, unregarded mourn, 105 
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While these exalt their sceptres o’er my urn; 

These sons, ye Gods! who with flagitious pride 
Insult my darkness, and my groans deride. 

Art thou a Father, unregarding Jove! 

And sleeps thy thunder in the realms above ? 

Thou Fury, then, some lasting curse entail, 

Which o’er their childrens children shall prevail: 

Place on their heads that crown distain’d with gore, 

Which these dire hands from my slain father tore; 

Go, and a parent’s heavy curses bear; 

Break all the bonds of nature, and prepare 
Their kindred souls to mutual hate and war. 

Give them to dare, what I might wish to see. 

Blind as I am, some glorious villany! 

Soon shalt thou find, if thou but arm their hands, 

Their ready guilt preventing thy commands: 

Could’st thou some great, proportion’d mischief frame, 
They’d prove the father from whose loins they came. 

The Fury heard, while on Cocytus’ brink 
Her snakes, unty’d, sulphureous waters drink; 125 

But at the summons, roll’d her eyes around, 

And snatch’d the starting serpents from the ground. 

Not half so swiftly shoots along in air 
The gliding light’ning, or descending star. 

Thro’ crouds of airy shades she wing’d her flight, 130 

And dark dominions of the silent night; 

Swift as she pass’d, the flitting ghosts withdrew. 

And the pale spectres trembled at her view: 

To th’ iron gates of Tenarus she flies. 

There spreads her dusky pinions to the skies. 135 

The day beheld, and sick’ning at the sight, 

Veil’d her fair glories in the shades of night. 

Affrighted Atlas, on the distant shore. 

Trembled, and shook the heav’ns and gods he bore. 

Now from beneath Malea’s airy height 140 

Aloft she sprung, and steer’d to Thebes her flight; 

With eager speed the well-known journey rook. 

Nor here regrets the hell she late forsook, 

A hundred snakes her gloomy visage shade, 

A hundred serpents guard her horrid head, 145 
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In her sunk eye-balls dreadful meteors glow: 

Such rays from Phoebe’s bloody circle flow, 

When laboring with strong charms, she shoots from high 
A fiery gleam, and reddens all the sky. 

Blood stain’d her cheeks, and from her mouth there came 150 
Blue streaming poisons, and a length of flame; 

From ev’ry blast of her contagious breath. 

Famine and drought proceed, and plagues, and death: 

A robe obscene was o’er her shoulders thrown, 

A dress by Fates and Furies worn alone: 155 

She toss’d her meagre arms; her better hand 
In waving circles whirl’d a fun’ral brand; 

A serpent from her left was seen to rear 
His flaming crest, and lash the yielding air. 

But when the Fury took her stand on high, 160 

Where vast Cythaeron’s top salutes the sky, 

A hiss from all the snaky tire went round: 

The dreadful signal all the rocks rebound, 

And thro’ th’Achaian cities send the sound. 

Oete, with high Parnassus, heard the voice; 165 

Eurota’s banks remurmur’d to the noise; 

Again Leucothoe shook at these alarms, 

And press’d Palxmon closer in her arms. 

Headlong from thence the glowing Fury springs. 

And o’er the Theban palace spreads her wings, 170 

Once more invades the guilty dome, and shrouds 
Its bright pavilions in a veil of clouds. 

Strait with the rage of all their race possess’d, 

Stung to the soul, the brothers start from rest, 

And all the Furies wake within their breast. 

Their tortur’d minds repining Envy tears, 

And Hate, engender’d by suspicious fears; 

And sacred Thirst of sw'ay; and all the ties 
Of Nature broke; and royal Perjuries; 

And impotent Desire to reign alone, 180 

That scorns the dull reversion of a throne; 

Each would the sweets of sov’reign rule devour. 

While Discord waits upon divided pow’r. 

As stubborn steers by brawny plowmen broke. 

And join’d reluctant to the galling yoke, 185 
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Alike disdain with servile necks to bear 
Th’unwonted weight, or drag the crooked share, 
But rend the reins, and bound a difTrent way, 
And all the furrows in confusion lay: 

Such was the discord of the royal pair, 

Whom fury drove precipitate to war. 

In vain the chiefs contriv’d a specious way. 

To govern Thebes by their alternate sway: 

Unjust decree! while this enjoys the state. 

That mourns in exile his unequal fate; 

And the short monarch of a hasty year 
Foresees with anguish his returning heir. 

Thus did the league their impious arms restrain, 
But scarce subsisted to the second reign. 

Yet then no proud aspiring piles were rais’d. 

No fretted roofs with polish’d metals blaz’d. 

No labour’d columns in long order plac’d. 

No Grecian stone the pompous arches grac’d; 

No nightly bands in glitt’ring armour wait 
Before the sleepless Tyrant’s guarded gate; 

No chargers then were wrought in burnish’d gold. 
Nor silver vases took the forming mold; 

Nor gems on bowls emboss’d were seen to shine, 
Blaze on the brims, and sparkle in the wine— 

Say, wretched rivals! what provokes your rage.^ 
Say, to what end your impious arms engage.? 

Not all bright Phoebus views in early morn, 

Or when his ev’ning beams the west adorn, 

When the south glows with his meridian ray, 

And the cold north receives a fainter day; 

For crimes like these, not all those realms suffice, 
Were all those realms the guilty victor’s prize! 

But fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) 
Decrees to proud Eteocles the crown: 

What joys, oh Tyrant I swell’d thy sou! that day. 
When all were slaves thou could’st around survey. 
Pleas’d to behold unbounded pow’r thy own. 

And singly fill a fear’d and envy d throne I 
But the vile Vulgar, ever discontent. 

Their growing fears in secret murmurs vent. 
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Still prone to change, tho’ still the slaves of state, 

And sure the monarch whom they have, to hate; 

New lords they madly make, then tamely bear. 

And softly curse the Tyrants whom they fear. 

And one of those who groan beneath the sway *30 

Of Kings impos’d, and grudgingly obey, 

(Whom envy to the great, and vulgar spight 
With scandal arm’d, th’ignoble mind’s delight,) 

Exclaim’d—O Thebes I for thee what fates remain, 

What woes attend this inauspicious reign ? 235 

Must we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare, 1 

Each haughty master’s yoke by turns to bear, } 

And still to change whom chang’d we still must fear? J 
These now controul a wretched people’s fate, 

These can divide, and these reverse the state: 240 

Ev’n Fortune rules no more:—O servile land, 

Where exil’d tyrants still by turns command 1 
Thou sire of Gods and men, imperial Jove I 
Is this th’eternal doom decreed above ? 

On thy own offspring hast thou fix’d this fate, 245 

From the first birth of our unhappy state; 

When banish’d Cadmus, wand’ring o’er the main, 

For lost Europa search’d the world in vain, 

And fated in Boeotian fields to found 
A rising empire on a foreign ground, 250 

First rais’d our walls on that ill-omen’d plain. 

Where earth-born brothers were by brothers slain ? 

What lofty looks th’unrival’d monarch bears! 

How all the tyrant in his face appears I 

What sullen fury clouds his scornful brow! 255 

Gods! how his eyes with threatning ardour glow! 

Can this imperious lord forget to reign. 

Quit all his state, descend, and serve again ? 

Yet who, before, more popularly bow’d, 

Who more propitious to the suppliant crowd } 260 

Patient of right, familiar in the throne ? 

What wonder then ? he was not then alone. 

Oh wretched we, a vile, submissive train. 

Fortune’s tame fools, and slaves in ev’ry reign 1 
As when two winds with rival force contend, 265 
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This way and that, the wav’ring sails they bend, 

While freezing Boreas and black Eurus blow. 

Now here, now there, the reeling vessel throw: 

Thus on each side, alas! our tott’ring state 

Feels all the fury of resistless fate, 270 

And doubtful still, and still distracted stands, 

While that Prince threatens, and while this commands. 

And now th’almighty Father of the Gods 
Convenes a council in the blest abodes: 

Far in the bright recesses of the skies, 275 

High o’er the rolling heav’ns, a mansion lies. 

Whence, far below, the Gods at once survey 
The realms of rising and declining day. 

And all th’extended space of earth, and air, and sea. 

Full in the midst, and on a starry Throne, 

The Majesty of heav’n superior shone; 

Serene he look’d, and gave an awful nod. 

And all the trembling spheres confess’d the God. 

At Jove’s assent, the deities around 
In solemn state the consistory crown’d. 285 

Next a long order of inferior pow’rs 
Ascend from Iiills, and plains, and shady bow rs; 

Those from whose urns the rolling rivers flow; 

And those that give the wand’ring winds to blow: 

Here all their rage, and cv’n their murmurs cease, 290 

And sacred silence reigns, and universal peace. 

A shining synod of majestic Gods 
Gilds with new lustre the divine abodes; 

Heav’n seems improv’d with a superior ray. 

And the bright arch reflects a double day. 295 

The Monarch then his solemn silence broke. 

The still creation listen’d while he spoke. 

Each sacred accent bears eternal weight, 

And each irrevocable word is Fate. 

How long shall man the wrath of heav’n defy, 300 

And force unwilling vengeance from the sky! 

Oh race confed’rate into crimes, that prove 
Triumphant o’er th’eluded rage of Jove! 

This weary’d arm can scarce the bolt sustain, 

And unregarded thunder rolls in vain: 30s 
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Th’o’erlabour’d Cyclop from his task retires; 
Th’iEolian forge exhausted of its fires. 

For this, I suffer’d Phoebus’ steeds to stray, 

And the mad ruler to misguide the day, 

When the wide earth to heaps of ashes turn’d, 

And heav’n itself the wand’ring chariot bum’d. 

For this, my brother of the wat’ry reign ] 

Releas’d th’impetuous sluices of the main: } 

But flames consum’d, and billows rag’d in vain, j 
Two races now, ally’d to Jove, offend; 

To punish these, see Jove himself descend! 

The Theban Kings their line from Cadmus trace. 
From godlike Perseus those of Argive race. 
Unhappy Cadmus’ fate who does not know ? 

And the long series of succeeding woe: 

How oft the Furies from the deeps of night 
Arose, and mix’d with men in mortal fight: 
Th’exulting mother, stain’d with filial blood; 

The savage hunter and the haunted wood; 

The direful banquet why should I proclaim, 

And crimes that grieve the trembling Gods to name 
Ere I recount the sins of these profane, ] 

The sun would sink into the western main, 

And rising gild the radiant east again. 

Have we not seen (the blood of Laius shed) 

The murd’ring son ascend his parent’s bed, 

Thro’ violated nature force his way. 

And stain the sacred womb where once he lay ? 

Yet now in darkness and despair he groans, 

And for the crimes of guilty fate atones; 

His sons with scorn their eyeless father view, 

Insult his wounds, and make them bleed anew. 

Thy curse, oh Oedipus, just heav’n alarms, 

And sets th’avenging thunderer in arms, 

I from the root thy guilty race will tear. 

And give the nations to the waste of war. 

Adrastus soon, with Gods averse, shall join 
In dire alliance with the Theban line; 

Hence strife shall rise, and mortal war succeed; 

The guilty realms of Tantalus shall bleed; 
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Fix’d is their doom; this all-rcmcmbring breast 
Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant’s feast. 

He said; and thus the Queen of heav’n return’d; 
(With sudden Grief her lab’ring bosom burn’d) 

Must I, whose cares Phoroncus’ tow’rs defend, 

Must I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend ? 

Thou know’st those regions my protection claim, 
Glorious in arms, in riches, and in fame; 

Tho’ there the fair .F^gyptian heifer fed, 

And there deluded Argus slept, and bled; 

Tho’ there the brazen tow’r was storm'd of old, 

When Jove descended in almighty gold. 

Yet I can pardon those obscurer rapes, 

Those bashful crimes disguis’d in borrow’d shapes; 
But Thebes, where shining in celestial charms 
Thou cam’st triumphant to a mortal’s arms, 

When all my glories o’er her limbs were spread, 

And blazing lightnings danc’d around her bed; 

Curs’d Thebes the vengeance it deserves, may prove— 
Ah why should Argos feel the rage of Jove ^ 

Yet since thou wilt thy .sister-queen controul, 

Since still the lust of discord fires thy soul. 

Go, rase my Samos, let Mycene fall. 

And level with the dust the Spartan wall; 

No more let mortals Juno’s pow’r invoke, 

Her fanes no more with eastern incense smoke, 

Nor victims sink beneath the sacred stroke; 

But to your Isis all my rites transfer, 

Let altars blaze and temples smoke for her; 

For her, thro’ yTgypt’s fruitful clime renown’d. 

Let weeping Nilus hear the timbrel sound. 

But if thou must reform the stubborn times, 

Avenging on the sons the father’s crimes. 

And from the long records of distant age 
Derive incitements to renew thy rage; 

Say, from what period then has Jove design’d 
To date his vengeance; to what bounds confin’d } 

Begin from thence, where first Alpheus hides 
His wand’ring stream, and thro’ the briny tides 
Unmix’d to his Sicilian river glides. 
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Thy own Arcadians there the thunder claim, 

Whose impious rites disgrace thy mighty name; 
Who raise thy temples where the chariot stood 
Of fierce Oenomaus, defil’d with blood; 

Where once his steeds their savage banquet found, 
And human bones yet whiten all the ground. 

Say, can those honours please ? and can’st thou love 
Presumptuous Crete that boasts the tomb of Jove. 
And shall not Tantalus his kingdoms share 
Thy wife and sister’s tutelary care } 

Reverse, O Jove, thy too severe decree, 

Nor doom to war a race deriv’d from thee; 

On impious realms, and barb’rous Kings, impose 
Thy plagues, and curse ’em with such Sons as those. 

Thus, in reproach and pray’r, the Queen express’d 
The rage and grief contending in her breast; 
Unmov’d remain’d the ruler of the sky, 

And from his throne return’d this stem reply. 

’Twas thus I deem’d thy haughty soul would bear 
The dire, tho* just, revenge which I prepare 
Against a nation thy peculiar care: 

No less Dione might for Thebes contend, 

Nor Bacchus less his native town defend, 

Yet these in silence see the fates fulfil 
Their work, and rev’rence our superior will. 

For by the black infernal Styx I swear, 

(That dreadful oath which binds the Thunderer) 

*Tis fix’d; th’ irrevocable doom of Jove; 

No force can bend me, no persuasion move. 

Haste then, Cyllenius, thro* the liquid air; 

Go mount the winds, and to the shades repair; 

Bid hell’s black monarch my commands obey, 

And give up Laius to the realms of day, 

Whose ghost yet shiv’ring on Cocytus’ sand. 

Expects its passage to the farther strand: 

Let the pale sire revisit Thebes, and bear 
These pleasing orders to the tyrant’s ear; 

That, from his exil’d brother, sweli’d with pride 
Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, 

399. Eteocles and Polyniccs. 
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Almighty Jove commands him to detain 
The promis’d empire, and alternate reign: 

Be this the cause of more than mortal hate: 

The rest, succeeding times shall ripen into Fate. 

The God obeys, and to his feet applies 
Those golden wings that cut the yielding skies; 

His ample hat his beamy locks o’erspread. 

And veil’d the starry glories of his head: 

He seiz’d the wand that causes sleep to fly, 

Or in soft slumbers seals the wakeful eye; 

That drives the dead to dark Tartarean coasts, 

Or back to life compels the wondring ghosts. 

Thus, thro’ the parting clouds, the son of May 
Wings on the whistling winds his rapid way; 

Now smoothly steers thro’ air his equal flight, 

Now springs aloft, and tow’rs th’ ethereal height; 

Then wheeling down the steep of heav’n he flies. 

And draws a radiant circle o’er the skies. 

Mean time the banish’d Polynices roves 
(His Thebes abandon’d) thro’ th’ Aonian groves, 

While future realms his wandring thoughts delight, 445 
His daily vision, and his dream by night; 

Forbidden Thebes appears before his eye. 

From whence he sees his absent brother fly. 

With transport views the airy rule his own, 

And swells on an imaginary throne. 450 

Fain would he cast a tedious age away, 

And live out all in one triumphant day. 

He chides the lazy progress of the sun. 

And bids the year with swifter motion run. 

With anxious hopes his craving mind is tost, 455 

And all his joys in length of wishes lost. 

The hero then resolves his course to bend 
Where ancient Danaus’ fruitful fields extend, 

And fam’d Mycene’s lofty tow’rs ascend, 

(Where late the sun did Atreus’ crimes detest 460 

And disappear’d, in horror of the feast.) 

And now by chance, by fate, or furies led, 

From Bacchus’ consecrated caves he fled, 

Where the shrill cries of frantic matrons sound, 
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And Pentheus’ blood enrich’d the rising ground. 
Then sees Cythaeron towring o’er the plain, 

And thence declining gently to the main. 

Next to the bounds of Nisus’ realm repairs, 

Where treach’rous Scylla cut the purple hairs: 

The hanging cliffs of Scyron’s rock explores, 

And hears the murmurs of the difTrent shores: 

Passes the strait that parts the foaming seas, 

And stately Corinth’s pleasing site surveys. 

’Twas now the time when Phoebus yields to night 
And rising Cynthia sheds her silver light, 

Wide o’er the world in solemn pomp she drew 
Her airy chariot, hung with pearly dew; 

All birds and beasts lie hush’d; sleep steals away 
The wild desires of men, and toils of day, 

And brings, descending thro’ the silent air, 

A sweet forgetfulness of human care. 

Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay. 

Promise the skies the bright return of day; 

No faint reflections of the distant light 
Streak with long gleams the scatt’ring shades of night; 
From the damp earth impervious vapours rise, 
Encrease the darkness and involve the skies. 

At once the rushing winds with roaring sound 
Burst from th* jEolian caves, and rend the ground, 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 

And win by turns the kingdom of the sky; 

But with a thicker night black Auster shrouds 
The heav’ns, and drives on heaps the rolling clouds, 
From whose dark womb a rattling tempest pours. 
Which the cold north congeals to haily show’rs. 

From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud. 

And broken lightnings flash from ev’ry cloud. 

Now smoaks with show’rs the misty mountain-ground, 
And floated fields lie undistinguish’d round. 

Th’ Inachian streams with headlong fury run, 

And Erasinus rolls a deluge on: 

The foaming Lema swells above its bounds. 

And spreads its ancient poisons o’er the grounds; 
Where late was dust, now rapid torrents play. 
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Rush thro’ the mounds, and bear the damms away: 505 

Old limbs of trees from crackling forests torn, 

Are whirl’d in air, and on the winds are born; 

The storm the dark Lycaean groves display’d, 

And first to light expos’d the sacred shade. 

Th’ intrepid Theban hears the bursting sky, 510 

Sees yawning rocks in massy fragments fly. 

And views astonish’d, from the hills afar. 

The floods descending and the wat’ry war. 

That, driv’n by storms, and pouring o’er the plain, 

Swept herds, and hinds, and houses to the main. 515 

Thro’ the brown horrors of the night he fled, 

Nor knows, amaz’d, what doubtful path to tread, 

His brother’s image to his mind appears. 

Inflames his heart with rage, and wings his feet with fears. 

So fares a sailor on the stormy main, 5^° 

When clouds conceal Bootes’ golden wain, 

When not a star its friendly lustre keeps, 

Nor trembling Cynthia glimmers on the deeps; 

He dreads the rocks, and shoals, and seas, and skies, 

While thunder roars, and light’ning round him flies. 525 
Thus strove the chief, on ev’ry side distress d, 

Thus still his courage, with his toils, increas’d; 

With his broad shield oppos’d, he forc’d his way 
Thro’ thickest woods, and rouz’d the beasts of prey. 

Till he beheld, where from Larissa’s height 
The shelving walls reflect a glancing light: 

Thither with haste the Theban hero flies; 

On this side Lerna’s pois’nous water lies, 

On that, Prosymna’s grove and temple rise: 

He pass’d the gates which then unguarded lay. 

And to the regal palace bent his way; 

On the cold marble, spent with toil, he lies. 

And waits till pleasing slumbers seal his eyes. 

Adastrus here his happy people sways. 

Blest with calm peace in his declining days. 

By both his parents of descent divine, 

Great Jove and Pheebus grac’d his noble hue: 

Heav’n had not crown’d his wishes with a son, 

But t>vo fair daughters heir’d his state and throne. 
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To him Apollo (wond’rous to relate! 

But who can pierce into the depths of fate ?) 

Had sung—‘Expect thy sons on Argos’ shore, 

A yellow lion and a bristly boar.’ 

This, long revolv’d in his paternal breast, 

Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his rest; 

This, great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee, 

Tho’ skill’d in fate and dark futurity. 

The father’s care and prophet’s art were vain, 

For thus did the predicting God ordain. 

Lo hapless Tydeus, whose ill-fated hand 
Had slain his brother, leaves his native land. 

And seiz’d with horror, in the shades of night. 
Thro’ the thick deserts headlong urg’d his flight: 
Now by the fury of the tempest driv’n, 

He seeks a shelter from th’inclement heav’n, 

’Till led by fate, the Theban’s steps he treads, 

And to fair Argos’ open court succeeds. 

When thus the chiefs from difTrent lands resort 
T’Adrastus’ realms, and hospitable court; 

The King surveys his guests with curious eyes, 
And views their arms and habit with surprize. 

A lion’s yellow skin the Theban wears, 

Horrid his mane, and rough with curling hairs; 
Such once employ’d Alcides’ youthful toils. 

Ere yet adorn’d with Nemea’s dreadful spoils. 

A boar’s stiff hide, of Calydonian breed, 

Oenides’ manly shoulders overspread. 

Oblique his tusks, erect his bristles stood. 

Alive, the pride and terror of the wood. 

Struck with the sight, and fix’d in deep amaze, 
The King th’accomplish’d Oracle surveys. 

Reveres Apollo’s vocal caves, and owns 
The guiding Godhead, and his future sons. 

O’er all his bosom secret transports reign. 

And a glad horror shoots thro’ ev’ry vein. 

To heav’n he lifts his hands, erects his sight, 

And thus invokes the silent Queen of night. 

Goddess of shades, beneath whose gloomy reign 
Yon’ spangled arch glows with the starry train: 
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You who the cares of heav'n and earth allay, 

’Till nature quicken’d by th’inspiring ray 
Wakes to new vigour with the rising day. 

Oh thou who freest me from my doubtful state. 

Long lost and wilder’d in the maze of Fate! 

Be present still, oh Goddess! in our aid; 

Proceed, and firm those omens thou hast made. 

We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 

And on thy altars sacrifices lay; 

The sable flock shall fall beneath the stroke. 

And fill thy temples with a grateful smoke. 

Hail, faithful Tripos! hail, ye dark abodes 
Of awful Phoebus: I confess the Gods! 

Thus, seiz’d with sacred fear, the monarch pray’d; 
Then to his inner court the guests convey’d; 

Where yet thin fumes from dying sparks arise, 

And dust yet white upon each altar lies, 

The relicks of a former sacrifice. 

The King once more the solemn rites requires. 

And bids renew the feasts, and wake the fires. 

His train obey, while all the courts around 
With noisy care and various tumult sound. 
Embroider’d purple clothes the golden beds; 

This slave the floor, and that the table spreads; 

A third dispels the darkness of the night. 

And fills depending lamps with beams of light. 

Here loaves in canisters are pil d on hiEh> 

And there in flames the slaughter’d victims fry. 
Sublime in regal state Adrasius shone. 

Stretch’d on rich carpets on his iv’ry throne; 

A lofty couch receives each princely guest, 

Around, at awful distance, wait the rest. 

And now the king, his royal feast to grace, 

Acestis calls, the guardian of his race, ^ 

Who first their youth in arts of virtue tram d,^ 

And their ripe years in modest grace maintain d. 
Then softly whisper’d in her faithful ear, 

And bade his daughters at the rites appear. 

When from the close apartments of the night, 

The royal Nymphs approach divinely bright; 
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Such was Diana’s, such Minerva’s face; 

Nor shine their beauties with superior grace, 

But that in these a milder charm endears. 

And less of terror in their looks appears. 

As on the heroes first they cast their eyes, 

O’er their fair cheeks the glowing blushes rise, 

Their downcast looks a decent shame confess’d, 
Then, on their father’s rev’rend features rest. 

The banquet done, the monarch gives the sign 
To fill the goblet high with sparkling wine, 

Which Danaus us’d in sacred rites of old, 

With sculpture grac’d, and rough with rising gold. 
Here to the clouds victorious Perseus flies; 

Medusa seems to move her languid eyes. 

And ev’n in gold, turns paler as she dies. 

There from the chace Jove’s tow’ring eagle bears 
On golden wings, the Phrygian to the stars: 

Still as he rises in th’ethcrial height, 

His native mountains lessen to his sight; 

While all his sad companions upward gaze, 

Fix’d on the glorious scene in wild amaze. 

And the swift hounds, affrighted as he flies, 

Run to the shade, and bark against the skies. 

I'his golden bowl with gen’rous juice was crown’d, 
The first libations sprinkled on the ground; 

By turns on each celestial pow’r they call; 

With Phcebus’ name resounds the vaulted hall. 

The courtly train, the strangers, and the rest. 
Crown’d with chaste laurel, and with garlands drest 
(While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze) 

Salute the God in num’rous hymns of praise. 

Then thus the King: Perhaps, my noble guests, 
These honour’d altars, and these annual feasts 
To bright Apollo’s aweful name design’d, 

Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind. 
Great was the cause; our old solemnities 
From no blind zeal or fond tradition rise; 

But sav’d from death, our Argives yearly pay 
These grateful honours to the God of Day. 

When by a thousand darts the Python slain 
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With orbs unroll’d lay cov’ring all the plain, 
(Transfix’d as o’er Castalia’s streams he hung, 
And suck’d new poisons with his triple tongue) 
To Argos’ realms the victor god resorts, 

And enters old Crotopus’ humble courts. 

This rural prince one only daughter blest, ^ 
That all the charms of blooming youth possess’d; 
Fair was her face, and spotless was her rnind. 
Where filial love with virgin sweetness join’d. 
Happy! and happy still she might have prov’d, 
Were she less beautiful, or less belov’d! 

But Phoebus lov’d, and on the flow’ry side^ 

Of Nemca’s stream, the yielding fair enjoy’d; 
Now, ere ten moons their orb with light adorn, 
Th’illustrious offspring of the God was born. 

The Nymph, her father’s anger to evade. 

Retires from Argos to the sylvan .shade; 

To woods and wilds the pleasing burden bears, 
And trusts her infant to a shepherd s cares. 

How mean a fate, unhappy child! is thine? 

Ah how unworthy those of race divine? 

On flow’ry herbs in some green covert laid. 

His bed the ground, his canopy the shade, 

He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries. 

While the rude swain his rural music tries, 

To call soft slumbers on his infant eyes. 

Yet cv’n in those obscure abodes to live. 

Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give, 

I'or on the grassy verdure as he lay. 

And breath’d the freshness of the early day, 
Devouring dogs the helpless infant tore, 

Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp d the gore. 
Th’astonish’d mother, when the rumour came. 
Forgets her father, and neglects her fame. 

With loud complaints she fills the yitdding air. 
And beats her breast, and rends her flowing hair; 
Then wild with anguish to her sire she flies: 
Demands the sentence, and contented dies. 

But touch’d with sorrow for the dead too late. 
The raging God prepares t’avenge her fate. 
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He sends a monster, horrible and fell, 

Begot by furies in the depths of hell. 

The pest a virgin’s face and bosom bears; 

High on her crown a rising snake appears, 
Guards her black front, and hisses in her hairs: 
About the realm she walks her dreadful round. 
When night with sable wings overspreads the 
ground, 

Devours young babes before their parents eyes, 
And feeds and thrives on public miseries. 

But gen’rous rage the bold Choroebus warms, 
Chorcebus, fam’d for virtue, as for arms; 

Some few like him, inspir’d with martial flame, 
Thought a short life well lost for endless fame. 
These, where two ways in equal parts divide. 
The direful monster from afar descry’d; 

Two bleeding babes depending at her side; 
Whose panting vitals, warm with life, she draws. 
And in their hearts embrues her cruel claws. 

The youths surround her with extended spears; 
But brave Chorcebus in the front appears, 

Deep in her breast he plung’d his shining sword, 
And hell’s dire monster back to hell restor’d. 
Th’Inachians view the slain with vast surprize, 
Her twisting volumes and her rolling eyes. 

Her spotted breast, and gaping womb embru’d 
With livid poison, and our childrens blood. 

The crowd in stupid wonder fix’d appear. 

Pale ev’n in joy, nor yet forget to fear. 

Some with vast beams the squalid corpse engage, 
And weary all the wild efforts of rage. 

The birds obscene, that nightly flock’d to taste, 
With hollow screeches fled the dire repast; 

And rav’nous dogs, allur’d by scented blood, 

And starving wolves, ran howling to the wood. 

But fir’d with rage, from cleft Parnassus’ brow 
Avenging Phcebus bent his deadly bow. 

And hissing flew the feather’d fates below; 

A night of sultry clouds involv’d around 
The tow’rs, the fields, and the devoted ground: 
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And now a thousand lives together fled, 

Death with his scythe cut off the fatal thread, 
And a whole province in his triumph led. 

But Phoebus, ask’d why noxious fires appear, 
And raging Sirius blasts the sickly year, 
Demands their lives by whom his monster fell, 
And dooms a dreadful sacrifice to hell. 

Bless’d be thy dust, and let eternal fame 
Attend thy Manes, and preserve thy name; 
Undaunted hero! who, divinely brave. 

In such a cause disdain’d thy life to save; 

But view’d the shrine with a superior look, 

And to upbraided Godhead thus bespoke. 

With piety, the soul’s securest guard, 

And conscious virtue, still its own reward. 
Willing I come, unknowing how to fear; 

Nor shalt thou, Phoebus, find a suppliant here. 
Thy monster’s death to me was ow’d alone. 
And ’tis a deed too glorious to disown. 

Behold him here, for whom, so many days. 
Impervious clouds conceal’d thy sullen rays, 
For whom, as Man no longer claim d thy care, 
Such numbers fell by pestilential air! 

But if th’ abandon’d race of human kind 
From Gods above no more compassion find; 
If such inclemency in heav’n can dwell, 

Yet why must un-offending Argos feel 
The vengeance due to this unlucky steel ? 

On me, on me, let all thy fury fall. 

Nor err from me, since I deserve it all: 

Unless our desert cities please thy sight, 

Our fun’ral flames reflect a grateful light. 
Discharge thy shafts, this ready bosom rend. 
And to the shades a ghost triumphant send; 
But for my Country let my fate atone. 

Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own. 

Merit distress’d, impartial heav’n relieves: 
Unwelcome life relenting Phabus give.s; 

For not the vengeful pow’r, that glow d with 

rage, 
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With such amazing virtue durst engage. 

The clouds dispers’d, Apollo’s wrath expir’d, 

And from the wondring God th’ unwilling youth retir’d. 785 
Thence we these altars in his temple raise, 

And offer annual honours, feasts, and praise. 

These solemn feasts propitious Phoebus please. 

These honours, sdll renew’d, his antient wrath appease. 

But say, illustrious guest (adjoin’d the King) 790 

What name you bear, from what high race you 
spring ? 

The noble Tydeus stands confess’d, and known 
Our neighbour Prince, and heir of Calydon. 

Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night 
And silent hours to various talk invite. 795 

The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes, 

Confus’d, and sadly thus at length replies; 

Before these altars how shall I proclaim 
(Oh gen’rous prince) my nation or my name, 

Or thro’ what veins our ancient blood has roll’d 800 

Let the sad tale for ever rest untold! 

Yet if propitious to a wretch unknown, 

You seek to share in sorrows not your own; 

Know then from Cadmus I derive my race, 

Jocasta’s son, and Thebes my native place. 805 

To whom the King (who felt his gen’rous breast 
Touch’d with concern for his unhappy guest) 

Replies—Ah why forbears the son to name 
His wretched father, known too well by fame ? 

Fame, that delights around the world to stray, 810 

Scorns not to take our Argos in her way. 

E’en those who dwell where suns at distance roll. 

In northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole; 

And those who tread the burning Libyan lands, 

The faithless Syrtes and the moving sands; 815 

Who view the western sea’s extremest bounds, 

Or drink of Ganges in their eastern grounds; 

All these the woes of Oedipus have known. 

Your fates, your furies, and your haunted town. 

If on the sons the parents crimes descend, 8ao 

What Prince from those his lineage can defend ? 
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Be this thy comfort, that *tis thine t’efface 
With virtuous acts thy ancestor’s disgrace, 

And be thyself the honour of thy race. 

But see! the stars begin to steal away, 

And shine more faintly at approaching day; 

Now pour the wine; and in your tuneful lays 
Once more resound the great Apollo’s praise. 

Oh father Phoebus! whether Lycia’s coast 
And snowy mountains, thy bright presence boast; 
Whether to sweet Castalia thou repair, 

And bathe in silver dews thy yellow hair; 

Or pleas’d to find fair Delos fioat no more, 
Delight in Cynthus, and the shady shore; 

Or chuse thy scat in Ilion’s proud abodes. 

The shining structures rais’d by lab ring Gods! 
By thee the bow and mortal shafts are born; 
Eternal charms thy blooming youth adorn: 

Skill’d in the laws of secret fate above. 

And the dark counsels of almighty Jove, 

’Tis thine the seeds of future war to know, 

The change of Sceptres, and impending woe. 
When direful meteors spread thro’ glowing air 
Long trails of light, and shake their blazing hair. 
Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durst aspire 
T’excel the music of thy hcav’nly lyre; 

Thy shafts aveng’d lewd Tityus’ guilty flame, 

Th* immortal victim of thy mother s fame; 

Thy hand slew Python, and the dame who lost 
Her num’rous off-spring for a fatal boast. 

In Phlcgyas’ doom thy just revenge appears, 
Condemn’d to furies and eternal fears, 

He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye. 
The mouldring rock that trembles from on high. 

Propitious hear our pray’r, O Pow r divine I 
And on tliy hospitable Argos shine, 

Whether the style of Titan please thee more, 
Whose purple rays th’ Acha;mencs adore. 

Or great Osiris, who first taught the swain 
In Pharian fields to sow the golden gram; 

Or Alitra, to whose beams the Persian bows, 
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And pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows; 
Mitra, whose head the blaze of light adorns. 
Who grasps the struggling heifer’s lunar horns. 


THE 

FABLE 

OF 

DRYOPE 

From the Ninth Book of Ovid’s Metamorphoses 


S HE said, and for her lost Galanthis sighs. 

When the fair Consort of her son replies. 

Since you a servant’s ravish’d form bemoan, 

And kindly sigh for sorrows not your own; 

Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 5 

A nearer woe, a sister’s stranger fate. 

No Nymph of all Oechalia could compare 
For beauteous form with Dryope the fair, 

Her tender mother’s only hope and pride, 

(Myself the offspring of a second bride.) lo 

This Nymph compress’d by him who rules the day. 

Whom Delphi and the Delian isle obey, 

Andr^mon lov’d; and, bless’d in all those charms 
That pleas’d a God, succeeded to her arms. 

A lake there was, with shelving banks around, 15 

Whose verdant summit fragrant myrtles crown’d. 

These shades, unknowing of the fates, she sought. 

And to the Naiads flow’ry garlands brought; 

Her smiling babe (a pleasing charge) she prest 

Within her arms, and nourish’d at her breast. 20 

Not distant far, a watry Lotos grows; 

The spring was new, and all the verdant boughs 
Adorn’d with blossoms, promis’d fruits that vie 

Dryope.} Upon occasion of the death of Hercules, his mother Alcmena recounts her 
misfortunes to lolc, who answers with a relation of those of her own family, in particu¬ 
lar the transformation of her sister Diyopc, which is the subject of the ensuing Fable. 
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In glowing colours with the Tyrian dye: 

Of these she crop’d to please her infant son; 

And I myself the same rash act had done, 

But lo! I saw, (as near her side I stood) 

The violated blossoms drop with blood; 

Upon the tree I cast a frightful look; 

The trembling tree with sudden horror shook. 

Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be true) 

As from Priapus" lawless lust she flew. 

Forsook her form; and fixing here, became 
A flowery plant, which still preserves her name. 

This change unknown, astonish’d at the sight 
My trembling sister strove to urge her flight, 

Yet first the pardon of the nymphs implor’d. 

And those offended sylvan pow’rs ador’d; 

But when she backward would have fled, she found 
Her stiff’ning feet wxrc rooted in the ground: 

In vain to free her fasten’d feet she strove, 

And as she struggles, only moves above; 

She feels th’ encroaching bark around her grow 
By quick degrees, and cover all below: 

Surpriz’d at this, her trembling hand she heaves 
To rend her hair; her hand is fill’d with leaves: 
Where late was hair, the shooting leaves are seen 
To rise, and shade her with a sudden green. 

The child Amphissus, to her bosom prest, 

Perceiv’d a colder and a harder breast. 

And found the springs, that ne’er till then deny’d 
Their milky moisture, on a sudden dry’d. 

I saw, unhappy! what I now relate. 

And stood the helpless witness of thy fate. 

Embrac’d thy boughs, the rising bark delay’d. 

There wish’d to grow', and mingle shade with shade. 

Behold, Andraemon and th’ unhappy sire 
Appear, and for their Dryope enquire; 

A springing tree for Dryope they find. 

And print warm kisses on the panting rind. 
Prostrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew', 

And close embrace, as to the roots they grew-. 

The face was all that now remain’d of thee. 
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No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree; 

Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, 

From ev*ry leaf distills a trickling tear, 

And strait a voice, while yet a voice remains, 

Thus thro’ the trembling boughs in sighs complains. 

If to the wretched any faith be giv’n, 

I swear by all th’ unpitying pow’rs of heav’n, 

No wilful crime this heavy vengeance bred; 

In mutual innocence our lives we led: 

If this be false, let these new greens decay. 

Let sounding axes lop my limbs away. 

And crackling flames on all my honours prey. 

But from my branching arms this infant bear, 

Let some kind nurse supply a mother’s care: 

And to his mother let him oft be led, 

Sport in her shades, and in her shades be fed; 

Teach him, when first his infant voice shall frame 
Imperfect words, and lisp his mother’s name. 

To hail this tree; and say, with weeping eyes, 

Within this plant my hapless parent lies; 

And when in youth he seeks the shady woods, 

Oh, let him fly the crystal lakes and floods, 

Nor touch the fatal flow’rs; but, warn’d by me, 
Believe a Goddess shrin’d in ev’ry tree. 

My sire, my sister, and my spouse farewell! 

If in your breasts or love, or pity dwell. 

Protect your plant, nor let my branches feel 
The browzing cattle or the piercing steel. 

Farewell! and since I cannot bend to join 
My lips to yours, advance at least to mine. 

My son, thy mother’s parting kiss receive. 

While yet thy mother has a kiss to give. 

I can no more; the creeping rind invades 
My closing lips, and hides my head in shades: 
Remove your hands, the bark shall soon suffice 
Without their aid to seal these dying eyes. 

She ceas’d at once to speak, and ceas’d to be; 

And all the nymph was lost within the tree; 

Yet latent life thro’ her new branches reign’d, 

And long the plant a human heat retain’d. 
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From the Fourteenth Book of Ovid’s Metamorphoses 

T he fair Pomona flourish’d in his reign; 

Of all the Virgins of the sylvan train, 

None taught the trees a nobler race to bear, 

Or more improv’d the vegetable care. 

To her the shady grove, the flow’ry field, s 

The streams and fountains, no delights could yield; 

’Twas all her joy the ripening fruits to tend. 

And see the boughs with happy burthens bend. 

The hook she bore, instead of Cynthia’s spear, 

To lop the growth of the luxuriant year, lo 

I'o decent form the lawless shoots to bring. 

And teach th’ obedient branches where to spring. 

Now the cleft rind inserted graffs receives. 

And yields an offspring more than nature gives; 

Now sliding streams the tliirsty plants renew, 15 

And feed their fibres with reviving dew. 

These cares alone her virgin breast employ, 

Averse from Venus and the nuptial joy. 

Her private orchards, wall’d on ev’ry side, 

To lawless sylvans all access deny’d. 20 

How oft the Satyrs and the wanton Fawns, 

Who haunt the forests, or frequent the lawns, 

'Fhe God whose ensign scares the birds of prey, 

And old Silenus, youthful in decay, 

Employ’d their wiles and unavailing care, 25 

'I'o pass the fences, and surprize the fair ? 

Like these, Vertumnus own’d his faithful flame. 

Like these, rejected by the scornful dame. 

I'o gain her sight, a thousand forms he wears. 

And first a reaper from the field appears, 
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Sweating he walks, while loads of golden grain 
O’ercharge the shoulders of the seeming swain. 

Oft o’er his back a crooked scythe is laid, 

And wreaths of hay his sun-burnt temples shade: 
Oft in his harden’d hand a goad he bears. 

Like one who late unyok’d the sweating steers. 
Sometimes his pruning-hook corrects the vines, 
And the loose straglers to their ranks confines. 
Now gath’ring what the bounteous year allows. 

He pulls ripe apples from the bending boughs. 

A soldier now, he with his sword appears; 

A fisher next, his trembling angle bears; 

Each shape he varies, and each art he tries. 

On her' bright charms to feast his longing eyes. 

A female form at last Vertumnus wears. 

With all the marks of rev’rend age appears, 

His temples thinly spread with silver hairs; 

Prop’d on his staff, and stooping as he goes, 

A painted mitre shades his furrow’d brows. 

The god in this decrepit form array’d, 

The gardens enter’d, and the fruits survey’d, 

And *Happy you! (he thus address’d the maid) 
Whose charms as far all other nymphs out-shine. 
As other gardens are excell’d by thine!’ 

Then kiss’d the fair; (his kisses warmer grow 
Than such as women on their sex bestowj 
Then plac’d beside her on the flow’ry ground, 
Beheld the trees with autumn’s bounty crown’d. 

An elm was near, to whose embraces led, 

The curling vine her swelling clusters spread: 

He view’d her nvining branches with delight. 

And prais’d the beauty of the pleasing sight. 

Yet this tall elm, but for his vine (he said) 

Had stood neglected, and a barren shade; 

And this fair vine, but that her arms surround 
Her marry’d elm, had crept along the ground. 

Ah beauteous maid, let this example move 
Your mind, averse from all the joys of love. 

Deign to be lov’d, and ev’ry heart subdue! 

What nymph could e’er attract such crowds as you } 
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Not she whose beauty urgM the Centaur’s arms, 
Ulysses’ Queen, nor Helen’s fatal charms. 

Ev’n now, when silent scorn is all they gain, 

A thousand court you, tho’ they court in vain, 

A thousand sylvans, demigods, and gods, 

That haunt our mountains and our Alban woods. 
But if you’ll prosper, mark what I advise. 

Whom age, and long experience render wise, 

And one whose tender care is far above 
All that these lovers ever felt of love, 

(Far more than e’er can by yourself be guest) 

Fix on Vertumnus, and reject the rest. 

For his firm faith I dare engage my own; 

Scarce to himself, himself is better known. 

To distant lands Vertumnus never roves; 

Like you, contented with his native groves; 

Nor at first sight, like most, admires the fair; 

For you he lives; and you alone shall share 
His last affection, as his early care. 

Besides, he’s lovely far above the rest, 

With youth immortal, and with beauty blest. 
Add, that he varies ev’ry shape with ease. 

And tries all forms that may Pomona please. 

But what should most excite a mutual flame, 
Your rural cares, and pleasures, are the same: 

To him your orchards early fruits are due, 

(A pleasing off’ring when ’tis made by you;) 

He values these, but yet (alas) complains, 

That still the best and dearest gift remains. 

Not the fair fruit that on yon’ branches glows 
With that ripe red th’ autumnal sun bestows; 
Nor tasteful herbs that in these gardens rise, 
Which the kind soil with milky sap supplies; 
You, only you, can move the God’s desire: 

Oh crown so constant and so pure a fire! 

Let soft compassion touch your gentle mind; 
Think, ’tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind! 

So may no frost, when early buds appear. 
Destroy the promise of the youthful year; 

Nor winds, when first your florid orchard blows, 
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Shake the light blossoms from their blasted boughs! 

This when the various God had urg’d in vain, 

He strait assum’d his native form again; 

Such, and so bright an aspect now he bears, 

As when thro’ clouds th’ emerging sun appears, 115 

And thence exerting his refulgent ray. 

Dispels the darkness, and reveals the day. 

Force he prepar’d, but check’d the rash design; 

For when, appearing in a form divine, 

The Nymph surveys him, and beholds the grace 120 

Of charming features, and a youthful face. 

In her soft breast consenting passions move. 

And the warm maid confess’d a mutual love. 


THE 

EPISODE 

OF 

SARPEDON 

Translated from the 
Twelfth and Sixteenth Books 

OF 

HOMER'S ILIADS 

The Argument 

Sarpedon, the Son of Jupiter, commanded the Lycians who came to 
the Aid of Troy. In the first Battel when Diomed had put the 
Trojans to flight, he incourag'd Hector to rally, and signaliz'd him- 
self by the Death o/Tlepolemus. Afterwards when the Greeks had 
rais'd a Fortification to cover their Fleet, which the Trojans 
endeavour'd to overthrow, this Prince was the Occasion of effecting 
it. He incites Glaucus to second him in this Action by an admirable 
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Speech^ which has been render'd in English by Sir John Denham; 
after whom the Translator had not the Vanity to attempt it for any 
other reason^ than that the Episode must have been very imperfect 
without so Noble a part of it. 

T hus Hector y great in Arms, contends in vain 
To fix the Fortune of the fatal Plain, 

Nor Troy cou’d conquer, nor the Greeks wou’d yield, 

’Till bold Sarpedon rush’d into the Field; 

For mighty yovf inspir’d with Martial Flame 5 

His God-like Son, and urg’d him on to Fame. 

In Arms he shines, conspicuous from afar, 

And bears aloft his ample Shield in Air, 

Within whose Orb the thick Bull-hides were roll’d, 
Pondrous with Brass, and bound with ductile Gold; 10 
And while nvo pointed Jav’lins arm his Hands, 

Majestick moves along, and leads his Lycian Bands. 

So prest with Hunger, from the Mountain’s Brow, 
Descends a Lion on the Flocks below; 

So stalks the Lordly Savage o’er the Plain, 15 

In sullen Majesty, and stern Disdain: 

In vain loud Mastives bay him from afar. 

And Shepherds gaul him with an Iron War; 

Regardless, furious, he pursues his way; 

He foams, he roars, he rends the panting Prey. 20 

Resolv’d alike, Divine Sarpedon glows 
With gen’rous Rage, that drives him on the Foes. 

He views the Tow’rs, and meditates their Fall; 

To sure Destruction dooms the Grecian Wall; 

Then casting on his Friend an ardent Look, 25 

Fir’d with the Thirst of Glory, thus he spoke. 

Why boast we, GlaucuSy our extended Reign, 

Where Xanthus' Streams enrich the Lycian Plain ? 

Our num’rous Herds that range each fruitful Field, 

And Hills where Vines their Purple Harvest yield } 30 

Our foaming Bowls with gen’rous Nectar crown’d, 

Our Feasts enhanc’d with Musick’s sprightly Sound ? 

Why on those Shores are we with Joy survey’d. 

Admir’d as Heroes, and as Gods obey’d ? 
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Unless great Acts superior Merit prove, 

And Vindicate the bounteous Pow’rs above: 

Tis ours, the Dignity They give, to grace; 

The first in Valour, as the first in Place: 

That while with wondring Eyes our Martial Bands 
Behold our Deeds transcending our G)nimands, 
Such, they may cry, deserve the Sovereign State, 
Whom those that Envy dare not Imitate I 
Cou’d all our Care elude the greedy Grave, 

Which claims no less the Fearful than the Brave, 
For Lust of Fame I shou’d not vainly dare 
In fighting Fields, nor urge thy Soul to War. 

But since, alas, ignoble Age must come. 

Disease, and Death’s inexorable Doom; 

The Life which others pay, let Us bestow, 

And give to Fame what we to Nature owe; 

Brave, tho’ we fall; and honour’d, if we live; 

Or let us Glory gain, or Glory give! 

He said, his Words the list’ning Chief inspire 
With equal Warmth, and rouze the Warrior’s Fire; 
The Troops pursue their Leaders with Delight, 
Rush to the Foe, and claim the promis’d Fight. 
Menestheus from on high the Storm beheld, 
Threat’ning the Fort, and black’ning in the Field; 
Around the Walls he gaz’d, to view from far 
What Aid appear’d t’^vert th’approaching War, 
And saw where Teucer with th’ Ajacei stood, 
Insatiate of the Fight, and prodigal of Blood. 

In vain he calls, the Din of Helms and Shields 
Rings to the Skies, and ecchoes thro’ the Fields, 
The Gates resound, the Brazen Hinges fly. 

While each is bent to conquer or to die. 

Then thus to Thoos \—Hence with speed (he said) 
And urge the bold Ajaces to our Aid; 

Their Strength united best may help to bear 
The bloody Labours of the doubtful War: 

Hither the Lycian Princes bend their Course, 

The best and bravest of the Trojan Force. 

But if too fiercely, there, the Foes contend. 

Let Telamon at least our Tow’rs defend. 
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And Teucer haste, with his unerring Bow, 75 

To share the Danger, and repel the Foe. 

Swift as the Word, the Herald speeds along 
The lofty Ramparts, through the Warlike Throng, 

And finds the Heroes, bath’d in Sweat and Gore, 

Oppos’d in Combate on the dusty Shore. 8o 

Strait to the Fort great Ajax turn’d his Care, 

And thus bespoke his Brothers of the War: 

Now valiant Lycomede, exert your Might, 

And brave OileuSy prove your Force in Fight: 

To you I trust the Fortune of the Field, 85 

Till by this Arm the Foe shall be repell’d; 

That done, expect me to compleat the Day: 

Then, with his Sev’nfold Shield, he strode away. 

With equal Steps bold Teucer prest the Shore, 

Whose fatal Bow the strong Pandion bore. 90 

High on the Walls appear’d the Lycian Pow’rs, 

Like some black Tempest gath’ring round the Tow’rs: 

The Greeks oppress’d, their utmost Force unite. 

Prepar’d to labour in th’ unequal Fight; 

The War begins; mix’d Shouts and Groans arise; 95 

Tumultuous Clamour mounts, and thickens in the Skies, 
Fierce Ajax first th’ advancing Host invades. 

And sends the brave Epicles to the Shades, 

Sarpedori's Friend; Across the Warrior’s Way, 

Rent from the Walls, a Rocky Fragment lay; 100 

In modern Ages not the strongest Swain 

Cou’d heave th’ unwieldy Burthen from the Plain: 

He poiz’d, and swung it round; then tost on high, 

It flew with Force, and labour’d up the Sky; 

Full on the Lyciati's Helmet thundring down, 105 

The pondrous Ruin crush’d his batter’d Crown. 

As skilful Divers from some Airy Steep 
Headlong descend, and shoot into the Deep, 

So falls Epicles’y then in Groans expires, 

And murm’ring from the Corps th’ unwilling Soul retires. 110 
While to the Ramparts daring Glaucus drew. 

From Teucer's Hand a winged Arrow flew, 

The bearded Shaft the destin’d Passage found. 

And on his naked Arm inflicts a Wound. 
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The Chief who fear’d some Foe’s insulting Boast 115 
Might stop the Progress of his warlike Host, 

Conceal’d the Wound, and leaping from his Height, 

Retir’d reluctant from th’ unfinish’d Fight. 

Divine Sarpedon with Regret beheld 

Disabl’d Glaucus slowly quit the Field; 120 

His beating Breast with gen’rous Ardour glows. 

He springs to Fight, and flies upon the Foes. 

Alcmaon first was doom’d his Force to feel. 

Deep in his Breast he plung’d the pointed Steel, 

Then from the yawning Wound with Fury tore 125 

The Spear, pursu’d by gushing Streams of Gore; 

Down sinks the Warrior, with a thundring Sound, 

His Brazen Armour rings against the Ground. 

Swift to the Battlement the Victor flies, 

Tugs with full Force, and t\'ry Nerve applies; 130 

It shakes; the pondrous Stones disjoynted yield; 

The rowling Ruins smoak along the Field. 

A mighty Breach appears, the Walls lye bare, 

And like a Deluge rushes in the War. 

At once bold Teucer draws the twanging Bow, 135 

And Ajax sends his Jav’lin at the Foe; 

Fix’d in his Belt the feather’d Weapon stood, 

And thro’ his Buckler drove the trembling Wood; 

But Jove was present in the dire Debate, 

To shield his Off-spring, and avert his Fate. 140 

The Prince gave back; not meditating Flight, 

But urging Vengeance and severer Fight; 

Then rais’d with Hope, and fir’d with Glory’s Charms, 

His fainting Squadrons to new Fury warms. 

0 where, ye Lycians, is the Strength you boast, 145 

Your former Fame, and ancient Virtue lost ? 

The Breach lyes open, but your Chief in vain 
Attempts alone the guarded Pass to gain: 

Unite, and soon that Hostile Fleet shall fall, 

The Force of pow’rful Union conquers All. 150 

This just Rebuke inflam’d the Lycian Crew, 

They join, they thicken, and th’ Assault renew; 

Unmov’d, th’ embody’d Greeks their Fury dare, 

And fix’d support the Weight of all the War; 
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Nor cou’d the Greeks repell the Lycian Pow’rs, 155 

Nor the bold Lycians force the Grecian TowVs. 

As on the Gjnfines of adjoyning Grounds, 

Two stubborn Swains with Blows dispute their Bounds; 
They tugg, they sweat; but neither gain, nor yield. 

One Foot, one Inch, of the contended Field: 160 

Thus obstinate to Death, they fight, they fall; 

Nor these can keep, nor those can win the Wall: 

Their Manly Breasts are pierc’d with many a Wound, 

Loud Strokes are heard, and ratling Arms resound. 

The copious Slaughter covers all the Shore, 165 

And the high Ramparts drop with Human Gore. 

As when two Scales are charg’d with doubtful Loads, 
From side to side the trembling Balance nods, 

’Till poiz’d aloft, the resting Beam suspends 

Each equal Weight, nor this, nor that descends. 170 

So Conquest loth for either to declare, 

Levels her Wings, and hov’ring hangs in Air. 

’Till Hector came, to whose Superior Might 
"Jove ow’d the Glory of the destin’d Fight. 

Fierce as a Whirlwind, up the Walls he flies, 175 

And fires his Host with loud repeated Cries: 

Advance ye Trojans^ lend your valiant Hands, 

Haste to the Fleet, and toss the blazing Brands! 

They hear, they run, and gath’ring at his Call, 

Raise scaling Engines, and ascend the Wall: 180 

Around the Works a Wood of glilt’ring Spears 
Shoots up, and All the rising Host appears. 

A pondrous Stone bold Hector heav’d to throw, 

Pointed above, and rough and gross below: 

Not two strong Men th’ enormous Weight cou’d raise, 185 
Such Men as live in these degen’rate Days. 

Yet this, as easic as a Swain wou’d bear 
The snowy Fleece; he tost, and shook in Air: 

Vox Jove upheld, and lighten’d of its Load 

Th’ unwieldy Rock, the Labour of a God. 190 

Thus arm’d, before the folded Gates he came. 

Of massy Substance and stupendous Frame, 

With Iron Bars and brazen Hinges strong, 

On lofty Beams of solid Timber hung. 
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Then thundring thro’ the Planks, with forceful Sway, 195 
Drives the sharp Rock; the solid Beams give way, 

The Folds are shatter’d, from the crackling Door 
Leap the resounding Bars, the flying Hinges roar. 

Now rushing in the furious Qiief appears. 

Gloomy as Night, and shakes two shining Spears; 200 
A dreadful Gleam from his bright Armour came, 

And from his Eye-balls flash’d the living Flame: 

He moves a God, resistless in his G)urse, 

And seems a Match for more than Mortal Force. 

Then pouring after, thro’ the gaping Space 205 

A Tide of Trojans flows, and fills the Place; 

The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they fly, 

The Shore is heap’d with Death, and Tumult rends 
the Sky. 


Connection of the foregoing with the following Part 

The Wall being forc'd by Hector, an obstinate Battel was fought before 
the Ships^ one of which was set on fire by the Trojans. Patroclus 
thereupon obtaining of Achilles to lead out the Myrmidons to the 
Assistance of the Greeks, made a great Slaughter of the Enemy, 'till 
he was oppos'd by Sarpedon. The Combate betwixt these Two, and 
the Death of the latter, with the Grief of Jupiter for his Son, are 
describ'd in the ensuing Translation, from the Sixteenth Book of the 
Iliads. 


W HEN now the Chief his valiant Friends beheld 

Grov’Iing in Dust, and gasping on the Field, 210 
With this Reproach his flying Host he warms, 

Oh Stain to Honour! oh Disgrace of Arms! 

Forsake, inglorious, the contended Plain; 

This Hand unaided shall the War sustain: 

The Task be mine the Hero’s Strength to try, 215 

Who mows whole Troops, and makes whole Armies fly. 

He said, and leap’d from off his lofty Car; 

Patroclus lights, and sternly waits the War. 

As when two Vulturs on the Mountain’s Height 

Stoop with their sounding Pinions to the Fight; 220 
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They cuff, they tear, they raise a screaming Cry; 

The Desart ecchoes, and the Rocks reply: 

The Warriors thus oppos’d in Arms engage, 

With equal Valour, and with equal Rage. 

Jove view’d the Combate, whose Event foreseen, 

He thus bespoke his Sister and his Queen. 

The Hour draws on; the Destinies ordain, 

My God-like Son shall press the Phrygian Plain; 
Already on the Verge of Death he stands, 

His Life is ow’d to fierce Patroclus' Hands. 

What Passions in a Parent’s Breast debate! 

Say, shall I snatch him from Impending Fate; 

And send him safe to Lycia^ distant far 
From all the Dangers and the Toils of War; 

Or to his Doom my bravest Off-spring yield. 

And fatten, with Celestial Blood, the Field 
Then thus the Goddess with the radiant Eyes: 

What Words are these, O Sov’reign of the Skies? 

Short is the Date prescrib’d to Mortal Man; 

Shall for one, extend the narrow Span, 

Whose Bounds were fix’d before his Race began ? 

How many Sons of Gods, foredoom’d to Death, 

Before proud Ilion must resign their Breath! 

Were thine exempt. Debate wou’d rise above. 

And murm’ring Pow’rs condemn their partial Jove. 
Give the bold Chief a glorious Fate in Fight; 

And when th’ ascending Soul has wing’d her Flight, 
Let Sleep and Death convey, by thy Command, 

The breathless Body to his Native Land. 

His Friends and People, to his future Praise, 

A Marble Tomb and Pyramid shall raise, 

And lasting Honours to his Ashes give; 

His Fame (’tis all the Dead can have!) shall live. 

She said; the Cloud-Compeller overcome. 

Assents to Fate, and ratifies the Doom. 

Then, touch’d with Grief, the weeping Heav’ns distill’d 
A Show’r of Blood o’er all the fatal Field. 

The God, his Eyes averting from the Plain, 

Laments his Son, predestin’d to be slain. 

Far from the Lycian Shores, his happy Native Reign. 
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Now met in Arms the Combatants appear. 

Each heav’d the Shield, and pois’d the lifted Spear: 

From strong Patroclus' Hand the Jav’lin fled, 

And pass’d the Groin of valiant Thrasymedy 

The Nerves unbrac’d no more his Bulk sustain, 265 

He falls, and falling, bites the bloody Plain. 

Two sounding Darts the Lycian Leader threw. 

The first aloof with erring Fury flew, 

The next more fatal pierc’d Achilles' Steed, 

The gen’rous PedasuSy of Theban Breed; 270 

Fix’d in the Shoulder’s Joint, he reel’d around; 

Rowl’d in the bloody Dust, and paw’d the slipp’ry 
Ground. 

His sudden Fall the entangled Harness broke; 

Each Axle groan’d; the bounding Chariot shook; 

When bold Automedony to disengage 275 

The starting Coursers, and restrain their Rage, 

Divides the Traces with his Sword, and freed 
Th’ incumber’d Chariot from the dying Steed: 

The rest move on, obedient to the Rein; 

The Car rowls slowly o’er the dusty Plain. 280 

The towring Chiefs to fiercer Fight advance. 

And first Sarpedon tost his weighty Lance, 

Which o’er the Warrior’s Shoulder took its Course, 

And spent, in empty Air, its dying Force. 

Not so Patroclus' never-erring Dart; ^ 285 

Aim’d at his Breast, it pierc’d the mortal Part ! 

Where the strong Fibres bind the solid Heart, j 
Then as the stately Pine, or Poplar tall. 

Hewn for the Mast of some great Admiral, 

Nods, groans, and reels, ’till with a crackling Sound 290 
It sinks, and spreads its Honours on the Ground; 

Thus fell the King, and laid on Earth Supine, 

Before his Chariot stretch’d his Form divine: 

He grasp’d the Dust, distain’d with streaming Gore, 

And, pale in Death, lay groaning on the Shore. 295 

So lyes a Bull beneath the Lion’s Paws, 

While the grim Savage grinds with foamy Jaws 
The trembling Limbs, and sucks the smoking Blood; 

Deep Groans and hollow Roars rebellow thro’ the Wood. 
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Then to the Leader of the Lycian Band, 

The dying Chief address’d his last Command. 
GlaucuSy be bold, Thy Task be first to dare 
The glorious Dangers of destructive War, 

To lead my Troops, to combate at their Head, 

Incite the Living, and supply the Dead. 

Tell ’em, I charg’d them with my latest Breath, 

Not unreveng’d to bear Sarpedori's Death. 

What Grief, what Shame must Glaucus undergo. 

If these spoil’d Arms adorn a Grecian Foe? 

Then as a Friend, and as a Warrior, fight; 

Defend my Corps, and conquer in my Right; 

That taught by great Examples, All may try 
Like thee to vanquish, or like me to die. 

He ceas’d; the Fates supprest his lab’ring Breath, 
And his Eyes darken’d with the Shades of Death: 

Th’ insulting Victor with Disdain bestrode 
The prostrate Prince, and on his Bosom trod; 

Then drew the Weapon from his panting Heart, 

The reeking Fibres clinging to the Dart; 

From the wide Wound gush’d out a Stream of Blood, 
And the Soul issu’d in the Purple Flood. 

Then thus to PlicebuSy in the Realms above, 

Spoke from his Throne the Cloud-compelling 
Descend my PheebuSy on the Phrygian Plain, 

And from the Fight convey Sarpedon slain; 

Then bathe his Body in the crystal Flood, 

With Dust dishonour’d, and deform’d with Blood: 
O’er all his Limbs Ambrosial Odours shed. 

And with Celestial Robes adorn the mighty Dead. 
Those Honours paid, his sacred Corps bequeath 
To the soft Arms of silent Sleep and Death ', 

They to his Friends the mournful Charge shall bear; 
His Friends a Tomb and Pyramid shall rear; 

These unvailing Rites he may receive. 

These, after Death, are All a God can give! 

Apollo bows, and from Mount Ida's Height 
Swift to the Field precipitates his Flight; 

Thence, from the War, the breathless Hero bore. 
Veil’d in a Cloud, to silver Simois Shore: 
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There bath’d his honourable Wounds, and drest 
His Manly Members in th’Immortal Vest, 

And with Perfumes of Sweet Ambrosial Dews, 
Restores his Freshness, and his Form renews. 
Then Sleep and Deaths two Twins of winged Race, 
Of matchless Swiftness, but of silent Pace, 

Receiv’d SarpedoUy at the Gods’ Command, 

And in a Moment reach’d the Lycian Land; 

The Corps amidst his weeping Friends they laid, 
Where endless Honours wait the Sacred Shade. 


Part of the 

THIRTEENTH BOOK 

OF 

HOMER'S OD YSSES 


The beginning of this hook describes the parting ^Ulysses from Phsacia; 
with the gifts of Alcinous to his guest; and his taking ship for his native 
country Ithaca. 


T he Sun descending, the Phaacian train 

Spread their broad sails, and launch into the main: 

At once they bend, and strike their equal oars. 

And leave the sinking hills, and less’ning shores. 

While on the deck the Chief in silence lies, 5 

And pleasing slumbers steal upon his eyes. 

As fiery coursers in the rapid race, 

Urg’d by fierce drivers thro* the dusty space, 

Toss their high heads, and scour along the plain; 

So mounts the bounding vessel o’er the main: lo 

Back to the stem the parted billows flow. 

And the black ocean foams and roars below. 

Thus with spread sails the winged gaily flies; 

Less swift, an eagle cuts the liquid skies: 

Divine Ulysses was her sacred load, 15 

A man, in wisdom equal to a God. 
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Much danger long, and mighty toils he bore, 

In storms by sea, and combats on the shore: 

All which soft sleep now banishM from his breast; 
Wrapt in a pleasing, deep, and death-like rest. 

But when the morning star with early ray 
Flam’d in the front of heav’n, and promis’d day, 
Like distant clouds the mariner descries 
Fair Ithaca's emerging hills arise. 

Far from the town, a spacious port appears. 

Sacred to Phorcys' pow’r, whose name it bears; 
Two craggy rocks, projecting to the main, 

The roaring winds tempestuous rage restrain; 
Within, the waves in softer murmurs glide, 

And ships secure without their haulsers ride. 

High at the head a branching olive grows. 

And crowns the pointed cliffs with shady boughs. 
Beneath, a gloomy Grotto’s cool recess 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb’ring seas; 

Where bowls and urns were form’d of living stone. 
And massy beams in native marble shone. 

On which the labours of the nymphs were roll’d, 
Their webs divine of purple mix’d with gold. 
Within the cave, the clustring bees attend 
Their waxen works, or from the roof depend. 
Perpetual waters o’er the pavement glide; 

Two marble doors unfold on either side; 

Sacred the south, by which the Gods descend. 

But mortals enter at the northern end. 

Thither they bent, and haul’d their ship to land, 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow sand) 

Ulysses sleeping, on his couch they bore, 

And gently plac’d him on the rocky shore: 

His treasures next, Alcinous' gifts, they laid 
In the wild olive’s unfrequented shade; 

Secure from theft; then launch’d the bark again. 
And tugg’d their oars, and measur’d back the main. 

Mean while Ulysses in his country lay, \ 

Releas’d from sleep; and round him might survey [ 
The solitary shore, and rowling sea. j 

Yet had his mind, thro’ tedious absence, lost 


20 





40 






220 


HOMER’S ODYSSES BOOK XIII 


The dear remembrance of his native coast; 

Besides Minerva^ to secure her care, 

Diffus’d around a veil of thicken’d air: 

For so the Gods ordain’d, to keep unseen 6o 

His royal person from his friends and Queen, 

Till the proud suitors, for their crimes, afford 
An ample vengeance to her injur’d Lord. 

Now all the land another prospect bore. 

Another port appear’d, another shore; 65 

And long-continu’d ways, and winding floods. 

And unknown mountains, crown’d with unknown woods. 
Pensive and slow, with sudden grief opprest. 

The King arose, and beat his careful breast. 

Cast a long look o’er all the coast and main, 70 

And sought around his native realm in vain; 

Then with erected eyes stood fix’d in woe. 

And, as he spoke, the tears began to flow. 

Ye Gods (he cry’d) upon what barren coast, 

In what new region is Ulysses tost ? 75 

Possess’d by wild barbarians fierce in arms ? 

Or men, whose bosom tender pity warms ? 

Where shall this treasure now in safety lie ? 

And whither, whither its sad owner fly ? 

Ah why did I Alcinous' grace implore } 80 

Ah why forsake Phaacid*s happy shore ? 

Some juster prince perhaps had entertain’d. 

And safe restor’d me to my native land. 

Is this the promis’d, long expected coast; 

And this the faith Phaacia's rulers boast ? 85 

Oh righteous Gods! of all the great, how few 
Are just to heav’n, and to their promise true! 

But he the pow’r, to whose all-seeing eyes 
The deeds of men appear without disguise, 

’Tis his alone, t’avenge the wrongs I bear; 90 

For still th’ oppress’d are his peculiar care: 

To count these presents, and from thence to prove 
Their faith, is mine, the rest belongs to Jove. 

Then on the sands he rang’d his wealthy store, 

The gold, the vests, the tripods number’d o’er; 

All these he found, but still, in error lost, 
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Disconsolate he wanders on the coast: 

Sighs for his country; and laments again 
To the deaf rocks, and hoarse-resounding main. 

When lo! the guardian Goddess of the wise, loo 

Celestial PallaSy stood before his eyes; 

In show a youthful swain, of form divine. 

Who seem’d descended from some princely line: 

A graceful robe her slender body drest, 

Around her shoulders flew the waving vest, 105 

Her decent hand a shining javelin bore, 

And painted sandals on her feet she wore: 

To whom the King; Whoe’er of human race 
Thou art, that wander’st in this desart place, 

With joy to thee, as to some God, I bend, no 

To thee my treasures and my self commend. 

O tell a wretch, in exile doom’d to stray. 

What air I breath, what country I survey ? 

The fruitful continent’s extreamest bound. 

Or some fair isle which Neptune's arms surround ? 115 

From what far clime (said she) remote from fame, 

Arriv’st thou here, a stranger to our name? 

Thou seest an island, not to those unknown. 

Whose hills arc brighten’d by the rising sun; 

Nor those that plac’d beneath his utmost reign, 120 

Behold him sinking in the western main. 

The rugged soil allows no level space 
For flying chariots, or the rapid race; 

Yet not ungrateful lo the peasant’s pain, 

Suffices fulness to the swelling grain; 125 

The loaded trees their various fruits produce. 

And clust’ring grapes afford a gen’rous juice; 

Woods crown our mountains, and in ev’ry grove 
The bounding goats and frisking heifers rove; 

Soft rains and kindly dews refresh the field, 130 

And rising springs eternal verdure yield. 

Ev’n to those shores is Ithaca renown’d. 

Where Troy's majestic ruins strow the ground. 

At this, the chief with transport was possesl, 

His panting heart exulted in his breast: 

Yet well dissembling his untimely joys. 
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And veiling truth in plausible disguise; 

Thus, with an air sincere, in fiction bold. 

His ready tale th’ inventive hero told. 

Oft* have I heard in Crete this island’s name. 
For ’twas from Cretey my native soil, I came; 
Self-banish’d thence, I sail’d before the wind. 
And left my children and my friends behind. 
From fierce Idomeneu^ revenge I flew, 

Whose son, the swift OrsilochuSy I slew, 

(With brutal force he seiz’d my Trojan prey, 

Due to the toils of many a bloody day.) 

Unseen I ’scap’d; and, favour’d by the night, 

In a Phoenician vessel took my flight; 

For Pyle or Elis bound; but tempests tost, 

And raging billows drove us on your coast: 

In dead of night an unknown port we gain’d. 
Spent with fatigue, and slept secure on land; 

But ’ere the rosy mom renew’d the day. 

While in th’ embrace of pleasing sleep I lay, 
Sudden, invited by auspicious gales, 

They land my goods, and hoist their flying sails, 
Abandon’d here, my fortune I deplore, 

A hapless exile on a foreign shore. 

Thus while he spoke, the blue-ey’d maid began 
With pleasing smiles to view the godlike man; 
Then chang’d her form, and now divinely bright 
Jove's heav’nly daughter stood confess’d to sight, 
Like a fair virgin in her beauty’s bloom. 

Skill’d in th’ illustrious labours of the loom. 

O still the same Ulysses! she rejoin’d. 

In useful craft successfully refin’d; 

Artful in speech, in action, and in mind! 

Suffic’d it not, that thy long labours past 
Secure thou seest thy native shore at last } 

But this to me ? who, like thy self excell 
In arts of counsel, and dissembling well: 

To me, whose wit exceeds the pow’rs divine. 

No less, than mortals are surpass’d by thine: 
Know’st thou not me, who made thy life my care, 
Thro* ten years wandring, and thro’ ten years war 
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Who taught thee arts, Alcinous to persuade, 

To raise his wonder, and engage his aid ? 

And now appear, thy treasures to protect, \ 

Conceal thy person, thy designs direct, ! 

And tell what more thou must from fate expect; j 
Domestic woes, far heavier to be born, 

The pride of fools, and slaves insulting scorn. 

But thou be silent, nor reveal thy state, 

Yield to the force of unresisted fate. 

And bear unmov’d the wrongs of base mankind. 
The last and hardest conquest of the mind. 

Goddess of wisdom! {Ithacus replies) 

He who discerns thee must be truly wise, 

So seldom view’d, and ever in disguise. 

When the bold Argives led their warring pow’rs 
Against proud Ilian’s well-defended tow’rs, 

Ulysses was thy care, celestial maid. 

Grac’d with thy sight, and favour’d with thy aid: 
But when the Trojan piles in ashes lay. 

And, bound for Greece^ we plow’d the watry way; 
Our fleet dispers’d, and driv’n from coast to coast; 
Thy sacred presence from that hour I lost; 

Till I beheld thy radiant form once more, 

And heard thy counsels on Phaacia’s shore. 

But by th’ almighty author of thy race. 

Tell me, oh tell, is this my native place 
For much I fear, long tracts of land and sea 
Divide this coast from distant Ithaca. 

The sweet delusion kindly you impose. 

To sooth my hopes and mitigate my woes. 

Thus he: The blue-ey’d Goddess thus replies: 
How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wise } 
Who vers’d in fortune, fear the flatt’ring show. 

And taste not half the bliss the Gods bestow. 

The more shall Pallas aid thy just desires. 

And guard the wisdom which her self inspires. 
Others, long absent from their native place, ] 

Strait seek their home, and fly with eager pace, ' 
To their wives arms, and childrens dear embrace. J 
Not thus Ulysses\ he decrees to prove 
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His subjects faith, and Queen’s suspected love, 
Mi^o mourn’d her Lord twice ten revolving years, 
And wastes the days in grief, the nights in tears. 
But Pallas knew (tiiy friends and navy lost) 

Once more ’twas giv’n thee to behold thy coast: 
Yet how could I with adverse fate engage. 

And mighty Neptune's unrelenting rage ?— 

Now lift thy longing eyes, while I restore 
The pleasing prospect of thy native shore! 

Behold the port of Phorcys, fenc’d around 
With rocky mountains, and with olives crown’d! 
Behold the gloomy Grot, whose cool recess 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb’ring seas; 
Whose now neglected altars in thy reign 
Blush’d with the blood of sheep and oxen slain. 
Behold where Neritus the clouds divides, 

And shakes the waving forests on his sides! 

So spake the Goddess, and the prospect clear’d. 
The mists dispers’d, and all the coast appear’d: 
The King with joy confess’d his place of birth, 
And, on his knees, salutes his mother earth; 

Then, with his suppliant hands upheld in air, 

Thus to the sea-green sisters sends his pray’r. 

All hail! Ye virgin daughters of the main; 

Ye streams, beyond my hopes beheld again I 
To you once more your own Ulysses bows, 

Attend his transports and receive his vows. 
lijove prolong my days, and Pallas crown 
The growing virtues of my youthful son, 

To you shall rites divine be ever paid, 

And grateful ofTrings on your altars laid. 
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THE 


GARDENS 

OF 

ALCINOUS 

From the Seventh Book of 

HOMER'S ODYSSES 


C LOSE to the gates a spacious garden lies. 
From storms defended, and inclement skies. 
Four acres was th’ allotted space of ground, 
Fenc’d with a green enclosure all around. 

Tall thriving trees confess’d the fruitful mold; 
The red’ning apple ripens here to gold, 

Here the blue fig with luscious juice o’erflows, 
With deeper red the full pomegranate glows, 

The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear, 
And verdant olives flourish round the year. 

The balmy spirit of the western gale 
Eternal breathes on fruits untaught to fail: 

Each dropping pear a following pear supplies. 

On apples apples, figs on figs arise: 

The same mild season gives the blooms to blow. 
The buds to harden, and the fruits to grow. 

Here order’d vines in equal ranks appear 
With all th’ united labours of the year. 

Some to unload the fertile branches run, 

Some dry the black’ning clusters in the sun. 
Others to tread the liquid harvest join. 

The groaning presses foam with floods of wine. 
Here are the vines in early flow’r descry’d, 

Here grapes discolour’d on the sunny side. 

And there in autumn’s richest purple dy d. 

Beds of all various herbs, for ever green. 

In beauteous order terminate the scene. 
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Two plenteous fountains the whole prospect crown’d 
This thro* the gardens leads its streams around. 

Visits each plant, and waters all the ground: 

While that in pipes beneath the palace flows, 

And thence its current on the town bestows; 

To various use their various streams they bring, 

The People one, and one supplies the King. 


ARGUS 

W HEN wise Ulysses, from his native coast 

Long kept by wars, and long by tempests tost, 
Arriv’d at last, poor, old, disguis’d, alone. 

To all his friends, and ev’n his Queen unknown; 
Chang’d as he was, with age, and toils, and cares, 
Furrow’d his rev’rend face, and white his hairs, 

In his own palace forc’d to ask his bread. 

Scorn’d by those slaves his former bounty fed, 

Forgot of all his own domestic crew; 

The faithful dog alone his rightful master knew! 
Unfed, unhous’d, neglected, on the clay. 

Like an old servant now cashier’d, he lay; 

Touch’d w'ith resentment of ungrateful man. 

And longing to behold his ancient Lord again. 

Him when he saw’—he rose, and crawl’d to meet, 
(’Tw'as all he cou’d) and fawn’d, and lick’d his feet. 
Seiz’d with dumb joy—then falling by his side, 

Own’d his returning Lord, look’d up, and dy’d! 



IMITATIONS 

OF 

ENGLISH POETS 


Done by the Author in his Youth 




IMITATIONS 

I 

CHAUCER 


W OMEN ben full of Ragerie, 

Yet swinken nat sans secrcsie. 
Thilke moral shall ye undcrstond, 

From Schole-boy’s Tale of fayre IrelonJ: 
Which to the Fennes hath him betake, 

To filch the gray Ducke fro the Lake. 

Right then, there passen by the W^ay 
His Aunt, and eke her Daughters tway. 
Ducke in his Trowses hath he hent, 

Not to be spied of Ladies gent. 

‘But ho! our Nephew/ (crieth one) 

‘Ho!’ quoth another, ‘Cozen John!’ 

And stoppen, and lough, and callen out,— 
This sely Clerk full low doth lout: 

They asken that, and talken this, 

‘Lo here is Coz, and here is Miss.’ 

But, as he glozcth with Speeches soote. 

The Ducke sore tickleth his Erse roote: 
Fore-piece and buttons all-to-brest, 

Forth thrust a white neck, and red crest. 
Te-hCy cry’d Ladies; Clerke nought spake: 
Miss star’d; and gray Ducke crieth Qiiaake. 
*0 Modcr, Moder’ (quoth the daughter) 

‘Be thilke same thing Maids longen a’ter.^ 
Bette is to pync on coals and chalke. 

Then trust on Mon, whose yerde can taJhc' 
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IMITATIONS OF ENGLISH POETS 


II 

SPENSER 

The ALLEY 

I 

I N ev*ry town, where Thamis rolls his tyde, 

A narrow pass there is, with houses low; 

Where ever and anon, the stream is ey’d, 

And many a boat soft sliding to and fro. 

There oft are heard the notes of Infant Woe, 

The short thick sob, loud scream, and shriller squall: 
How can ye. Mothers, vex your children so ? 

Some play, some eat, some cack against the wall, 

And as they crouchen low, for bread and butter call. 

Il 

And on the broken pavement, here and there. 

Doth many a stinking sprat and herring lie; 

A brandy and tobacco shop is near, 

And hens, and dogs, and hogs are feeding by; 

And here a sailor’s jacket hangs to dry. 

At ev’ry door are sun-burnt matrons seen. 

Mending old nets to catch the scaly fry; 

Now singing shrill, and scolding eft between; 

Scolds answer foul-mouth’d scolds; bad neighbourhood I 
ween. 


Ill 

The snappish cur, (the passengers annoy) 

Close at my heel with yelping treble flies; 2c 

The whimp’ring girl, and hoarser-screaming boy, 

Join to the yelping treble, shrilling cries; 

The scolding Quean to louder notes doth rise, 

And her full pipes those shrilling cries confound; 

To her full pipes the grunting hog replies; 25 

The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round. 

And curs, girls, boys, and scolds, in the deep base are drown’d. 
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Hard by a Sty, beneath a roof of thatch, 

Dwelt Obloquy, who in her early days 
Baskets of fish at Billingsgate did watch, 

Cod, whiting, oyster, mackrel, sprat, or plaice: 

There learn’d she speech from tongues that never cease. 
Slander beside her, like a Mag-pie, chatters. 

With Envy, (spitting Cat) dread foe to peace; 

Like a curs’d Cur, Malice before her clatters. 

And vexing cv’ry wight, tears clothes and all to tatters. 

V 

Her dugs were mark’d by cv’ry Collier’s hand, 

Her mouth was black as bull-dogs at the stall: 

She scratched, bit, and spar’d ne lace ne band, 

And bitch and rogue her answer was to all; 

Nay, e’en the parts of shame by name would call: 

Yea, when she passed by or lane or nook, 

Would greet the man who turn’d him to the Wall, 

And by his hand obscene the porter took, 

Nor ever, did askance like modest Virgin look. 

VI 

Such place hath Deptford, navy-building town, 
Woolwich and Wapping, smelling strong of pitch; 

Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown, 

And Twick’nam such, which fairer scenes enrich, 

Grots, statues, urns, and Johnston’s Dog and Bitch, 

Ne village is without, on either side. 

All up the silver Thames, or all adown; 

Ne Richmond’s self, from whose tall front are ey’d 
Vales, spires, meandring streams, and Windsor’s tow’ry 
pride. 
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III 

WALLER 

Of a Lady singing to her Lute 

F air charmer, cease, nor make your voice’s prize 
A heart resign’d the conquest of your eyes: 

Well might, alas! that threaten’d vessel fail, 

Which winds and lightning both at once assail. 

We were too blest with these inchanting lays, 

Which must be heav’nly when an Angel plays: 

But killing charms your lover’s death contrive, 

Lest heav’nly music should be heard alive. 

Orpheus could charm the trees, but thus a tree. 
Taught by your hand, can charm no less than he; 

A poet made the silent wood pursue; 

This vocal wood had drawn the Poet too. 


On a Fan of the Author’s design, in which was 
painted the story of Cephalus and Procris, with 

the Motto, Aura Veni. 


C OME, gentle Air! th’ ^olian shepherd said, 
While Procris panted in the secret shade; 
Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries, 

While at her feet her swain expiring lies. 

Lo the glad gales o’er all her beauties stray. 

Breathe on her lips, and in her bosom play I 
In Delia’s hand this toy is fatal found. 

Nor could that fabled dart more surely wound: 

Both gifts destructive to the givers prove; 

Alike both lovers fall by those they love. 

Yet guiltless too this bright destroyer lives, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound she gives: 
She views the story with attentive eyes, 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 
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COWLEY 

The GARDEN 


F ain would my Muse the flow’ry Treasures sing, 

And humble glories of the youthful Spring; 

Where opening Roses breathing sweets diffuse, 

And soft Carnations show’r their balmy dews; 

Where Lilies smile in virgin robes of white, 5 

The thin Undress of superficial Light, 

And vary’d Tulips show so dazling gay. 

Blushing in bright diversities of day. 

Each painted flouret in the lake below 

Surveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow; lo 

And pale Narcissus on the bank, in vain 

Transformed, gazes on himself again. 

Here aged trees Cathedral walks compose. 

And mount the Hill in venerable rows: 

There the green Infants in their beds are laid, 15 

The Garden’s Hope, and its expected shade. 

Here Orange-trees with blooms and pendants shine. 

And vernal honours to their autumn join; 

Exceed their promise in the ripen’d store. 

Yet in the rising blossom promise more. 20 

There in bright drops the crystal Fountains play. 

By Laurels shielded from the piercing day: 

Where Daphne, now a tree as once a maid. 

Still from Apollo vindicates her shade. 

Still turns her beauties from th’ invading beam, 25 

Nor seeks in vain for succour to the Stream. 

The stream at once preserves her virgin leaves. 

At once a shelter from her boughs receives. 

Where Summer’s beauty midst of Winter stays. 

And Winter’s Coolness spite of Summer’s rays. 


30 
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WEEPING 


W HILE Celia’s tears make sorrow bright, 
Proud grief sits swelling in her eyes; 
The Sun, next those the fairest light, 

Thus from the ocean first did rise: 

And thus thro’ mists we see the sun. 

Which else we durst not gaze upon. 

These silver drops, like morning dew, 

Foretell the fervour of the day: 

So from one cloud soft show’rs we view, 

And blasting lightnings burst away. 

The stars that fall from Celia’s eye, 

Declare our doom in drawing nigh. 

The baby in that sunny sphere 
So like a Phaeton appears. 

That hcav’n, the threaten’d world to spare. 
Thought fit to drown him in her tears: 

Else might th’ ambitious nymph aspire. 

To set, like him, heav’n too on fire. 


5 


10 



V 

E. of ROCHESTER 

On S IL E N C E 


I 


S ILENCE! coeval with Eternity; 

Thou wert, ere Nature’s self began to be, 
’Twas one vast Nothing, all, and all slept fast in thee. 


n 

Thine was the sway, ere heav’n was form’d, or earth. 

Ere fruitful Thought conceiv’d creation’s birth, 5 

Or midwife Word gave aid, and spoke the infant forth. 
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Then various elements, against thee join’d, 

In one more various animal combin’d. 

And fram’d the clam’rous race of busy Human-kind. 

IV 

The tongue mov’d gently first, and speech was low, 
’Till wrangling Science taught it noise and show, 
And wicked Wit arose, thy most abusive foe. 

V 

But rebel Wit deserts thee oft* in vain; 

Lost in the maze of words he turns again. 

And seeks a surer state, and courts thy gentle reign. 

VI 

Afflicted Sense thou kindly dost set free. 

Oppress’d with argumcntal tyranny. 

And routed Reason finds a safe retreat in thee. 

VII 

With thee in private modest Dulness lies. 

And in thy bosom lurks in Thought’s disguise; 
Thou varnisher of Fools, and cheat of all the Wise! 

VIII 

Yet thy indulgence is by both confest; 

Folly by thee lies sleeping in the breast, 

And ’tis in thee at last that Wisdom seeks for rest. 

IX 

Silence, the knave’s repute, the whore’s good name, 
The only honour of the wi.shing dame; 

I'liy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of Fame. 

X 

Bui could’st thou seize some tongues that now are free, 
How Church and State should be oblig’d to thee ? 

At Senate, and at Bar, Ikuv welcome would’st thou be? 
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Yet Speech, ev’n there, submissively withdraws, 

From Rights of Subjects, and the Poor Man’s Cause: 
Then pompous Silence reigns, and stills the noisy Laws. 

XII 

Past services of friends, good deeds of foes. 

What Fav’rites gain, and what the Nation owes. 

Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repose. 

XIII 

The country wit, religion of the town, 

The courtier’s learning, policy o’th’ gown, 

Are best by thee express’d, and shine in thee alone. 

XIV 

The parson’s cant, the lawyer’s sophistry, 

Lord’s quibble, critic’s jest; all end in thee. 

All rest in peace at last, and sleep eternally. 

VI 

E. of DORSET 

ARTEMISIA 

T HO’ Artemisia talks, by fits. 

Of councils, classics, fathers, wits; 

Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke: 

Yet in some things methinks she fails, 

’Twere well if she would pare her nails, 

And wear a cleaner smock. 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride, 

Such nastiness, and so much pride 
Are oddly join’d by fate: 

On her large squab you find her spread. 

Like a fat corpse upon a bed, 

That lies and stinks in state. 



IMITATIONS OF ENGLISH POETS 


She wears no colours (sign of grace) 

On any part except her face; 

All white and black beside: 

Dauntless her look, her gesture proud, 
Her voice theatrically loud. 

And masculine her stride. 

So have I seen, in black and white 
A prating thing, a Magpye hight, 
Majestically stalk, 

A stately, worthless animal. 

That plies the tongue, and wags the tail. 
All flutter, pride, and talk. 


PHRYNE 

P HRYNE had talents for mankind, 
Open she was, and unconfin'd, 
Like some free port of trade: 
Merchants unloaded here their freight, 
And Agents from each foreign state. 
Here first their entry made. 

Her learning and good breeding such. 
Whether th* Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniards or French came to her: 

To all obliging she'd appear: 

'Twas Si Signiofy 'twas Yaw Myuheery 
*Twas S'il vous phisty Monsieur. 

Obscure by birth, renown'd by crimes, 
Still changing names, religions, climes, 
At length she turns a Bride: 

In di'monds, pearls, and rich brocades, 
She shines the first of batter’d jades, 
And flutters in her pride. 
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So have I known those Insects fair 
(Which curious Germans hold so rare) 

Still vary shapes and dyes; 

Still gain new Titles with new forms; 

First grubs obscene, then wriggling worms, 
Then painted butterflies. 


VII 

Dr. SWIFT 

The Happy Life of a Country 

Parson 


P ARSON, these things in thy possessing 
Are better than the Bishop’s blessing. 

A Wife that makes conserves; a Steed 
That carries double when there’s need: 
October store, and best Virginia, 

Tythe-Pig, and mortuary Guinea: 

Gazettes sent gratis down, and frank’d. 

For which thy Patron’s weekly thank’d : 

A large Concordance, bound long since: 
Sermons to Charles the First, when Prince; 
A Chronicle of ancient standing; 

A Chrysostom to smooth thy band in. 

The Polygott—three Parts,—my Text, 
Howbeit — likewise—now to my next. 

Lo here the Septuagint,—and Paul, 

To sum the whole ^—the Close of all. 

He that has these, may pass his life. 

Drink with the ’Squire, and kiss his wife; 

On Sundays preach, and eat his fill; 

And fast on Fridays—if he will; 

Toast Church and Queen, explain the News, 
Talk with Church-Wardens about Pews, 

Pray heartily for some new Gift, 

And shake his head at Doctor Swift. 



AN 

ESSAY on MAN 

IN 


FOUR EPISTLES 

TO 

H. St. John Lord Bolingbroke 


THE DESIGN 


H aving proposed to write some pieces on Human Life and 
Manners, such as (to use my lord Bacon’s expression) come 
home to Men's Business and Bosoms^ I thought it more satisfactory to 
begin with considering Man in the abstract, his Nature and his State ; 
since, to prove any moral duty, to enforce any moral precept, or to 
examine the perfection or imperfection of any creature whatsoever, 
it is necessary first to know what condition and relation it is placed in, 
and what is the proper end and purpose of its being. 

The science of Human Nature is, like all other sciences, reduced 
to a few clear points: There arc not many certain truths in this world. 
It is therefore in the Anatomy of the mind as in that of the Body; 
more good will accrue to mankind by attending to the large, open, 
and perceptible parts, than by studying too much such finer nerves 
and vessels, the conformations and uses of which will for ever escape 
our observation. The disputes are all upon these last, and, I will 
venture to say, they have less sharpened the wits than the hearts of 
men against each other, and have diminished the practice, more than 
advanced the theory, of Morality. If I could flatter myself that this 
Essay has any merit, it is in steering betwixt the extremes of doctrines 
seemingly opposite, in passing over terms utterly unintelligible, and 
in forming a temperate yet not inconsistent, and a short yet not 
imperfect system of Ethics. 

This I might have done in prose; but I chose verse, and even 
rhyme, for two reasons. The one will appear obvious; that principles, 
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maxims, or precepts so written, both strike the reader more strongly 
at first, and are more easily retained by him afterwards: The other 
may seem odd, but is true, I found I could express them more 
shortly this way than in prose itself; and nothing is more certain, than 
that much of the force as well as grace of arguments or instructions, 
depends on their conciseness. I was unable to treat this part of my 
subject more in detail^ without becoming dry and tedious; or more 
poetically^ without sacrificing perspicuity to ornament, without 
wandring from the precision, or breaking the chain of reasoning: 
If any man can unite all these without diminution of any of them, I 
freely confess he will compass a thing above my capacity. 

What is now published, is only to be considered as z. general Map of 
Man, marking out no more than the greater parts^ their extent^ their 
limitSf and their connection, but leaving the particular to be more fully 
delineated in the charts which are to follow. Consequently, these 
Epistles in their progress (if I have health and leisure to make any 
progress) will be less dry, and more susceptible of poetical ornament. 
I am here only opening the fountains, and clearing the passage. To 
deduce the rivers, to follow them in their course, and to observe their 
effects, may be a task more agreeable. 


EPISTLE I 

ARGUMENT 

Of the Nature and State of Man with respect to the Universe 

OF Man in the abstract. —I. That we can judge only with regard to 
our own system, being ignorant of the relations of systems and 
things, v. 17, &c. 11 . That Man is not to be deemed imperfect, but 
a Being suited to his place and rank in the creation, agreeable to the 
general Order of things, and conformable to Ends and Relations to 
him unknown, v. 35, &c. III. That it is partly upon his ignorance 
of future events, and partly upon the hope of a future state, that 
all his happiness in the present depends, v. 77, &c. IV. The pride of 
aiming at more knowledge, and pretending to more Perfection, the 
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cause of Man's error and misery. The impiety of putting himself in 
the place of God, and judging of the fitness or unfitness^ perfection 
or imperfection^ justice or injustice of his dispensations^ v, 113, &c. 
V. The absurdity of conceiting himself the final cause of the creation^ 
or expecting that perfection in the moral world, which is not in the 
natural, v. 131, &c. VI. The unreasonableness of his complaints 
against Providence, while on the one hand he demands the Perfec¬ 
tions of the Angels, and on the other the bodily qualifications of the 
Brutes; though, to possess any of the sensitive faculties in a higher 
degree, would render him miserable, v. 173, &c. VII. That through¬ 
out the whole visible world, an universal order and gradation in the 
sensual and mental faculties is observed, which causes a subordina¬ 
tion of creature to creature, and of all creatures to Man. The 
gradations of sense, instinct, thought, reflection, reason; that 
Reason alone countervails all the other faculties, v. 207. VIII. How 
much farther this order and subordination of living creatures may 
extend, above and below us; were any part of which broken, not 
that part only, but the whole connected creation must be destroyed, 
V. 233. IX. The extravagance, madness, and pride of such a desire, 
V. 259. X. The consequence of all, the absolute submission due to 
Providence, both as to our present and future state, v. 281, &c. to 
the end. 

A wake, my St. John! leave all meaner things 
. To low ambition, and the pride of Kings. 

Let us (since Life can little more supply 
Than just to look about us and to die) 

Expatiate free o’er all this scene of Man; 5 

A mighty maze! but not without a plan; 

A Wild, where weeds and flow’rs promiscuous shoot, 

Or Garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. 

Together let us beat this ample field. 

Try what the open, what the covert yield; 10 

The latent tracts, the giddy heights explore 
Of all who blindly creep, or sightless soar; 

Eye Nature’s walks, shoot Folly as it flies, 

And catch the Manners living as they rise; 

Laugh where we must, be candid where we can; 15 

But vindicate the ways of God to Man. 

Ep. I. Of the Nature and State of Man with respect to the Universe. 


I 
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I . Say first, of God above, or Man below, 

What can we reason, but from what we know ? 

Of Man what see we, but his station here. 

From which to reason, or to which refer? 20 

Thro’ worlds unnumber’d tho’ the God be known, 

’Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 

He, who thro’ vast immensity can pierce. 

See worlds on worlds compose one universe. 

Observe how system into system runs, 25 

What other planets circle other suns. 

What vary’d being peoples ev’ry star. 

May tell why Heav’n has made us as we are. 

But of this frame the bearings, and the ties, 

The strong connections, nice dependencies, 30 

Gradations just, has thy pervading soul 
Look’d thro’ ? or can a part contain the whole ? 

Is the great chain, that draws all to agree. 

And drawn supports, upheld by God, or thee ? 

II. Presumptuous Man! the reason wouldst thou find, 35 
Why form’d so weak, so little, and so blind! 

First, if thou canst, the harder reason guess. 

Why form’d no weaker, blinder, and no less! 

Ask of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 

Taller or stronger than the weeds they shade? 40 

Or ask of yonder argent fields above, 

Why Jove’s Satellites are less than Jove? 

Of Systems possible, if ’tis confest 
That Wisdom infinite must form the best, 

Where all must full or not coherent be, 4S 

And all that rises, rise in due degree; 

Then, in the scale of reas’ning life, ’tis plain 
There must be, somewhere, such a rank as Man; 

And all the question (wrangle e’er so long) 

Is only this, if God has plac’d him wrong ? 50 

Respecting Man, whatever wrong we call. 

May, must be right, as relative to all. 

17 f. He can reason only from Things kno\^'n, and judge only with regard to his 
own System. 

35 f. He is not therefore a Judge of his own perfection or imperfection, but is 
certainly such a Being as is suited to his Place and Rank in the Creation. 
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In human works, tho’ labour’d on with pain, 

A thousand movements scarce one purpose gain; 

In God’s, one single can its end produce; 55 

Yet serves to second too some other use. 

So Man, who here seems principal alone, 

Perhaps acts second to some sphere unknown. 

Touches some wheel, or verges to some goal; 

’Tis but a part we see, and not a whole. 60 

When the proud steed shall know why Man restrains 
His fiery course, or drives him o’er the plains; 

When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod. 

Is now a victim, and now ^Egypt’s God: 

Then shall Man’s pride and dulness comprehend 65 

His actions’, passions’, being’s, use and end; 

Why doing, sufTring, check’d, impell’d; and why 
This hour a slave, the next a deity. 

Then say not Man’s imperfect, Heav’n in fault; 

Say rather, Man’s as perfect as he ought: 70 

His knowledge measur’d to his state and place. 

His time a moment, and a point his space. 

If to be perfect in a certain sphere, 

What matter, soon or late, or here or there ? 

The blest to-day is as completely so, 75 

As who began a thousand years ago. 

III. Heav’n from all creatures hides the book of Fate, 

All but the page prescrib’d, their present state; 

From brutes what men, from men what spirits know: 

Or who could suffer Being here below 80 

The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 

Had he thy Reason, would he skip and play.^ 

Pleas’d to the last, he crops the flow’ry food, 

And licks the hand just rais’d to shed his blood. 

Oh blindness to the future! kindly giv’n, 85 

That each may fill the circle mark’d by Heav’n; 

Who sees with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero perish, or a sparrow fall, 

Atoms or systems into ruin hurl’d. 

And now a bubble burst, and now a world. 90 

77. His happiness depends on his Ignorance to a certain degree. 

79. See this pursued in Epist. 3, vv. 70 &c., 83 &c. 
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Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions soar; 

Wait the great teacher Death, and God adore! 

What future bliss, he gives not thee to know. 

But gives that Hope to be thy blessing now. 

Hope springs eternal in the human breast: 95 

Man never Is, but always To be blest: 

The soul, uneasy and confin’d from home, 

Rests and expatiates in a life to come. 

Lo! the poor Indian, whose untutor’d mind 
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind; loo 

His soul proud Science never taught to stray 
Far as the solar walk, or milky way; 

Yet simple Nature to his hope has giv’n, 

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heav’n; 

Some safer world in depth of woods embrac’d, 105 

Some happier island in the watry waste. 

Where slaves once more their native land behold. 

No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold! 

To Be, contents his natural desire, 

He asl« no Angel’s wing, no Seraph’s fire; no 

But thinks, admitted to that equal sky, 

His faithful dog shall bear him company. 

IV. Go, wiser thou! and in thy scale of sense 
Weigh thy Opinion against Providence; 

Call imperfection what thou fancy’st such, ns 

Say, here he gives too little, there too much; 

Destroy all creatures for thy sport or gust, 

Yet cry. If Man’s unhappy, God’s unjust; 

If Man alone ingross not Heav’n’s high care. 

Alone made perfect here, immortal there: no 

Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod. 

Re-judge his justice, be the God of God! 

In Pride, in reas’ning Pride, our error lies; 

All quit their sphere, and rush into the skies. 

Pride still is aiming at the blest abodes, ns 

Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. 

91. And on his Hope of a Relation to a future State. 

94. Further open’d in Epist a, v. 283; Epist. 3, v. 74; Epist. 4, v. 346 &c. 

113 f. The Pride of aiming at more Knowledge ahd Perfection, and the Impiety of pre¬ 
tending to judge of the Dispensations of Providence, the causes of his Error and Misery. 
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Aspiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, 

Aspiring to be Angels, Men rebel; 

And who but wishes to invert the laws 
Of Order, sins against th* Eternal Cause. 

V. Ask for what end the heav'nly bodies shine. 
Earth for whose use? Pride answers, “Tis for mine: 
For me kind Nature wakes her genial powV, 

Suckles each herb, and spreads out ev'ry flow’r; 
Annual for me, the grape, the rose renew 
The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew; 

For me, the mine a thousand treasures brings; 

For me, health gushes from a thousand springs; 

Seas roll to waft me, suns to light me rise; 

My foot-stool earth, my canopy the skies.’ 

But errs not Nature from this gracious end, 

From burning suns when livid deaths descend, 

When earthquakes swallow, or when tempests sweep 
Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep ? 

‘No (’tis reply’d) the first Almighty Cause 
Acts not by partial, but by gcn’ral laws; 
Th’exceptions few; some change since all began, 

And what created perfect ?*—Why then Man ? 

If the great end be human Happiness 
Then Nature deviates; and can Man do less? 

As much that end a constant course requires 
Of show’rs and sun-shine, as of Man’s desires; 

As much eternal springs and cloudless skies. 

As Men for ever temp’rate, calm, and wise. 

If plagues or earthquakes break not Heav’n’s design, 
Why then a Borgia, or a Catiline? 

Who knows but he, whose hand the light’ning forms. 
Who heaves old Ocean, and who wings the storms; 
Pours fierce Ambition in a Caesar’s mind, 

Or turns young Ammon loose to scourge mankind? 
From pride, from pride, our very rcas’ning springs; 
Account for moral, as for nat’ral things: 

Why charge we Heav’n in those, in these acquit? 

In both, to reason right is to submit. 

tilf. The Absurdity of conceiting himself ihc Final Cause of the Creation, or 
ing that Perfection in the moral world which is not in the natural. 
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Better for Us, perhaps, it might appear, 165 

Were there all harmony, all virtue here; 

That never air or ocean felt the wind; 

That never passion discompos’d the mind: 

But ALL subsists by elemental strife; 

And Passions are the elements of Life. 170 

The gen’ral Order, since the whole began, 

Is kept in Nature, and is kept in Man. 

VI. What would this Man ? Now upward will he soar, 
And little less than Angel, would be more; 

Now looking downwards, just as griev’d appears 17s 

To want the strength of bulls, the fur of bears. 

Made for his use all creatures if he call. 

Say what their use, had he the pow’rs of all ? 

Nature to these, without profusion kind. 

The proper organs, proper pow’rs assign’d; 180 

Each seeming want compensated of course. 

Here with degrees of swiftness, there of force; 

All in exact proportion to the state; 

Nothing to add, and nothing to abate. 

Each beast, each insect, happy in its own; 185 

Is Heav’n unkind to Man, and Man alone ? 

Shall he alone, whom rational we call, 

Be pleas’d with nothing, if not bless’d with all ? 

The bliss of Man (could Pride that blessing find) 

Is not to act or think beyond mankind; 190 

No pow’rs of body or of soul to share, 

But what his nature and his state can bear. 

Why has not Man a microscopic eye } 

For this plain reason, Man is not a Fly. 

Say what the use, were finer optics giv’n, 19s 

T’inspect a mite, not comprehend the heav’n } 

Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o’er. 

To smart and agonize at ev’ry pore? 

170. See this subject extended in Epist 2 from v. 93-133, 161 &c. 

173 f. The Unreasonableness of the Complaints against Pro\idence; and that to 
possess more Faculties would make us miserable. 

182. It is a certain Axiom in the Anatomy of Creatures, that in proportion as they are 
formed for Strength, their Swiftness is lessened; or as they are formed for Swiftness, their 
Strength is abated. 

185. Vid. Epist. 3, V. 79 &c. and 109 &c. 
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Or quick effluvia darting thro* the brain, 

Die of a rose in aromatic pain ? 200 

If nature thunder’d in his op’ning ears, 

And stunn’d him with the music of the spheres, 

How would he wish that Heav’n had left him still 
The whisp’ring Zephyr, and the purling rill ? 

Who finds not Providence all good and wise, 205 

Alike in what it gives, and what denies? 

VII. Far as Creation’s ample range extends, 

The scale of sensual, mental pow’rs ascends: 

Mark how it mounts, to Man’s imperial race. 

From the green myriads in the peopled grass: 210 

What modes of sight betwixt each wide extreme, 

The mole’s dim curtain, and the lynx’s beam: 

Of smell, the headlong lioness between, 

And hound sagacious on the tainted green: 

Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 215 

To that which warbles thro’ the vernal wood: 

The spider’s touch, how exquisitely fine! 

Feels at each thread, and lives along the line: 

In the nice bee, what sense so subtly true 

From pois’nous herbs extracts the healing dew: 220 

How Instinct varies in the grov’ling swine. 

Compar’d, half-reas’ning elephant, with thine: 

’Twixt that, and Reason, what a nice barrier; 

For ever sep’rate, yet for ever near! 

Remembrance and Reflection how ally’d; 225 

What thin partitions Sense from Thought divide: 

And Middle natures, how they long to join. 

Yet never pass th’insuperable line! 

Without this just gradation, could they be 

Subjected these to those, or all to thee ? 230 


207 f. There is an universal Order and Gradation thro’ the whole visible world, of 
the sensible and mental Faculties which causes the Subordination of Creature to 
Creature, and of all Creatures to Man, whose Reason alone countervails all the other 
Faculties. 

The Extent, Limits, and Use of Human Reason and Science, the Author design’d as 
the subject of his next Book of Ethic Epistles. 

213. The manner of the I.ions hunting their Prey in the Deserts of .Africa is this: At 
their first going out in the night-time they set up a loud Roar, and then listen to the Noise 
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The pow’rs of all subdu’d by thee alone, 

Is not thy Reason all these pow’rs in one ? 

VIII. See, thro’ this air, this ocean, and this earth, 

All matter quick, and bursting into birth. 

Above, how high, progressive life may go! 33s 

Around, how wide! how deep extend below! 

Vast chain of Being, which from God began, 

Natures aethereal, human, angel, man, 

Beast, bird, fish, insect! what no eye can see, 

No glass can reach 1 from Infinite to thee, 240 

From thee to Nothing!—On superior pow’rs 
Were we to press, inferior might on ours: 

Or in the full creation leave a void. 

Where, one step broken, the great scale’s destroy’d: 

From Nature’s chain whatever link you strike, 245 

Tenth or ten thousandth, breaks the chain alike. 

And if each system in gradation roll, 

Alike essential to th’amazing whole; 

The least confusion but in one, not all 

That system only, but the whole must fall. 250 

Let Earth unbalanc’d from her orbit fly. 

Planets and Suns run lawless thro’ the sky, 

Let ruling Angels from their spheres be hurl’d, 

Being on being wreck’d, and world on world, 

Heav’n’s whole foundations to their centre nod, 255 

And Nature tremble to the throne of God: 

All this dread Order break—for whom? for thee? 

Vile worm!—oh Madness, Pride, Impiety! 

IX. What if the foot, ordain’d the dust to tread. 

Or hand to toil, aspir’d to be the head ? 260 

What if the head, the eye, or ear repin’d 
To serve mere engines to the ruling Mind ? 

Just as absurd for any part to claim 
To be another, in this gen’ral frame: 

made by the Beasts in their Flight, pursuing them by the Ear, and not by the Nostril. It 
is probable, the story of the Jackal’s hunting for the Lion was occasioned by observadon 
of this Defect of Scent in that terrible Animat. 

233 f. How much farther this Gradation and Subordination may extend: were any 
part of which broken, the whole connected Creation must be destroy’d. 

258. The Extravagance, Impiety, and Pride of such a Desire. 
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Just as absurd, to mourn the tasks or pains 
The great directing Mind of All ordains. 

All are but parts of one stupendous whole, 

Whose body Nature is, and God the soul; 

That, chang’d thro’ all, and yet in all the same, 
Great in the earth, as in th’sethereal frame. 

Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze, 

Glows in the stars, and blossoms in the trees, 

Lives thro’ all life, extends thro’ all extent. 

Spreads undivided, operates unspent, 

Breathes in our soul, informs our mortal part. 

As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; 

As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, 

As the rapt Seraph that adores and burns; 

To him no high, no low, no great, no small; 

He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 

X. Cease then, nor Order Imperfection name: 
Our proper bliss depends on what we blame. 

Know thy own point: This kind, this due degree 
Of blindness, weakness, Heav’n bestows on thee. 
Submit—in this, or any other sphere. 

Secure to be as blest as thou canst bear: 

Safe in the hand of one disposing Pow’r, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 

All Nature is but Art, unknown to thee; 

All Chance, Direction, which thou canst not see; 

All Discord, Harmony, not understood; 

All partial Evil, universal Good: 

And, spite of Pride, in erring Reason’s spite. 

One truth is clear, ‘Whatever is, is RIGHT.’ 

265. .See (he Prosecution and application of this in Ep. 4. v. 162. 

281 f. The Consequence of all, the absolute Submission due to Providence 
to our present and future State. 
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ARGUMENT 

Of the Nature and State ofNlzn with respect to Himself, as an 

Individual 

I. THE business of Man not to pry into God, hut to study himself. 
His Middle Nature; his Powers and Frailties^ v. i to i8. The 
Limits of his Capacity, v. 19, &c. II. The two Principles of Many 
Self-love and Reason, both necessaryy v. 53, &c. Self-love the 
strongery and Wiy, v. 67, &c. Their end the samey v. 81, &c. III. The 
Passions, and their usey v. 93 to 130. The predominant Passion, 
and its forcey v. 131 to 160. Its Necessityy in directing Men to 
different purposeSy v. 165, &c. Its providential Usey in fixing our 
Principley and ascertaining our Virtuey v. 177. IV. Virtue and Vice 
joined in our mixed Nature; the limits nearyyet the things separate 
and evident: What is the Office <?/Reason, v. 203 to 216. V. How 
odious Vice in itself and how we deceive ourselves into /V, v. 217. 
VI. Thaty howevery the Ends q/*Providence and general Good are 
answered in our Passions and ImperfectionSy v. 238, &c. How use¬ 
fully these are distributed to all Orders of Men, v. 241. How useful 
they are to Society, v. 249. And to the Individuals, v. 261. In every 
state, and every age oflifey v. 271, &c. 

K now then thyself, presume not God to scan; 

The proper study of Mankind is Man. 

Plac’d on this isthmus of a middle state, 

A being darkly wise, and rudely great: 

With too much knowledge for the Sceptic side. 

With too much weakness for the Stoic’s pride. 

He hangs between; in doubt to act, or rest. 

In doubt to deem himself a God, or Beast; 

In doubt his Mind or Body to prefer. 

Born but to die, and reas’ning but to err; 

Alike in ignorance, his reason such. 

Whether he thinks too little, or too much: 

Ep. II. Of the Nature and State of Man as an Individual. 

I f. The business of Man not to pr>' into God, but to study himself. His Middle 
Nature, his Powers, Frailties, and the Limits of his Capacity. 
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Chaos of Thought and Passion, all confus’d; 

Still by himself abus’d, or disabus’d; 

Created half to rise, and half to fall; 

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all; 

Sole judge of Truth, in endless Error hurl’d: 

The glory, jest, and riddle of the world \/ 

Go, wond’rous creature! mount where Science guides, 
Go, measure earth, weigh air, and state the tides; 
Instruct the planets in what orbs to run, 

Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun; 

Go, soar with Plato to th’empyreal sphere, 

To the first good, first perfect, and first fair; 

Or tread the mazy round his follow’rs trod. 

And quitting sense call imitating God; 

As Eastern priests in giddy circles run, 

And turn their heads to imitate the Sun. 

Go, teach Eternal Wisdom how to rule— 

Then drop into thyself, and be a fool! 

Superior beings, when of late they saw 
A mortal Man unfold all Nature’s law, 

Admir’d such wisdom in an earthly shape. 

And shew’d a Newton as we shew an Ape. 

Could he, whose rules the rapid Comet bind, 

Describe or fix one movement of his Mind.^ 

Who saw its fires here rise, and there descend. 

Explain his own beginning, or his end.^ 

Alas what wonder! Man’s superior part 
Uncheck’d may rise, and climb from art to art: 

But when his own great work is but begun. 

What Reason weaves, by Passion is undone. 

Trace Science then, with Modesty thy guide; 

First strip off all her equipage of Pride, 

Deduct what is but \’anity, or Dress, 

Or Learning’s Luxury, or Idleness; 

Or tricks to shew the stretch of human brain, 

Mere curious pleasure, or ingenious pain: 

Expunge the whole, or lop th’excrescent parts 
Of all, our Vices have created Arts: 

Then see how little the remaining sum. 

Which serv’d the past, and must the times to come! 
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II. Two Principles in human nature reign; 

Self-love, to urge, and Reason, to restrain; 

Nor this a good, nor that a bad we call, 55 

Each works its end, to move or govern all: 

And to their proper operation still, 

Ascribe all Good; to Aeir improper. Ill. 

Self-love, the spring of motion, acts the soul; 

Reason’s comparing balance rules the whole. 60 

Man, but for that, no action could attend, 

And, but for this, were active to no end; 

Fix’d like a plant on his peculiar spot, 

To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot; 

Or, meteor-like, flame lawless thro’ the void, 65 

Destroying others, by himself destroy’d. 

Most strength the moving principle requires; 

Active its task, it prompts, impels, inspires. 

Sedate and quiet the comparing lies. 

Form’d but to check, delib’rate, and advise. 70 

Self-love still stronger, as its objects nigh; 

Reason’s at distance, and in prospect lie: 

That sees immediate good by present sense; 

Reason, the future and the consequence. 

Thicker than arguments, temptations throng, 75 

At best more watchful this, but that more strong. 

The action of the stronger to suspend 
Reason still use, to Reason still attend: 

Attention, habit and experience gains, 

Each strengthens Reason, and Self-love restrains. 80 

Let subtle schoolmen teach these friends to fight, 

More studious to divide than to unite. 

And Grace and Virtue, Sense and Reason split, 

With all the rash dexterity of Wit: 

Wits, just like Fools, at war about a Name, 85 

Have full as oft no meaning, or the same. 

Self-love and Reason to one end aspire. 

Pain their aversion. Pleasure their desire; 

But greedy That, its object w'ould devour, 

This taste the honey, and not wound the flow’r: 90 

53 f. The Two Principles of Man, Self-love and Re.^n, both necessary, 59. Self- 
love the stronger, and why? 67. their End the same, 81. 
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Pleasure, or wrong or rightly understood, 

Our greatest evil, or our greatest good. 

III. Modes of Self-love the Passions wc may call 
’Tis real good, or seeming, moves them all: 

But since not ev’ry good we can divide, 

And Reason bids us for our own provide; 

Passions, tho’ selfish, if their means be fair, 

List under Reason, and deserve her care; 

Those, that imparted, court a nobler aim, 

Exalt their kind, and take some Virtue’s name. 

In lazy Apathy let Stoics boast 
Their Virtue fix’d; ’tis fix’d as in a frost, 
Contracted all, retiring to the breast; 

But strength of mind is Exercise, not Rest: 

The rising tempest puts in act the soul, 

Parts it may ravage, but preserves the whole. 

On life’s vast ocean diversely we sail, 

Reason the card, but Passion is the gale; 

Nor God alone in the still calm we find, 

He mounts the storm, and walks upon the wind. 

Passions, like Elements, tho’ born to fight, 

Yet, mix’d and soften’d, in his work unite: 

These ’tis enough to temper and employ; 

But what composes Man, can Man destroy.^ 

Suffice that Reason keep to Nature’s road. 

Subject, compound them, follow her and God. 
Love, Hope, and Joy, fair pleasure’s smiling train. 
Hate, Fear, and Grief, the family of pain; 

These mix’d with art, and to due bounds confin’d. 
Make and maintain the balance of the mind: 

The lights and shades, whose well accorded strife 
Gives all the strength and colour of our life. 

Pleasures arc ever in our hands or eyes. 

And when in act they cease, in prospect rise; 
Present to grasp, and future still to find, 

The whole employ of body and of mind. 

All spread their charms, but charm not all alike; 
On diflPrent senses difTrent objects strike; 

Hence diff’rcnt Passions more or less inflame, 

93 f. The Passions, and their Use. 
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As Strong or weak, the organs of the frame; 130 

And hence one master Passion in the breast, 

Like Aaron’s serpent, swallows up the rest. 

As Man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 

Receives the lurking principle of death; 

The young disease, that must subdue at length, 13s 

Grows with his growth, and strengthens with his strength: 
So, cast and mingled with his very frame, 

The Mind’s disease, its ruling Passion came; 

Each vital humour which should feed the whole. 

Soon flows to this, in body and in soul. 140 

Whatever warms the heart, or fills the head. 

As the mind opens, and its functions spread. 

Imagination plies her dang’rous art. 

And pours it all upon the peccant part. 

Nature its mother, Habit is its nurse; 14s 

Wit, Spirit, Faculties, but make it worse; 

Reason itself but gives it edge and pow’r; 

As Heav’ns blest beam turns vinegar more sowr; 

We, wretched subjects tho’ to lawful sway, 

In this weak queen, some fav’ritc still obey. 150 

Ah! if she lend not arms, as well as rules, 

What can she more than tell us we are fools } 

Teach us to mourn our Nature, not to mend, 

A sharp accuser, but a helpless friend I 

Or from a judge turn pleader, to persuade 155 

The choice we make, or justify it made; 

Proud of an easy conquest all along. 

She but removes weak passions for the strong: 

So, when small humours gather to a gout. 

The doctor fancies he has driv’n them out. 160 

Yes, Nature’s road must ever be prefer’d; 

Reason is here no guide, but still a guard: 

’Tis hers to rectify, not overthrow, 

And treat this passion more as friend than foe: 

133 f. The PREi>OMiNA.vr Passion and its Force. The Use of this doctrine, as apply’d 
to the Knowledge of mankind, is one of the subjects of die second book. 

165 f. Its Necessity, in directing men to different purposes. The particular application 
of this to the several Pursuits of Men, and the General Good resulting thence, falls also 
info the succeeding books. 
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A mightier Pow’r the strong direction sends, 

And sev’ral Men impels to sev’ral ends. 

Like varying winds, by other passions tost, 

This drives them constant to a certain coast. 

Let pow’r or knowledge, gold or glory, please, 

Or (oft more strong than all) the love of ease; 

Thro’ life *tis follow’d, ev’n at life’s cxpence; 

The merchant’s toil, the sage’s indolence, 

The monk’s humility, the hero’s pride, 

All, all alike, find Reason on their side. 

Th’ Eternal Art educing good from ill, 

Grafts on this Passion our best principle: 

’Tis thus the Mercury of Man is fix’d, 

Strong grows the Virtue with his nature mix’d; 

The dross cements what else were too refin’d, 

And in one interest body acts with mind. 

As fruits ungrateful to the planter’s care 
On savage stocks inserted learn to bear; 

The surest Virtues thus from Passions shoot. 

Wild Nature’s vigor working at the root. 

What crops of wit and honesty appear 
From spleen, from obstinacy, hate, or fear! 

See anger, zeal and fortitude supply; 

Ev’n av’rice, prudence; sloth, philosophy; 

Lust, thro’ some certain strainers well refin’d. 

Is gentle love, and charms all womankind: 

Envy, to which th’ignoble mind’s a slave. 

Is emulation in the learn’d or brave: 

Nor Virtue, male or female, can we name. 

But what will grow on Pride, or grow on Shame. 

Thus Nature gives us (let it check our pride) 

The virtue nearest to our vice ally’d: 

Reason the byas turns to good from ill, 

And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will. 

The fiery soul abhor’d in Catiline, 

In Decius charms, in Curtius is divine. 

The same ambition can destroy or save, 

And makes a patriot as it makes a knave. 

IV. This light and darkness in our chaos join’d, 

>75 f- Its providential Use, in fixing our Principle, and ascertaining our Virti/e. 
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What shall divide? The God within the mind. 

Extremes in Nature equal ends produce, 

In Man they join to some mysterious use; 

Tho’ each by turns the other’s bound invade, 

As, in some well-wrought picture, light and shade, 
And oft so mix, the difPrence is too nice 
Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice. 

Fools! who from hence into the notion fall, 

That Vice or Virtue there is none at all. 

If white and black blend, soften, and unite 
A thousand ways, is there no black or white ? 

Ask your own heart, and nothing is so plain; 

*Tis to mistake them, costs the time and pain. 

V. Vice is a monster of so frightful mien, 

As, to be hated, needs but to be seen; 

Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face, 

We first endure, then pity, then embrace. 

But where th’Extreme of Vice, was ne’er agreed: 
Ask where’s the North ? at York, ’tis on the Tweed; 
In Scotland, at the Orcades; and there. 

At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where: 
No creature owns it in the first degree. 

But thinks his neighbour farther gone than he. 

Ev’n those who dwell beneath its very zone. 

Or never feel the rage, or never own; 

What happier natures shrink at with affright. 

The hard inhabitant contends is right. 

VI, Virtuous and vicious ev’ry Man must be, 

Few in th’extreme, but all in the degree; 

The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wise, 

And ev n the best, by fits, what they despise. 

’Tis but by parts we follow good or ill. 

For, Vice or Virtue, Self directs it still; 

Each individual seeks a sev’ral goal; 
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195 f. Virtue and Vice join’d in our Mixt Nature; the Limits near, yet the things 
separate, and evident. The Office of Reason, 

217 f. Vice odious in itself, and how we deceive ourselves into it. 

231 f. The Ends of Providenci and General Good answer’d in our Passions and 
Imperfections. How usefuUy these are distributed to all Orders of men. 
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But Heav*n’s great view is One, and that the Whole: 

That counter-works each folly and caprice; 

That disappoints ih’effect of ev’ry vice: 240 

That happy frailties to all ranks apply’d, 

Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride, 

Fear to the statesman, rashness to the chief, 

To kings presumption, and to crowds belief: 

That Virtue’s ends from Vanity can raise, 245 

Which seeks no int’rest, no reward but praise; 

And build on wants, and on defects of mind, 

The joy, the peace, the glory of Mankind. 

Heav’n forming each on other to depend, 

A master, or a servant, or a friend, 250 

Bids each on other for assistance call, 

’Till one Man’s weakness grows the strength of all. 

Wants, frailties, passions, closer still ally 
The common int’rest, or endear the tie: 

To these we owe true friendship, love sincere, 255 

Each home-felt joy that life inherits here: 

Yet from the same we learn, in its decline, 

Those joys, those loves, those int’rests to resign: 

Taught half by Reason, half by mere decay. 

To welcome death, and calmly pass away. 260 

Whate’er the Passion, knowledge, fame, or pelf. 

Not one will change his neighbor with himself. 

The learn’d is happy nature to explore, 

The fool is happy that he knows no more; 

The rich is happy in the plenty giv’n, 265 

The poor contents him with the care of Hcav’n. 

See the blind beggar dance, the cripple sing, 

The sot a hero, lunatic a king; 

The starving chemist in his golden views 
Supremely blest, the poet in his Muse. 270 

See some strange comfort ev’ry state attend, 

And Pride bestow’d on all, a common friend; 

See some fit Passion ev’ry age supply, 

Hope travels thro’, nor quits us when we die. 

Behold the child, by Nature’s kindly law, 275 

249 f. How useful these are to SocitTY in General, and to lNDiviDi;At.s in particular, 
inevery Stati, 261, and ev’ry Age of Life, 271. 
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Pleas’d with a rattle, tickled with a straw: 

Some livelier play-thing gives his youth delight, 

A little louder, but as empty quite: 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse his riper stage; 

And beads and pray’r-books are the toys of age: 280 

Pleas’d with this bauble still, as that before; 

’Till tir’d he sleeps, and Life’s poor play is o’er! 

Mean-while Opinion gilds with varying rays 
Those painted clouds that beautify our days; 

Each want of happiness by Hope supply’d, 285 

And each vacuity of sense by Pride: 

These build as fast as knowledge can destroy; 

In Folly’s cup still laughs the bubble, joy; 

One prospect lost, another still we gain; 

And not a vanity is giv’n in vain; 290 

Ev’ n mean Self-love becomes, by force divine. 

The scale to measure others wants by thine. 

See! and confess, one comfort still must rise, 

’Tis this, Tho’ Man’s a fool, yet God is wise. 


EPISTLE III 

ARGUMENT 

Of the Nature and State ^.Man with respect to Society. 

I. THE whole Universe one system of Society, v. 7, Sec. Nothing made 
wholly for itself, nor yet wholly for another, v. 27. The happiness of 
Animals mutual, v. 49. II. Reason or Instinct operate alike to the 
good of each Individual, v. 79. Reason or Instinct operate also to 
Society, in all animals, v. 109. III. How far Society carried by 
Instinct, v. 115. How much farther by Reason, v. 131. IV. Of that 
which is called the State of Nature, v. 147. Reason instructed by 
Instinct in the invention of Arts, v. 171, and in the Forms of Society, 
V. 179. V. Origin of Political Societies, v. 199. Origin of Monarchy, 
V. 209. Patriarchal government, v. 215. VI. Origin of true Religion 
and Government, from the same principle, of Love, v. 231, &c. 

283 f. See farther, of the Use of this Principle in Man. Epist. 3, vv. 121, 124, 135, 
145, 199 f., 318. And Epist. 4, w. ^58 and 368. ’ ’ 
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Origin of Superstition and Tyranny^ from the same principle^ of 
Fear, v. 241, &c. The Influence of Self-love operating to the social 
and public Good, v. 269. Restoration of true Religion and Govern¬ 
ment on their first principle, v. 283. Alixt Government, v. 294. 
Various Forms of each, and the true end of all, v. 303, &c. 

H ere then we rest: ‘The Universal Cause 
Acts to one end, but acts by various laws.* 

In all the madness of superfluous health, 

The trim of pride, the impudence of wealth, 

Let this great truth be present night and day; 5 

But most be present, if we preach or pray. 

Look round our World; behold the chain of Love 
Combining all below and all above. 

See plastic Nature working to this end, 

The single atoms each to other tend, 10 

Attract, attracted to, the next in place 
Form’d and impell’d its neighbour to embrace. 

See Matter next, with various life endu’d, 

Press to one centre still, the gen’ral Good. 

See dying vegetables life sustain, 15 

See life dissolving vegetate again: 

All forms that perish other forms supply, 

(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die) 

Like bubbles on the sea of Matter born. 

They rise, they break, and to that sea return. 20 

Nothing is foreign: Parts relate to whole; 

One all-extending, all-preserving Soul 
Connects each being, greatest with the least; 

Made Beast in aid of Man, and Man of Beast; 

All serv’d, all serving! nothing stands alone; 25 

The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknown. 

Has God, thou fool! work’d solely for thy good. 

Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food.^ 

Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn. 

For him as kindly spread the flow’ry lawn. 30 

Is it for thee the lark ascends and sings 

Ep. III. Of the Nature and State of Man with respect to Society. 

1 f. The whole Universe one System of Society. 

27 f. Nothing made wholly for Itself, nor yet wholly for another, but the Happiness 
of all Animals mutual. 
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Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings: 

Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat? 

Loves of his own and raptures swell the note: 

The bounding steed you pompously bestride, 

Shares with his lord the pleasure and the pride: 

Is thine alone the seed that strews the plain ? 

The birds of heav’n shall vindicate their grain: 

Thine the full harvest of the golden year ? 

Part pays, and justly, the deserving steer: 

The hog, that plows not nor obeys thy call. 

Lives on the labours of this lord of all. 

Know, Nature’s children all divide her care; 

The fur that warms a monarch, warm’d a bear. 

While Man exclaims, ‘See all things for my use!’ 

‘See man for mine!’ replies a pamper’d goose; 

And just as short of reason he must fall. 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 

Grant that the pow’rful still the weak controul; 

Be Man the Wit and Tyrant of the whole: 

Nature that Tyrant checks; he only knows, 

And helps, another creature’s wants and woes. 

Say, will the falcon, stooping from above, 

Smit with her varying plumage, spare the dove ? 
Admires the jay the insect’s gilded wings? 

Or hears the hawk when Philomela sings ? 

Man cares for all: to birds he gives his woods, 

To beasts his pastures, and to fish his floods; 

For some his Int’rcst prompts him to provide. 

For more his pleasure, yet for more his pride: 

All feed on one vain Patron, and enjoy 
Th’extensive blessing of his luxury. 

That very life his learned hunger craves. 

He saves from famine, from the savage saves; 

Nay, feasts the animal he dooms his feast, 

And, ’till he ends the being, makes it blest; 

Which sees no more the stroke, or feels the pain. 

Than favour’d Man by touch etherial slain. 

The creature had his feast of life before; 

68 . Several of the ancients, and many of the Orientals since, esteemed those who 
struck by lightning as sacred persons, and the particular favourites of Heaven. 
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Thou too must perish, when thy feast is oe’r 70 

To each unthinking being, Heav’n a friend, 

Gives not the useless knowledge of its end: 

To Man imparts it; but with such a view 
As, while he dreads it, rtiakes him hope it too: 

The hour conceal’d, and so remote the fear, 75 

Death still draws nearer, never seeming near. 

Great standing miracle! that Heav’n assign’d 
Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 

II. Whether with Reason, or with Instinct blest, 

Know, all enjoy that pow’r which suits them best; 80 

To bliss alike by that direction tend, 

And find the means proportion’d to their end. 

Say, where full Instinct is th’uncrring guide, 

What Pope or G)uncil can they need beside ? 

Reason, however able, cool at best, 85 

Cares not for service, or but serves when prest. 

Stays ’till we call, and then not often near; 

But honest Instinct comes a volunteer; 

Sure never to o’er-shoot, but just to hit. 

While still too wide or short is human Wit; 90 

Sure by quick Nature happiness to gain. 

Which heavier Reason labours at in vain. 

This too serves always, Reason never long; 

One must go right, the other may go wrong. 

See then the acting and comparing pow’rs 95 

One in their nature, which arc two in ours, 

And Reason raise o’er Instinct as you can, 

In this ’tis God directs, in that ’tis Man. 

Who taught the nations of the field and wood 
To shun their poison, and to chuse their food? 100 

Prescient, the tides or tempests to withstand. 

Build on the wave, or arch beneath the sand? 

Who made the spider parallels design, 

Sure as De-moivre, without rule or line? 

Who bid the stork, Columbus-like, explore 105 

Heav’ns not his own, and worlds unknown before? 

79 f. Reason or Instinct alike operate to (he good of c^t'fndividual, and operate also 
to Society, in all Animals. y ^ 

X04. Demoivre, an eminent Mathematician. ' ' -, 

( ♦ ( 
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Who calls the council, states the certain day. 

Who forms the phalanx, and who points the way ? 

III. God, in the nature of each being, founds 
Its proper bliss, and sets its proper bounds: 

But as he fram’d a Whole, the Whole to bless, 

On mutual Wants built mutual Happiness: 

So from the first eternal Order ran. 

And creature link’d to creature, man to man. 
Whate’er of life all-quick’ning aether keeps, 

Or breathes thro’ air, or shoots beneath the deeps. 
Or pours profuse on earth; one nature feeds 
The vital flame, and swells the genial seeds. 

Not man alone, but all that roam the wood, 

Or wing the sky, or roll along the flood, 

Each loves itself, but not itself alone, 

Each sex desires alike, ’till two are one. 

Nor ends the pleasure with the fierce embrace; 
They love themselves, a third time, in their race. 
Thus beast and bird their common charge attend, 
The mothers nurse it, and the sires defend; 

The young dismiss’d to wander earth or air, 

There stops the Instinct, and there ends the care; 
The link dissolves, each seeks a fresh embrace. 
Another love succeeds, another race. 

A longer care Man’s helpless kind demands; 

That longer care contracts more lasting bands: 
Reflection, Reason, still the ties improve. 

At once extend the in’trest, and the love; 

With choice we fix, with sympathy we burn; 

Each Virtue in each Passion takes its turn; 

And still new needs, new helps, new habits rise. 
That graft benevolence on charities. 

Still as one brood, and as another rose, 

These nat’ral love maintain’d, habitual those: 

The last, scarce ripen’d into perfect Man, 

Saw helpless him from w'hom their life began: 
Mem’ry and fore-cast just returns engage. 

That pointed back to youth, this on to age; 

115 f. How far Society carry’d by Instinct. 

131 f. How much farther Society is carry’d by Reason 
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While pleasure, gratitude, and hope, combin’d, 

Still spread the int’rest, and preserv’d the kind. 

IV. Nor think, in Nature’s State they blindly trod; 
The state of Nature was the reign of God: 

Self-love and Social at her birth began, 

Union the bond of all things, and of Man. 150 

Pride then was not; nor Arts, that Pride to aid; 

Man walk’d with beast, joint tenant of the shade; 

The same his table, and the same his bed; 

No murder cloath’d him, and no murder fed. 

In the same temple, the resounding \^'ood, 155 

All vocal beings hymn’d their equal God: 

The shrine with gore unstain’d, with gold undrest. 
Unbrib’d, unbloody, stood the blameless priest: 

Heav’n’s attribute was Universal Care, 

And Man’s prerogative to rule, but spare. 160 

Ah! how unlike the man of limes to come! 

Of half that live the butcher and the tomb; 

Who, foe to Nature, hears the gcn’ral groan. 

Murders their species, and betrays his own. 

But just disease to lu.vury succeeds, 165 

And ev’ry death its own avenger breeds; 

The Fury-passions from that blood began. 

And turn’d on Man a fiercer savage, Man. 

See him from Nature rising slow to Art! 

To copy Instinct then was Reason’s part; 170 

Thus then to Man the voice of Nature spake— 

‘Go, from the Creatures thy instructions take: 

Learn from the birds what food the thickets yield; 

Learn from the beasts the physic of the field; 

Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 175 

Learn of the mole to plow, the worm to weave; 

Learn of the little Nautilus to sail, 


147 f. Of the State of Natuiu;: That it was Social. 

f. Reason instructed by Instinct in the Invention of .\bts, and in the Form.s of 
Society. 

177. Oppian. Halieut.Iib. i. describes this Fish in the following manner: ‘They swim 
on the surface of the Sea, on the back of their Shells, which exactly resembles the Hulk 
of a Ship; they raise two Feet like Masts, and extend a Membrane between, which 
serves as a Sail, the other two Feet they employ as Oars at the side. They arc usually 
seen in the Mediterranean.* 
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Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale. 

Here too all forms of social union find, 

And hence let Reason, late, instruct Mankind: 

Here subterranean works and cities see; 

There towns aerial on the waving tree. 

Learn each small People’s genius, policies, 

The Ant’s republic, and the realm of Bees; 

How those in common all their wealth bestow, 

And Anarchy without confusion know; 

And these for ever, tho’ a Monarch reign. 

Their sep’rate cells and properties maintain. 

Mark what unvary’d laws preserve each state, 

Laws wise as Nature, and as fix’d as Fate. 

In vain thy Reason finer webs shall draw. 

Entangle Justice in her net of Law, 

And right, too rigid, harden into wrong; 

Still for the strong too weak, the weak too strong. 

Yet go! and thus o’er all the creatures sway, 

Thus let the wiser make the rest obey. 

And for those Arts mere Instinct could afford, 

Be crown’d as Monarchs, or as Gods ador’d.’ 

V. Great Nature spoke; observant Men obey’d; 
Cities were built, Societies were made: 

Here rose one little state; another near 

Grew by like means, and join’d, thro’ love or fear. 

Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend. 

And there the streams in purer rills descend.^ 

W hat War could ravish. Commerce could bestow, 

And he return’d a friend, who came a foe. 

Converse and Love mankind might strongly draw, 
W'hen Love was Liberty, and Nature Law. 

Thus States were form’d; the name of King unknown, 
’Till common int’rest plac’d the sway in one. 

’Twas V IRTUE ONLY (or in arts or arms, 

Diffusing blessings, or averting harms) 

The same which in a Sire the Sons obey’d, 

A Prince the Father of a People made. 


f. Originc of Politico, Societies. 
f. Originc of Monarchy. 
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VI. ’Till then, by Nature crown’d, each Patriarch sate, 215 
King, priest, and parent of his growing state; 

On him, their second Providence, they hung, 

Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 

He from the wond’ring furrow call’d the food, 

Taught to command the fire, controul the flood, 220 

Draw forth the monsters of th’abyss profound, 

Or fetch th’aerial eagle to the ground. 

’Till drooping, sick’ning, dying they began 
Whom they rever’d as God to mourn as Man: 

Then, looking up from sire to sire, explor’d 225 

One great first father, and that first ador’d. 

Or plain tradition that this All begun, 

Convey’d unbroken faith from sire to son. 

The worker from the work distinct was known, 

And simple Reason never sought but one: 230 

E’er Wit oblique had broke that steddy light. 

Man, like his Maker, saw that all was right, 

To Virtue, in the paths of Pleasure, trod. 

And own’d a Father when he own’d a God. 

Love all the faith, and all th’allcgiance then; 235 

For Nature knew no right divine in Men, 

No ill could fear in God; and understood 
A sov’reign being but a sov’reign good. 

True faith, true policy, united ran, 

That was but love of God, and this of Man. 240 

Who first taught souls enslav’d, and realms undone, 

Th’ enormous faith of many made for one; 

That proud exception to all Nature’s laws, 

T’invert the world, and counter-work its Cause? 

Force first made Conquest, and that conquest. Law'; 245 
’Till Superstition taught the tyrant awe, 

Then shar’d the Tyranny, then lent it aid. 

And Gods of Gmqu’rors, Slaves of Subjects made: 

She, ’midst the light’ning’s blaze, and thunder’s sound. 

When rock’d the mountains, and when groan’d the ground, 
She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 251 

215 f. Origine of Patriarcjiai. Go^tjj.sment. 

*35 f- Origine of True Religion and Government from ihc Principle of Love: and 
of Superstition and Tyranny, from that of Fear. 
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To Pow’r unseen, and mightier far than they: 

She, from the rending earth and bursting skies. 

Saw Gods descend, and fiends infernal rise: 

Here fix’d the dreadful, there the blest abodes; 35s 

Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods; 

Gods partial, changeful, passionate, unjust. 

Whose attributes were Rage, Revenge, or Lust; 

Such as the souls of cowards might conceive. 

And, form’d like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 260 

Zeal then, not charity, became the guide, 

And hell was built on spite, and heav’n on pride. 

Then sacred seem’d th’etherial vault no more; 

Altars grew marble then, and reek’d with gore: 

Then first the Flamen tasted living food; 265 

Next his grim idol smear’d with human blood; 

With Heav’n’s own thunders shook the world below, 

And play’d the God an engine on his foe. 

So drives Self-love, thro’ just and thro’ unjust, 

To one Man’s pow’r, ambition, lucre, lust: 270 

The same Self-love, in all, becomes the cause 
Of what restrains him. Government and Laws. 

For, what one likes if others like as well. 

What serves one will, when many wills rebel ? 

How shall he keep, what, sleeping or awake, 275 

A weaker may surprise, a stronger take.^ 

His safety must his liberty restrain: 

All join to guard what each desires to gain. 

Forc’d into virtue thus by Self-defence, 

Ev’n Kings learn’d justice and benevolence: 280 

Self-love forsook the path it first pursu’d. 

And found the private in the public good. 

’Twas then, the studious head or gen’rous mind, 

Follow’r of God or friend of human-kind. 

Poet or Patriot, rose but to restore 285 

The Faith and Moral, Nature gave before; 


269 f. The Influence of Self-lo\t operating to the Social and Public Good. 

283 f. Restoration of True Religion and Government on their first Principle. Mixt 
Governments; with the various Forms of each, and the True use of all. The Deduction 
and Application of the foregoing Principles, with the Use or Abuse of Civil and Eccle¬ 
siastical Policy, was intended for the subject of the third book. 
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Re-lumM her ancient light, not kindled new; 

If not God’s image, yet his shadow drew: 

Taught Pow’r’s due use to People and to Kings, 
Taught nor to slack, nor strain its tender strings, 

The less, or greater, ^et so justly true. 

That touching one must strike the other too; 

’Till jarring int’rests of themselves create 
Th’according music of a well-mix’d State. 

Such is the World’s great harmony, that springs 
From Order, Union, full Consent of things! 

Where small and great, where weak and mighty, made 
To serve, not suffer, strengthen, not invade. 

More pow’rful each as needful to the rest, 

And, in proportion as it blesses, blest, 

Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Beast, Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or King. 

For Forms of Government let fools contest; 
Whate’er is best administer’d is best: 

For Modes of Faith let graceless zealots fight; 

His can’t be wrong whose life is in the right: 

In Faith and Hope the world will disagree. 

But all Mankind’s concern is Charity: 

All must be false that thwart this One great End, 

And all of God, that bless Mankind or mend. 

Man, like the gen’rous vine, supported lives; 

The strength he gains is from th’embrace he gives. 

On their own Axis as the Planets run. 

Yet make at once their circle round the Sun: 

So two consistent motions act the Soul; 

And one regards Itself, and one the Whole. 

Thus God and Nature link’d the gen’ral frame. 

And bade Self-love and Social be the same. 
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EPISTLE IV 

ARGUMENT 

Of the Nature and State o/Man with respect to Happiness. 

1 . FALSE Notions of Happiness, Philosophical and Popular, answered 
from V. 19 to 76. 11 . It is the End of all Men, and attainable by all, 
V. 29. God intends Happiness to be equal; and to he so, it must be 
social, since all particular Happiness depends on general, and since 
he governs by general, not particular Laws, v. 35. As it is necessary 
for Order, and the peace and welfare of Society, that external 
goods should be unequal, Happiness is not made to consist in these, 
V. 49. But, notwithstanding that inequality, the balance of Happiness 
among Mankind is kept even by Providence, by the two Passions of 
Hope and Fear, v. 67. III. \Vhat the Happiness of Individuals is, 
as far as is consistent with the constitution of this world; and that 
the good Man has here the advantage, v. 77. The error of imputing 
to Virtue what are only the calamities 0/Nature, or 0/Fortune, 
V, 93. IV. The folly of expecting that God should alter his general 
Laws in favour of particulars, v. i u. V. That we are not judges who 
are good; but that, whoever they are, they must be happiest, v. 131, 
&c. VI. That external goods are not the proper rewards, but often 
inconsistent with, or destructive of Virtue, v. 167. That even these 
can make no Man happy without Virtue: Instanced in Riches, v. 
185, Honours, v. 193. Nobilit}-, v. 205. Greatness, v. 217. Fame, 
V. 237. Superior Talents, v. 259, &c. With pictures of human 
Infelicity in Men possessed of them all, v. 269, &c. VH. That Virtue 
only constitutes a Happiness, whose object is universal, and whose 
prospect eternal, v. 309, &:c. That the perfection Virtue and 
Happiness consists in a conformity to the Order o/Providence 
here, and a Resignation to it here and hereafter, v. 327, &c. 

O n Happiness! our being's end and aim! 

Good, Pleasure, Ea.se, Content! whate’er thy name: 
That something still which prompts th’eternal sigh. 

For which we bear to live, or dare to die. 

Which still so near us, yet beyond us lies, 

Ep. IV. Of the Nature and Stale of Ma.n, with respect to Happiness. 
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O’er-look’d, seen double, by the fool, and wise. 

Plant of celestial seed! if dropt below, 

Say, in what mortal soil thou deign’st to grow ? 

Fair opening to some Court’s propitious shine, 

Or deep with di’monds in the flaming mine.^ 10 

Twin’d with the wreaths Parnassian lawrels yield. 

Or reap’d in iron harvests of the field ? 

Where grows?—where grows it not?—If vain our toil, 

We ought to blame the culture, not the soil: 

Fix’d to no spot is Happiness sincere, 15 

*Tis no where to be found, or ev’ry where; 

*Tis never to be bought, but always free. 

And fled from monarchs, St. John! dwells with thee. 

Ask of the Learn’d the way, the Learn’d are blind. 

This bids to serve, and that to shun mankind; 20 

Some place the bliss in action, some in ease. 

Those call it Pleasure, and Contentment these; 

Some sunk to Beasts, find pleasure end in pain; 

Some swell’d to Gods, confess ev’n Virtue vain; 

Or indolent, to each extreme they fall, 25 

To trust in ev’ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus define it, say they more or less 
Than this, that Happiness is Happiness? 

II. Take Nature’s path, and mad Opinion’s leave; 

All states can reach it, and all heads conceive; 30 

Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell. 

There needs but thinking right, and meaning w'cll; 

And mourn our various portions as we please. 

Equal is Common Sense, and Common Ease. 

Remember, Man, ‘the Universal Cause 35 

Acts not by partial, but by gen’ral laws;’ 

And makes what Happiness we justly call 
Submit not in the good of one, but all. 

There’s not a blessing Individuals find, 

But some way leans and hearkens to the kind. 40 

No Bandit fierce, no Tyrant mad with pride. 

No cavern’d Hermit, rests self-satisfy’d; 

29 f. Mappin'ESS the End of all Men, and attainable by all. 

35 God governs by general not particular Laws; intends I lappincss to be equal; and 
to be so, it must be social, since all particular Happiness depends on general. 
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Who most to shun or hate Mankind pretend, 

Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend. 

Abstract what others feel, what others think, 45 

All pleasures sicken, and all glories sink: 

Each has his share; and who would more obtain, 

Shall find, the pleasure pays not half the pain. 

Order is Heav’n’s first law; and this confest. 

Some are, and must be, greater than the rest, 5® 

More rich, more wise; but who infers from hence 
That such are happier, shocks all common sense. 

Heav’n to Mankind impartial we confess, 

If all are equal in their Happiness; 

But mutual wants this Happiness increase; 55 

All Nature’s diffrence keeps all Nature’s peace. 

Condition, circumstance is not the thing; 

Bliss is the same in subject or in king, 

In who obtain defence, or who defend. 

In him who is, or him who finds a friend: 6o 

Heav’n breaths thro’ ev’ry member of the whole 
One common blessing, as one common soul. 

But Fortune’s gifts if each alike possest. 

And each were equal, must not all contest } 

If then to all Men Happiness was meant, 65 

God in Externals could not place Content. 

Fortune her gifts may variously dispose. 

And these be happy call’d, unhappy those; 

But Heav’n’s just balance equal will appear. 

While those are plac’d in Hope, and these in Fear: 70 

Not present good or ill, the joy or curse. 

But future views of better, or of worse. 

Oh sons of earth! attempt ye still to rise. 

By mountains pil’d on mountains, to the skies ? 

Heav’n still with laughter the vain toil surveys, 75 

And buries madmen in the heaps they raise. 


49. It is necessar)' for Order and the common Peace, that External Goods be unequal, 
therefore Happiness is not constituted in these. 

67 f. The balance of human happiness kept equal (notwithstanding Externals) by 
Hope and Fear. The Exemplification of this Truth, by a View of the Equality of 
Happiness in the several particular Stations of Life, were design’d for the subject of a 
future Epistle. 
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III. Know, all the good that individuals find, 

Or God and Nature meant to mere Mankind, 
Reason’s whole pleasure, all the joys of Sense, 

Lie in three words, Health, Peace, and Competence. 
But Health consists with Temperance alone; 

And Peace, oh Virtue! Peace is all thy own. 

The good or bad the gifts of Fortune gain; 

But these less taste them, as they worse obtain. 

Say, in pursuit of profit or delight, 

Who risk the most, that take wrong means, or right ? 
Of Vice or Virtue, whether blest or curst. 

Which meets contempt, or which compassion first } 
Count all th’advantage prosp’rous Vice attains, 

’Tis but what Virtue flies from and disdains: 

And grant the bad what happiness they wou’d, 

One they must want, which is, to pass for good. 

Oh blind to truth, and God’s whole scheme below. 
Who fancy Bliss to Vice, to Virtue Woe! 

Who sees and follows that great scheme the best, 

Best knows the blessing, and will most be blest. 

But fools, the Good alone unhappy call. 

For ills or accidents that chance to all. 

See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the just! 

Sec god-like Turenne prostrate on the dust! 

See Sidney bleeds amid the martial strife! 

Was this their Virtue, or Contempt of Life.^ 

Say, was it Virtue, more tho’ Heav’n ne’er gave, 
Lamented Digby! sunk thee to the grave.? 

Tell me, if Virtue made the Son expire, 

Why, full of days and honour, lives the Sire.? 

Why drew Marseille’s good bishop purer breath, 
When Nature sicken’d, and each gale was death! 

Or why so long (in life if long can be) 

Lent Heav’n a parent to the poor and me.? 

IV. What makes all physical or moral ill ? 

There deviates Nature, and here wanders Will. 

God sends not ill; if rightly understood, 
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77 f. In what the Happiness of Individuals consists, and that the Good Man has the 
Advantage, even in this world. 

93 !*• That no man is unhappy thro’ Virtue. 
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Or partial Ill is universal Good, 

Or Change admits, or Nature lets it fall, 

Short, and but rare, till Man improved it all. 

We just as wisely might of Heav’n complain 
That righteous Abel was destroy’d by Oin; 

As that the virtuous son is ill at ease 
When his lewd father gave the dire disease. 

Think we, like some weak Prince, th’Etemal Cause, 
Prone for his fav’rites to reverse his laws ? 

Shall burning ^Etna, if a sage requires, 

Forget to thunder, and recall her fires ? 

On air or sea new motions be imprest. 

Oh blameless Bethel! to relieve thy breast ? 

When the loose mountain trembles from on high. 
Shall gravitation cease, if you go by? 

Or some old temple, nodding to its fall, 

For Chartres’ head reserve the hanging wall ? 

V. But still this world (so fitted for the knave) 
Contents us not. A better shall we have ? 

A kingdom of the Just then let it be: 

But first consider how those Just agree. 

The good must merit God’s peculiar care; 

But who, but God, can tell us who they are ? 

One thinks on Calvin Heav’n’s own spirit fell. 
Another deems him instrument of hell; 

If Calvin feel Heav’n’s blessing, or its rod, 

This cries there is, and that, there is no God. 

What shocks one part will edify the rest. 

Nor with one system can they all be blest. 

The ver)' best will variously incline. 

And what rewards your Virtue, punish mine. 
‘Whatever is, is right’— This world, ’tis true, 

Was made for Caesar—but for Titus too: 

And which more blest ? who chain’d his country, say, 
Or he whose Virtue sigh’d to lose a day ? 

‘But sometimes Virtue star\'es, while Vice is fed.’ 
What then ? Is the reward of Virtue bread ? 

That, Vice may merit; ’tis the price of toil; 

The knave dcser\'es it, when he tills the soil, 

The knave deser\’es it, when he tempts the main. 
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Where Folly fights for kings, or dives for gain. 

The good man may be weak, be indolent; 155 

Nor is his claim to plenty, but content. 

But grant him Riches, your demand is o’er ? 

‘No—shall the good want Health, the good want Pow’r.^’ 
Add Health, and Pow’r, and ev’ry earthly thing; 

‘Why bounded Pow’r ? why private ? why no king r 160 
Nay, why external for internal giv’n } 

Why is not Man a God, and Earth a Heav’n.^ 

Who ask and reason thus, will scarce conceive 
God gives enough, while he has more to give: 

Immense the pow’r, immense were the demand; 165 

Say, at what part of nature will they stand } 

VI. What nothing earthly gives, or can destroy, 

The soul’s calm sun-shine, and the heart-felt joy. 

Is Virtue’s prize: A better would you fix.? 

Then give Humility a coach and six, 170 

Justice a Conq’ror’s sword, or Truth a gown, 

Or Public Spirit its great cure, a Crown. 

Weak, foolish man! will Heav’n reward us there 
With the same trash mad mortals wish for here ? 

The Boy and Man an individual makes, 175 

Yet sigh’st thou now for apples and for cakes.? 

Go, like the Indian, in another life 
Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife: 

As well as dream such trifles are assign’d. 

As toys and empires, for a god-like mind. 180 

Rewards, that either would to Virtue bring 
No joy, or be destructive of the thing: 

How oft by these at sixty are undone 
The virtues of a saint at twenty-one! 

To whom can Riches give Repute, or Trust, 185 

Content, or Pleasure, but the Good and Just? 

Judges and Senates have been bought for gold. 

Esteem and Love were never to be sold. 

Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind. 


167 f. That External Goods are not the proper Rewards of Virtue; often inconsistent 
with or destructive of it; but that all these can make no man happy without Virtue. 
Instanced in each of them. t. Riches. 2. Honours. 3. Titles. 4. Birth. 5. Greatness. 
6. Fame. 7. Superior Parts. 
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The lover and the love of human-kind, 

Whose life is healthful, and whose conscience clear; 
Because he wants a thousand pounds a year. 

Honour and shame from no Condition rise; 

Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 

Fortune in Men has some small difTrence made, 

One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade; 

The cobler apron’d, and the parson gown’d. 

The frier hooded, and the monarch crown’d. 

‘What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl 
ril tell you, friend! a Wise man and a Fool. 

You’ll find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 

Or, cobler-like, the parson will be drunk. 

Worth makes the man, and want of it, the fellow; 
The rest is all but leather or prunella. 

Stuck o’er with titles and hung round with strings, 
That thou may’st be by kings, or whores of kings. 
Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race. 

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece; 

But by your father’s worth if your’s you rate, 

Count me those only who were good and great. 

Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood 

Has crept thro’ scoundrels ever since the flood, 

Go! and pretend your family is young; 

Nor own, your fathers have been fools so long. 

What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards 
Alas! not all the blood of all the Howards. 

Look next on Greatness; say where Greatness lies? 
‘Where, but among the Heroes and the Wise ?’ 

Heroes are much the same, the point’s agreed, 

From Macedonia’s madman to the Swede; 

The whole strange purpose of tiieir lives, to find 
Or make, an enemy of all mankind! 

Not one looks backward, onward still he goes, 

\ et ne’er looks forward farther than his nose. 

No less alike the Politic and Wise; 

All sly slow things, with circumspective eyes: 

Men in their loose unguarded hours they take, 

Not that themselves are wise, but others weak. 

But grant that those can conquer, these can cheat; 
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’Tis phrase absurd to call a Villain Great; 

Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave, 

Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 

Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 

Or failing, smiles in exile or in chains, 

Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that Man is great indeed. 

What’s Fame ? a fancy’d life in others breath, 

A thing beyond us, ev’n before our death. 

Just what you hear, you have, and what’s unknown 
The same (my Lord) if Tully’s, or your own. 

All that we feel of it begins and ends 
In the small circle of our foes or friends; 

To all beside as much an empty shade, 

An Eugene living, as a Caesar dead. 

Alike or when, or where, they shone, or shine. 

Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. 

A Wit’s a feather, and a Chief a rod; 

An honest Man’s the noblest work of God. 

Fame but from death a villain’s name can save. 

As Justice tears his body from the grave. 

When what t’oblivion better were resign’d, 

Is hung on high, to poison half mankind. 

All fame is foreign, but of true desert. 

Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart: 
One self-approving hour whole years out-weighs 
Of stupid starers, and of loud huzzas; 

And more true joy Marccllus exil’d feels, 

Than Cssar with a senate at his heels. 

In Parts superior what advantage lies.^ 

Tell (for You can) what is it to be wise.? 

’Tis but to know how little can be known; 

To see all others faults, and feel our own: 
Condemn’d in bus’ness or in arts to drudge. 
Without a second, or without a judge: 

Truths would you teach, or save a sinking land.? 

All fear, none aid you, and few understand. 

Painful preheminence! yourself to view 
Above life’s weakness, and its comforts too. 

Bring then these blessings to a strict account. 
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Make fair deductions, see to what they mount. 
How much of other each is sure to cost; 

How each for other oft is wholly lost; 

How inconsistent greater goods with these; 

How sometimes life is risquM, and always ease: 
Think, and if still the things thy envy call, 

Say, would’st thou be the Man to whom they fall ? 
To sigh for ribbands if thou art so silly, 

Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy: 

Is yellow dirt the passion of thy life ? 

Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus’ wife: 

If Parts allure thee, think how Bacon shin’d, 

The wisest, brightest, meanest of mankind: 

Or ravish’d with the whistling of a Name, 

See Cromwell, damn’d to everlasting fame I 
If all, united, thy ambition call, 

From ancient story learn to scorn them all. 

There, in the rich, the honour’d, fam’d, and great, 
See the false scale of Happiness complete! 

In hearts of Kings, or arms of Queens who lay, 
How happy! those to ruin, these betray. 

Mark by what wretched steps their glor>^ grows, 
From dirt and sea-wced as proud Venice rose; 

In each how guilt and greatness equal ran. 

And all that rais’d the Hero, sunk the Man: 

Now Europe’s laurels on their brows behold. 

But stain’d with blood, or ill exchang’d for gold; 
Then see them broke with toils, or sunk in ease. 

Or infamous for plunder’d provinces. 

Oh wealth ill-fated ! which no act of fame 
E er taught to shine, or sanctify’d from shame! 
What greater bliss attends their close of life.? 

Some greedy minion, or imperious wife. 

The trophy’d arches, story’d halls invade 
And haunt their slumbers in the pompous shade. 
Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 

Compute the morn and ev’ning to the day; 

The whole amount of that enormous fame, 

A Tale, that blends their glory with their shame! 
291. [See Appendix B.] 



275 


280 



290 


295 


300 


305 



EPISTLE IV 


277 


VII. Know then this truth (enough for Man to know) 
‘Virtue alone is Happiness below,’ 

The only point where human bliss stands still, 

And tastes the good without the fall to ill; 

Where only Merit constant pay receives, 

Is blest in what it takes, and what it gives; 

The joy unequal’d, if its end it gain, 

And if it lose, attended with no pain: 

Without satiety, tho’ e’er so blest. 

And but more relish’d as the more distress’d : 


The broadest mirth unfeeling Folly wears. 

Less pleasing far than Virtue’s very tears. 

Good, from each object, from each place acquir’d, 
For ever exercis’d, yet never tir’d; 

Never elated, while one man’s oppress’d; 

Never dejected, while another’s bless’d; 

And where no wants, no wishes can remain. 

Since but to wish more Virtue, is to gain. 

Sec the sole bliss Hcav’n could on all bestow! 
Which who but feels can taste, but thinks can know: 
Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind, 

The bad must miss; the good, untaught, will find; 
Slave to no sect, who takes no private road. 

But looks thro’ Nature, up to Nature’s God; 

Pursues that Chain which links th’immcnse design. 
Joins heav’n and earth, and mortal and divine; 

Sees, that no being any bliss can know, 

But touches some above, and some below; 

Learns, from this union of the rising Whole, 

The first, last purpose of the human soul; 

And knows where Faith, Law, Morals, all began, 

AH end, in Love of God, and Love of Man. 

For him alone, Hope leads from goal to goal, 

And opens still, and opens on his soul, 

’Till lengthen’d on to Faith, and unconfin’d, 

It pours the bliss that fills up all the mind. 
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309 f. That Virtue only constitutes a 1 lappincss, whose Object is Universal, and whose 
Prospect Eternal. 

327 E That the Perfection of Happiness consists in a Conformity to the Order of 
Providence here, and a Resignation to it, here and hereafter. 
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He sees, why Nature plants in Man alone 

Hope of known bliss, and Faith in bliss unknown: 

(Nature, whose dictates to no other kind 

Are giv’n in vain, but what they seek they find) 

Wise is her present; she connects in this 

His greatest Virtue with his greatest Bliss; 

At once his own bright prospect to be blest, 

And strongest motive to assist the rest. 

Self-love thus push’d to social, to divine. 

Gives thee to make thy neighbour’s blessing thine. 
Is this too little for the boundless heart? 

Extend it, let thy enemies have part: 

Grasp the whole worlds of Reason, Life, and Sense, 
In one close system of Benevolence: 

Happier as kinder, in whate’er degree, 

And height of Bliss but height of Charity. 

God loves from Whole to Parts: but human soul 
Must rise from Individual to the Whole. 

Self-love but serves the virtuous mind to wake. 

As the small pebble stirs the peaceful lake; 

The centre mov’d, a circle strait succeeds, 

Another still, and still another spreads; 

Friend, parent, neighbour, first it will embrace, 

His country next, and next all human race; 

Wide and more wide, th’o’erflowings of the mind 
Take ev’iy creature in, of ev’rj- kind; 

Earth smiles around, with boundless bounty blest. 
And Heav’n beholds its image in his breast. 

Come then, my Friend, my Genius, come along. 
Oh master of the poet, and the song! 

And while the Muse now stoops, or now ascends. 

To Man’s low passions, or their glorious ends. 

Teach me, like thee, in various nature wise. 

To fall with dignity, with temper rise; 

Form’d by thy converse, happily to steer 
From grave to gay, from lively to severe; 

Correct with spirit, eloquent with ease, 

Intent to reason, or polite to please. 

Oh! while along the stream of Time thy name 
Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame, 
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Say, shall my little bark attendant sail, 

Pursue the triumph, and partake the gale? 

When statesmen, heroes, kings, in dust repose. 
Whose sons shall blush their fathers were thy foes, 
Shall then this verse to future age pretend 
Thou wert my guide, philosopher, and friend ? 
That urg'd by thee, I turn’d the tuneful art 
From sounds to things, from fancy to the heart; 
For Wit’s false mirror held up Nature’s light; 
Shew’d erring Pride, whatever is, is right; 
That Reason, Passion, answer one great aim; 
That true Self-love and Social are the same; 
That Virtue only makes our Bliss below; 

And all our Knowledge is, ourselves TO KNOW. 


279 

385 


390 


395 





EPISTLES 


TO 

SEVERAL PERSONS 


Est brcviute opus, ut currat sententia, ncu se 
Impediat verbis lassas onerantibus aures: 

Et sermone opus est modo tristi, s*pe jocoso, 
Defendcnte vicem modo Rhetoris atque Poets, 
Interdum urbani, parcentis viribus, atque 
Extenuantis eas consultd. Hor. 





EPISTLE I 


TO 

Sir Richard Temple, Lord Cobham 

ARGUMENT 

Of the Knowledge and Characters o/MEN 

THAT it is not sufficient for this knowledge to consider Man in the 
Abstract: Books will not serve the purpose, nor yet our own Experi¬ 
ence singly, V. i. General maxims, unless they be formed upon both, 
will be but notional, v. lo. Some Peculiarity in every man, charac¬ 
teristic to himself yet varying from himself v. 15. Difficulties arising 
from our own Passions, Fancies, Faculties, &c. v. 31. The shortness 
of Life, to observe in, and the uncertainty of the Principles of action 
in men, to observe by, v. 37, &c. Our own Principle of action often 
hid from ourselves, v. 41. Some few Characters plain, but in general 
confounded, dissembled, or inconsistent, v. 51. The same man utterly 
different in different places and seasons, v. 71. Unimaginable weak¬ 
nesses in the greatest, v. 70, &c. Nothing constant and certain but 
God and Nature, v. 95. No judging of the UoxNts from the actions; 
the same actions proceeding from contrary Motives, and the same 
Motives influencing contrary actions, v. 100. II. Yet to form 
Characters, we can only take the strongest actions of a man's life, 
and try to make them agree: The utter uncertainty of this, from 
Nature itself and from Policy, v. 120. Characters according 
to the rank of men of the world, v. 135. And some reason for it, 

V. 140. Education alters the Nature, or at least Character of many, 

V. 149. Actions, Passions, Opinions, Manners, Humours, or 
Principles all subject to change. No judging by Nature, v.'isS 
to 178. III. It only remains to find {if we can) his Ruling 
Passion: That will certainly influence all the rest, and can recon¬ 
cile the seeming or real inconsistency of all his actions, v. 175. 
Instanced in the extraordinary character o/Clodio, v. 179. ^ caution 
against mistaking second qualities for first, which will destroy all 
possibility of the knowledge of mankind, v. 210. Examples of the 



EPISTLE TO COBHAM 


284 


10 


IS 


Strength of the Ruling Passion, and its continuation to the last 
breathy v. 222, &c. 


Y es, you despise the man to Books confin’d, 

Who from his study rails at human kind; 

Tho’ what he learns, he speaks, and may advance 
Some gen’ral maxims, or be right by chance. 

The coxcomb bird, so talkative and grave. 

That from his cage cries Cuckold, Whore, and Knave, 
Tho’ many a passenger he rightly call. 

You hold him no Philosopher at all. 

And yet the fate of all extremes is such. 

Men may be read, as well as Books, too much. 

To observations which ourselves we make, 

We grow more partial for th’Observer’s sake; 

To written Wisdom, as another’s, less: 

Maxims are drawn from Notions, these from Guess. 
There’s some Peculiar in each leaf and grain. 

Some unmark’d fibre, or some varying vein: 

Shall only Man be taken in the gross? 

Grant but as many sorts of Mind, as Moss. 

That each from other differs, first confess; 

Next, that he varies from himself no less: 

Add Nature’s, Custom’s, Reason’s, Passion’s strife, 
And all Opinion’s colours cast on life. 

Our depths who fathoms, or our shallows finds. 
Quick whirls, and shifting eddies, of our minds? 

On human actions reason tho’ you can. 

It may be Reason, but it is not Man: 

His Principle of action once explore. 

That instant ’tis his Principle no more. 

Like following life thro’ creatures you dissect. 

You lose it in the moment you detect. 

Yet more; the diff’rence is as great between 
The optics seeing, as the objects seen. 

All Manners take a tincture from our own; 

Or come discolour’d thro’ our Passions shown. 

Or Fancy’s beam enlarges, multiplies, 

Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thousand dyes. 

18. There are about 300 sorts of Moss observed by Naturalists. 
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Nor will Life’s stream for Observation stay, 

It hurries all too fast to mark their way: 

In vain sedate reflections we would make, 

When half our knowledge we must snatch, not take. 
Oft, in the Passions’ wild rotation tost, 

Our spring of action to ourselves is lost: 

Tir’d, not determin’d, to the last we yield, 

And what comes then is master of the field. 

As the last image of that troubled heap, 

When Sense subsides, and Fancy sports in sleep, 
(Tho’ past the recollection of the thought) 

Becomes the stuff of which our dream is wrought; 
Something, as dim to our internal view. 

Is thus perhaps the cause of most we do. 

True, some are open, and to all men known; 
Others so very close, they’re hid from none; 

(So Darkness strikes the sense no less than Light) 
Thus gracious Chandos is belov’d at sight; 

And ev’ry child hates Shylock, tho’ his soul 
Still sits at squat, and peeps not from its hole. 

At half mankind when gen’rous Manly raves. 

All know ’tis Virtue, for he thinks them knaves: 
When universal homage Umbra pays. 

All see ’tis Vice, and itch of vulgar praise. 

When Flatt’ry glares, all hate it in a Queen, 

While one there is who charms us with his Spleen. 

But these plain Characters we rarely find; 

Tho’ strong the bent, yet quick the turns of mind: 

Or puzzling Contraries confound the whole, 

Or Affectations quite reverse the soul. 

The dull, flat Falshood serves for policy. 

And in the Cunning, Truth itself’s a lye: 
Unthought-of Frailties cheat us in the Wise; 

The Fool lies hid in inconsistencies. 

See the same man, in vigour, in the gout; 

Alone, in company; in place, or out; 

Early at Bus’ness, and at Hazard late; 

Mad at a Fox-chace, wise at a Debate; 

Drunk at a Borough, civil at a Ball; 

Friendly at Hackney, faithless at Whitehall. 
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Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 

Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave, 

Save just at dinner—then prefers, no doubt, 

A Rogue with Ven’son to a Saint without. 

Who would not praise Patritio’s high desert, 

His hand unstainM, his uncorrupted heart. 

His comprehensive head } all Interests weigh’d, 

All Europe sav’d, yet Britain not betray’d. 

He thanks you not, his pride is in Picquette, 
New-market-fame, and judgment at a Bett. 

What made (say Montagne, or more sage Charron!) 
Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoon > 

A perjur’d Prince a leaden Saint revere? 

A godless Regent tremble at a Star? 

The throne a Bigot keep, a Genius quit, 

Faithless thro’ Piety, and dup’d thro’ Wit ? 

Europe a Woman, Child, or Dotard rule, 

And just her ablest monarch made a fool? 

Know, God and Nature only are the same; 

In lyian, the judgment shoots at flying game, 

A bird of passage! gone as soon as found, 

Now in the Moon perhaps, now under ground. 

In vain the Sage, with retrospective eye, 

Would from th’apparent What conclude the Why, 

Infer the Motive from the Deed, and shew 
That what we chanc’d, was w'hat w'e meant to do. 
Behold! If Fortune or a Mistress frowns. 

Some plunge in bus’ness, others shave their crowns: 

To ease the Soul of one oppressive weight, 

This quits an Empire, that embroils a State; 
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After V. 86, in the former Editions, 

Triumphant leaders, at an army's head, 

Hemm d round irith glories, pilfer cloth or bread; 

As meanly plunder as they bravely fought. 

Now save a People, and now save a groat. 

89. Louis XI of France wore in his Hat a leaden image of the Virgin Mary, which 
when he swore by, he feared to break his oath. 


''■ho, after renouncing the throne for Religion, resumed it to 
gratify his Queen; and Victor Amadeus II. King of Sardinia, who resigned the crown 
and trying to rcassumc it, was imprisoned till his death 
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The same adust complexion has impell’d 
Charles to the Convent, Philip to the Field. 

Not always Actions shew the man: we find 
Who does a kindness, is not therefore kind; no 

Perhaps Prosperity becalm’d his breast, 

Perhaps the Wind just shifted from the east: 

Not therefore humble he who seeks retreat, 

Pride guides his steps, and bids him shun the great: 

Who combats bravely is not therefore brave, 115 

He dreads a death-bed like the meanest slave: 

Who reasons wisely is not therefore wise. 

His pride in Reas’ning, not in Acting lies. 

But grant that Actions best discover man; 

Take the most strong, and sort them as you can. 120 

The few that glare, each character must mark, 

You balance not the many in the dark. 

What will you do with such as disagree.^ 

Suppress them, or miscall them Policy? 

Must then at once (the character to save) 125 

The plain rough Hero turn a crafty Knave ? 

Alas! in truth the man but chang’d his mind, 

Perhaps was sick, in love, or had not din’d. 

Ask why from Britain Caesar would retreat? 

Caesar himself might whisper he was beat. 130 

Why risk the world’s great empire for a Punk.^ 

C^sar perhaps might answer he was drunk. 

But, sage historians! ’tis your task to prove 
One action. Conduct; one, heroic Love. 

’Tis from high Life high Characters are drawn; 135 
A Saint in Crape is twice a Saint in Lawn; 

A Judge is just, a Chanc’Ior juster still; 

A Gownman, learn’d; a Bishop, what you will; 

Wise, if a Minister; but, if a King, 

More wise, more Icarn’d, more just, more cv’rything. 140 
Court-virtues bear, like Gems, the highest rate. 

Born where Hcav’n’s influence scarce can penetrate: 

In life’s low vale, the soil the Virtues like. 

They please as beauties, here as wonders strike. 


108. Charles V. and Philip II. 
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Tho the same Sun with all-diffusive rays 
Blush in the Rose, and in the Diamond blaze, 

We prize the stronger effort of his pow’r, 

And justly set the Gem above the Flow’r. 

’Tis Education forms the common mind, 

Just as the Twig is bent, the Tree’s inclin’d. 

Boastful and rough, your first son is a ’Squire; 

The next a Tradesman, meek, and much a lyar; 

Tom struts a Soldier, open, bold, and brave; 

Will sneaks a Scriv’ner, an exceeding knave: 

Is he a Churchman } then he’s fond of pow’r; ) 

A Quaker.? sly: A Presbyterian.? sow’r: 

A smart Free-thinker.? all things in an hour. J 
Ask men’s Opinions: Scoto now shall tell 
How Trade increases, and the World goes well; 

Strike off his Pension, by the setting sun, 

And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. 

That gay free-thinker, a fine talker once, 

What turns him now a stupid silent dunce.? 

Some God, or Spirit he has lately found; 

Or chanc’d to meet a Minister that frown’d. 

Judge we by Nature.? Habit can efface, 

Int’rest o’ercome, or Policy take place: 

By Actions.? those Uncertainty divides: 

By Passions.? these Dissimulation hides: 

Opinions.? they still take a wider range; 

Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. 

Manners with Fortunes, Humours turn with Climes. 
Tenets with Books, and Principles with Times 

**'‘= RiJL'ng Passion: There, alone, 

1 he Wild are constant, and the Cunning known; 

Ihe Tool consistent, and the False sincere; 

Priests, Princes, Women, no dissemblers here. 

This clue once found, unravels all the rest, 
riie prospect clears, and Wharton stands confest. 

W harton, die scorn and wonder of our days, 

W hose ruling Passion was the Lust of Praise- 
Born with W'hate’er could win it from the W^ise, 

Women and Fools must like him or he dies; 

Tho’ wond’ring Senates hung on all he spoke 
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The Club must hail him master of the joke. 

Shall parts so various aim at nothing new ? 

He*ll shine a Tully and a Wilmot too. 

Then turns repentant, and his God adores 
With the same spirit that he drinks and whores; 

Enough if all around him but admire, 190 

And now the Punk applaud, and now the Fryer. 

Thus, with each gift of nature and of art, 

And wanting nothing but an honest heart; 

Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt. 

And most contemptible, to shun contempt; X95 

His Passion still, to covet gen’ral praise, 

His Life, to forfeit it a thousand ways; 

A constant Bounty, which no friend has made; 

An angel Tongue, which no man can persuade; 

A Fool, with more of Wit than half mankind, 200 

Too rash for Thought, for Action too refin’d; 

A Tyrant to the wife his heart approves; 

A Rebel to the very king he loves; 

He dies, sad out-cast of each church and state, 

And, harder still! flagitious, yet not great. 205 

Ask you why Wharton broke thro’ cv’ry rule? 

’Twas all for fear the Knaves should call him Fool. 

Nature well known, no prodigies remain, 

Comets are regular and Wharton plain. 

Yet, in this .search, the wisest may mistake, 210 

If second qualities for first they take. 

When Catiline by rapine swell’d his store; 

When Caesar made a noble dame a whore; 

In this the Lust, in that the .\varice 

Were means, not ends; Ambition was the vice. 215 

That very Cssar, born in Scipio’s days, 

Had aim’d, like him, by Chastity at praise. 

Lucullus, when I'rugality could charm, 

Had roasted turnips in the Sabin farm. 

In vain th’ observer eyes the builder’s toil, 220 

But quite mistakes the scaffold for the pile. 


187. John Wilmot> E. of Rochester, famous for his Wit and Extravagancies in the lime 
of Charles the Second. 
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In this one Passion man can strength enjoy, 

As Fits give vigour, just when they destroy. 

Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand. 

Yet tames not this; it sticks to our last sand. 
Consistent in our follies and our sins, 

Here honest Nature ends as she begins. 

Old Politicians chew on wisdom past, 

And totter on in business to the last; 

As weak, as earnest; and as gravely out, 

As sober LanesbVow dancing in the gout. 

Behold a rev’rend sire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameless race, 

Shov d from the wall perhaps, or rudely press’d 
By his own son, that passes by unbless’d: 

Still to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 

And envies ev’ry sparrow that he sees. 

A salmon’s belly, Helluo, was thy fate; 

The doctor call’d, declares all help too late; 

Mercy! cries Helluo, mercy on my soul! 

Is there no hopeAlas!—then bring the jowl.’ 

The frugal Crone, whom praying priests attend. 
Still tries to save the hallow’d taper’s end, 

Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, 

For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 

‘Odious! in w'oollen! ’tw ould a Saint provoke, 
(Were the last w'ords that poor Narcissa spoke) 

No, let a charming Chintz, and Brussels lace 
Wrap my cold limbs, and shade my lifeless face: 

One would not, sure, be frightful when one’s dead— 
And—Betty—give this Cheek a little Red.’ 

The Courtier smooth, who forty years had shin’d 
An humble servant to all human kind, 
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231. Lanesb row.] An ancient Nobleman, who continued this practice lone after his 

legs were disabled by the gout. Upon the death of Prince George of Denmark he de- 

manded an audience of the Queen to advise her to preserve her health and dispel her 
grief by Dancing. ^ 

247. This stor)-, as weU as the others, is founded on fact, tho’ the author had the eood- 

ncss not to mention the names. Several attribute this in particular to a very celebrated 

Actress, who. m dct«tauon of the thought of being buried in wooUen, gave these her 
last orders wuh her dpng breath. ® 
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Just brought out this, when scarce his tongue could stir, 
‘If—where I’m going—I could serve you, Sir?’ 255 

‘I give and I devise (old Euclio said, 

And sigh’d) my lands and tenements to Ned.’ 

Your money. Sir; ‘My money. Sir, what all? 

Why,—if I must—(then wept) I give it Paul.’ 

The Manor, Sir ?—‘The Manor! hold, he cry’d, 260 

Not that—I cannot part with that’—and dy’d. 

And you! brave Cobham, to the latest breath 
Shall feel your ruling Passion strong in death: 

Such in those moments as in all the past, 

‘Oh, save my Country, Heav’n!’ shall be your last. 265 


EPISTLE II 

TO 

A LADY 

Of the Characters o/WOMEN 


N othing so true as what you once let fall, 

‘Most Women have no Characters at all.’ 

Matter too soft a lasting mark to bear, 

And best distinguish’d by black, brown, or fair. 

How many pictures of one Nymph we view, 5 

All how unlike each other, all how true! 

Arcadia’s Countess, here, in ermin’d pride, 

Is there, Pastora by a fountain side. 

Here Fannia, leering on her own good man, 

And there, a naked Leda with a Swan. jo 

I. Of the Ol\RACTEJtS of WOMLN’, treating of this Sex only as coniradtuinguished from 
the other. 

That ihcir particular Characters arc not so strongly mark'd as those of Men, seldom 
80 fixed, and still more inconsistent with themselves. 

7,8, io,&c. Arcadia's Countess,—Pastora by a fountain—Leda with a swan.—.Magdalen 

_ Cecilia—} Attitudes in which several bdies affected to be drawn, and sometimes one 

lady in them all—The poet’s politeness and compliance to the sex is observable in this 
instance, amongst others, that, whereas in the Characters of Men he has somciimcs made 
use of real names, in the Characters of IVomen always fictitious. 
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Let then the Fair one beautifully cry. 

In Magdalen’s loose hair and lifted eye, 

Or drest in smiles of sweet Cecilia shine, 

With simp’ring Angels, Palms, and Harps divine; 
Whether the Charmer sinner it, or saint it, 

If Folly grow romantic, I must paint it? 

Come then, the colours and the ground prepare 1 
Dip in the Rainbow, trick her olf in Air; 

Chuse a firm Cloud before it fall, and in it 
Catch, e’er she change, the Cynthia of this minute. 

Rufa, whose eye quick-glancing o’er the Park, 
Attracts each light gay meteor of a Spark, 

Agrees as ill with Rufa studying Locke, 

As Sappho’s diamonds with her dirty smock; 

Or Sappho at her toilet’s greazy task. 

With Sappho fragrant at an ev’ning Mask: 

So morning Insects that in muck begun, 

Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the setting-sun. 

How soft is Silia! fearful to offend. 

The Frail one’s advocate, the Weak one’s friend: 
To her, Calista prov’d her conduct nice. 

And good Simplicius asks of her advice. 

Sudden, she storms! she raves! You tip the wink, 
But spare your censure; Silia does not drink. 

All eyes may see from what the change arose, 

All eyes may see—a Pimple on her nose. 

Papillia, wedded to her am’rous spark. 

Sighs for the shades—‘How charming is a Park!’ 

A Park is purchas’d; but the Fair he sees 
All bath’d in tears—‘Oh odious, odious Trees!’ 

Ladies like variegated Tulips show; 

’Tis to their Changes half their charms we owe; 
Their happy Spots the nice admirer take. 

Fine by defect, and delicately weak. 

’Twas thus Calypso once each heart alarm’d. 

Aw’d without Virtue, without Beauty charm’d; 



20 







21. Instances of contrarieties, given even from such Characters as are most strongly 
mark’d, and seemingly, therefore most consistent: As, I. In the Affected, v. 21, &c. 

29-40. II. Contrarieties in the Soft-natured. 

45. III. Contrarieties in the Cunning and Artful. 
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Her Tongue bewitch’d as odly as her Eyes, 

Less Wit than Mimic, more a Wit than wise; 

Strange graces still, and stranger flights she had, 

Was just not ugly, and was just not mad; 50 

Yet ne’er so sure our passion to create, 

As when she touch’d the brink of all we hate. 

Narcissa’s nature, tolerably mild. 

To make a wash, would hardly stew a child; 

Has ev’n been prov’d to grant a Lover’s pray’r, 55 

And paid a Tradesman once to make him stare; 

Gave alms at Easter, in a Christian trim. 

And made a Widow happy, for a whim. 

Why then declare Good-nature is her scorn. 

When ’tis by that alone she can be born ? 60 

Why pique all mortals, yet affect a name.’ 

A fool to Pleasure, yet a slave to Fame: 

Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 

Now drinking citron with his Grace and Chartres: 

Now Conscience chills her, and now Passion burns; 65 
And Atheism and Religion take their turns; 

A very Heathen in the carnal part, 

Yet still a sad, good Christian at her heart. 

See Sin in State, majestically drunk; 

Proud as a Peeress, prouder as a Punk; 70 

Chaste to her Husband, frank to all beside, 

A teeming Mistress, but a barren Bride. 

What then ? let Blood and Body bear the fault, 

Her Head’s untouch’d, that noble Seat of Thought: 

Such this day’s doctrine—in another fit 7 S 

She sins with Poets thro’ pure Love of Wit. 

What has not fir’d her bosom or her brain? 

Caesar and Tail-boy, Charles and Charlema’ne. 

As Helluo, late Dictator of the Feast, 

The Nose of Hautgout, and the Tip of Taste, 80 

Crilick’d your wine, and analyz’d your meat. 

Yet on plain Pudding deign’d at-home to eat; 

So Philomedc, lect’ring all mankind 
On the soft Passion, and the Taste refin’d, 

S3. IV. In the Whtmsicat. 

69. V. In the Lewd and yieious. 
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Th’Address, the Delicacy—stoops at once, 

And makes her hearty meal upon a Dunce. 

Flavia’s a Wit, has too much sense to Pray; 

To Toast our wants and wishes, is her way; 

Nor asks of God, but of her Stars, to give 
The mighty blessing, ‘while we live, to live.’ 

Then all for Death, that Opiate of the soul! 
Lucretia’s dagger, Rosamonda’s bowl. 

Say, what can cause such impotence of mind ? 

A Spark too fickle, or a Spouse too kind. 

Wise Wretch! with Pleasures too refin’d to please, 
With too much Spirit to be e’er at ease. 

With too much C^ickness ever to be taught, 

With too much Thinking to have common Thought: 
You purchase Pain with all that Joy can give. 

And die of nothing but a Rage to live. 

Turn then from Wits; and look on Simo’s Mate, 
No Ass so meek, no Ass so obstinate: 

Or her, that owns her Faults, but never mends, 
Because she’s honest, and the best of Friends: 

Or her, whose life the Church and Scandal share, 

For ever in a Passion, or a Pray’r: 

Or her, who laughs at Hell, but (like her Grace) 
Cries, ‘Ah! how charming if there’s no such place!’ 
Or who in sweet vicissitude appears 
Of Mirth and Opium, Ratafie and Tears, 

The daily Anodyne, and nightly Draught, 

To kill those foes to Fair ones. Time and Thought. 
Woman and Fool are two hard things to hit; 

For true No-meaning puzzles more than Wit. 

But what are these to great Atossa’s mind.^ 

Scarce once herself, by turns all Womankind I 
Who, with herself, or others, from her birth 
Finds all her life one warfare upon earth: 

Shines, in exposing Knaves, and painting Fools, 

Yet is, w'hate’er she hates and ridicules. 

No Thought advances, but her Eddy Brain 
Whisks it about, and down it goes again. 
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87. VI, Contrarieties in the IVstty and He/in'J. 
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Full sixty years the World has been her Trade, 

The wisest Fool much Time has ever made. 

From loveless youth to unrespected age, 125 

No Passion gratify’d except her Rage. 

So much the Fury still out-ran the Wit, 

The Pleasure miss’d her, and the Scandal hit. 

Who breaks with her, provokes Revenge from Hell, 

But he’s a bolder man who dares be well. 130 

Her ev’ry turn with Violence pursu’d, 

Nor more a storm her Hate than Gratitude: 

To that each Passion turns, or soon or late; 

Love, if it makes her yield, must make her hate: 

Superiors ? death! and Equals } what a curse! 135 

But an Inferior not dependant worse. 

Offend her, and she knows not to forgive; 

Oblige her, and she’ll hate you while you live: 

But die, and she’ll adore you—Then the Bust 

And Temple rise—then fall again to dust. 140 

Last night, her Lord was all that’s good and great; 

A Knave this morning, and his Will a Cheat. 

Strange! by the Means defeated of the Ends, 

By Spirit robb’d of Pow’r, by Warmth of Friends, 

By Wealth of Follow’rs! without one distress 145 

Sick of herself thro’ very selfishness! 

Atossa, curs’d with ev’ry granted pray’r, 

Childless with all her Children, wants an Heir. 

To Heirs unknown descends th’unguarded store 
Or wanders, Hcav’n-dirccted, to the Poor. 150 

Pictures like these, dear Madam, to design, 

Asks no firm hand, and no unerring line; 

Some wand’ring touches, some reflected light. 

Some flying stroke alone can hit ’em right: 

For how should equal Colours do the knack 155 

Chameleons who can paint in white and black ? 

‘Yet Cloe sure was form’d without a spot’— 

Nature in her then err’d not, but forgot. 

‘With ev’ry pleasing, ev’ry prudent part, 

Say, what can Cloe want?’—She wants a Heart. 160 

She speaks, behaves, and acts just as she ought; 

But never, never, reach’d one gen’rous Thought. 
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Virtue she finds too painful an endeavour, 

Content to dwell in Decencies for ever. 

So very reasonable, so unmov’d, 

As never yet to love, or to be lov’d. 

She, while her Lover pants upon her breast. 

Can mark the figures on an Indian chest; 

And when she sees her Friend in deep despair. 
Observes how much a Chintz exceeds Mohair. 
Forbid it Heav’n, a Favour or a Debt 
She e’er should cancel—but she may forget. 

Safe is your Secret still in Cloe’s ear; 

But none of Cloe’s shall you ever hear. 

Of all her Dears she never slander’d one, 

But cares not if a thousand are undone. 

Would Cloe know if you’re alive or dead ? 

She bids her Footman put it in her head. 

Cloe is prudent—Would you too be wise } 

Then never break your heart when Cloe dies. 

One certain Portrait may (I grant) be seen, 

Which Heav’n has varnish’d out, and made a Queen: 
The same for ever! and describ’d by all 
With Truth and Goodness, as with Crown and Ball. 
Poets heap Virtues, Painters Gems at will, 

And show their zeal, and hide their want of skill, 

’Tis well—but. Artists! who can paint or write, 

To draw the Naked is your true delight. 

That Robe of Quality so struts and swells, 

None see what Parts or Nature it conceals: 
Th’exactest traits of Body or of Mind, 

W'e owe to models of an humble kind. 

If Queensberry to strip there’s no compelling, 

’Tis from a Handmaid we must take a Helen. 

From Peer or Bishop ’tis no easy thing 
To draw the man who loves his God, or King: 

Alas! I copy (or my draught would fail) 

From honest Mah’met, or plain Parson Hale. 

But grant, in Public Men sometimes are sho\vn, 

A Woman’s seen in Private life alone: 
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198. Mah'met, servant to the late King, said to be the son of a Turkish Bassa, whom he 
took at the Siege of Buda, and constantly kept about his person. ' 
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Our bolder Talents in full light displayed; 

Your Virtues open fairest in the shade. 

Bred to disguise, in Public ’tis you hide; 

There, none distinguish ’twixt your Shame or Pride, 
Weakness or Delicacy; ^11 so nice, *05 

That each may seem a Virtue, or a Vice. 

In Men, we various Ruling Passions find; 

In Women, two almost divide the kind; 

Those, only fix’d, they first or last obey. 

The Love of Pleasure, and the Love of Sway. 210 

That, Nature gives; and where the lesson taught 
Is but to please, can Pleasure seem a fault } 

Experience, this; by Man’s oppression curst, 

They seek the second not to lose the first. 

Men, some to Bus’ness, some to Pleasure take; 215 

But ev’ry Woman is at heart a Rake: 

Men, some to Quiet, some to public Strife; 

But ev’ry Lady would be Queen for life. 

Yet mark the fate of a whole Sex of Queens! 

Pow’r all their end, but Beauty all the means: 220 

In Youth they conquer with so wild a rage, 

As leaves them scarce a subject in their Age: 

For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam; 

No thought of peace or happiness at home. 

But Wisdom’s triumph is well-tim’d Retreat, 225 

As hard a science to the Fair as Great! 

Beauties, like Tyrants, old and friendless grown. 

Yet hate repose, and dread to be alone. 

Worn out in public, weary ev’ry eye, 

Nor leave one sigh behind them when they die. 230 

Pleasures the sex, as children Birds, pursue. 

Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 

Sure, if they catch, to spoil the Toy at most, 

To covet flying, and regret when lost: 

207. The former part having shewn, that the particular Characters of Women are 
more various than those of Men, it is nevertheless observed, that the general Charac¬ 
teristic of the sex, as to the ruling Passion, is more uniform, 

211. This is occasioned partly by their Nature, partly their Education, and in some 
degree by Necessity. 

219. What arc the Aims and the Fate of this Sex?—I. As to Power. 

231.—II. As to Pleasure. 
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At last, to follies Youth could scarce defend, 

It grows their Age’s prudence to pretend; 

Asham’d to own they gave delight before. 

Reduc’d to feign it, when they give no more: 

As Hags hold Sabbaths, less for joy than spight, 

So these their merry, miserable Night; 

Still round and round the Ghosts of Beauty glide. 
And haunt the places where their Honour dy’d. 

See how the World its Veterans rewards I 
A Youth of Frolicks, an old Age of Cards; 

Fair to no purpose, artful to no end. 

Young without Lovers, old without a Friend; 

A Fop their Passion, but their Prize a Sot, 

Alive, ridiculous, and dead, forgot! 

Ah! Friend! to dazzle let the Vain design; 

To raise the Thought, and touch the Heart be thine! 
That Charm shall grow, while what fatigues the Ring 
Flaunts and goes down, an unregarded thing: 

So when the Sun’s broad beam has tir’d the sight. 

All mild ascends the Moon’s more sober light, 

Serene in Virgin Modesty she shines. 

And unobserv’d the glaring Orb declines. 

Oh! blest with Temper, whose unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow chearful as to-day; 

She, who can love a Sister’s charms, or hear 
Sighs for a Daughter with unwounded ear; 

She, who ne’er answers till a Husband cools. 

Or, if she rules him, never shows she rules; 

Charms by accepting, by submitting sways. 

Yet has her humour most, when she obeys; 

Let Fops or Fortune fly which way they will; 

Disdains all loss of Tickets, or Codille; 

Spleen, Vapours, or Small-pox, above them all, 

And Mistress of herself, tho’ China fall. 

And yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 

Woman’s at best a Contradiction still. 

Heav’n, when it strives to polish all it can 
Its last best work, but forms a softer Man; 

249. .Advice for their true Interest. 

269. The Picture of an estimable Woman, with the best kind of contrarieties. 
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Picks from each sex, to make the Fav’rite blest, 

Your love of Pleasure, our desire of Rest: 

Blends, in exception to all genVal rules, 275 

Your Taste of Follies, with our Scorn of Fools, 

Reserve with Frankness, Art with Truth allyM, 

Courage with Softness, Modesty with Pride, 

Fix’d Principles, with Fancy ever new; 

Shakes all together, and produces—You. 280 

Be this a Woman’s Fame: with this unblest. 

Toasts live a scorn, and Qiieens may die a jest. 

This Phoebus promis’d (I forget the year) 

When those blue eyes first open’d on the sphere; 

Ascendant Phoebus watch’d that hour with care, 285 

Averted half your Parents’ simple Pray’r, 

And gave you Beauty, but deny’d the Pelf 
That buys your sex a Tyrant o’er itself. 

The gen’rous God, who Wit and Gold refines. 

And ripens Spirits as he ripens Mines, 290 

Kept Dross for Duchesses, the world shall know it. 

To you gave Sense, Good-humour, and a Poet. 


EPISTLE III 

TO 

Allen Lord Bathurst 
ARGUMENT 
Of the Usco/RICHES 

THAT it is known to few, most falling into one of the extremes. Avarice 
or Profusion, v. i, &c. The Point discuss'd, whether the invention 
of Money has been more commodious, or pernicious to Mankind, v. 21 
to 77. That Riches, either to the Avaricious or the Prodigal, cannot 
afford Happiness, scarcely Necessaries, v. 85 to 106. That Avarice 
is an absolute Frenzy, without an End or Purpose, v. 107 &c. 
Conjectures about the Motives of Avaricious men, v. 113 to 153. 
That the conduct of men, with respect to Riches, can only be accounted 
for by Order OF Providence, which works the general Good 
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out of Extremes^ and brings all to its great End by perpetual Revolu¬ 
tions, V. i6i to 178. How a Miser acts upon Principles which appear 
to him reasonable, v. 179. How a Prodigal does the same, v. 199. 
The due Medium, and true use of Riches, v. 219. The Man o/Ross, 
V. 250. The fate of the Profuse and the Covetous, in two examples’, 
both miserable in Life and in Death, v. 300, &c. The Story of Sir 
Balaam, v. 339 to the end. 

W HO shall decide, when Doctors disagree, 

And soundest Casuists doubt, like you and me ? 
You hold the word, from Jove to Momus giv’n, 

That Man was made the standing jest of Hcav’n; 

And Gold but sent to keep the f(X)ls in play, 5 

For some to heap, and some to throw away. 

But I, who think more highly of our kind, 

(And surely, Heav’n and I arc of a mind) 

Opine, that Nature, as in duty bound. 

Deep hid the shining mischief under ground: 10 

But when by Man’s audacious labour won. 

Flam’d forth this rival to its Sire the Sun, 

Then careful Heav’n supply’d two Sf)rts of Men, 

To squander These, and Those to hide agen. 

Like Doctors thus, when much dispute has past, 15 
We find our tenets just the same at last. 

Both fairly owning. Riches in cflfcct 
No grace of Heav’n or token of th’Elcct; 

Giv’n to the Fool, the Mad, the Vain, the Evil, 

To Ward, to Waters, Cdiartrcs, and the Devil. 20 


20. John Ward of Hackney Esq.; Member of Parliament, being prosecuted by the 
Duchess of Buckingham, and convicted of Forgery, was first expelled the 1 louse, and then 
stood in the Pillory on the lyih of March 1727. He was suspected of joining in a con¬ 
veyance with Sir John Blunt, to secrete fifty thousand pounds of that Director’s EsUtc, 
forfeited to the South-Sca Company by Act of Parliament, The Company recovered the 
fifty thousand pounds against Ward; but he set up prior conveyances of his real estate 
to his brother and son, and conceaPd all his personal, which was computed to be one 
hundred and fifty thousand pounds. These conveyances being also set aside by a bill in 
Chancer)’, \\ ard was imprisoned, and hazarded the forfeiture of his life, by not giving in 
his effects till the last day, which was that of his examination. During his confinement, 
his amusement was to give poison to dogs and cats, and see them expire by slower or 
quicker torments. To sum up the worth of this gentleman, at the several sera’s of his life; 
at his standing in the Pillory he was worth above two hundred thousand pounds^ at his 
commitment to Prison, he w'as worth one hundred and fifty thousand ; but has been since so 
far diminished in his reputation, as to be thought a worse man by ffty or sixty thousand. 
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Fr. Chartres, a man infamous for all manner of vices. When he was an ensign 
in the army, he was drumm’d out of the regiment for a cheat; he w as next banish’d 
Brussels, and drumm’d out of Ghent on the same account. After a hundred tricks at the 
gaming-tables, he took to lending of money at exorbitant interest and on great penalties, 
accumulating premium, interest, and capital into a new capital, and seizing to a minute 
when the payments became due; in a word, by a consunt attention to the vices, wants, 
and follies of mankind, he acquired an immense fortune. His house was a perpetual 
bawdy-house. He was twice condemn’d for rapes, and pardoned; but the last time not 
without imprisonment in Newgate, and large confiscations. He died in Scotland in I 73 t» 
aged 62. The populace at his funeral rais’d a great riot, almost tore the body out of the 
coffin, and cast dead dogs, &c. into the grave along with it. The following Epitaph con¬ 
tains his character very justly drawn by Dr. Arbuthnot: 

HERE continueth to rot 
The Body of FRANCIS CHARTRES, 

Who with an inflexible Constancy, 
and Inimitable Uniformity of Life, 

Persisted, 

In spite of Age and Infirmities, 

In the Practice of Every Human Vice; 

Excepting Prodigality and Hypocrisy: 

His insatiable Avarice exempted him from the first. 

His matchless Impudence from the second. 

Nor was he more singular 
in the undeviating Pravity of his Manners, 

Than successful 
In Aceumulatiug Wealth, 

For, without Trade or Profession, 

Without Trust of Public Money, 

And without Bribe-worthy Service, 

He acquired, or more properly created, 

A Ministerial Estate. 

I Ic was the only Person of his Time, 

Who could cheat without the Mask of Honesty, 

Retain his Primeval MEANNESS 
When possess’d of Ten Thousand a Year, 

And having daily deserved the Gibbet for what lie diJ, 

Was at last condemn’d to it for what he could not do. 

Oh Indignant Reader! 

Think not his Life useless to Mankind! 

Providence conniv’d at his execrable Designs, 

To give to After-ages 
A conspicuous Proof and Example, 

Of how small Estimation is Exorbitant Wealth 

in the Sight of GOD, 

By his bestowing it on the most unworthy of all Mortals. 

This Gentleman was wonh seven thousand pounds a year estate in Land, and about one 
hundred thousand in Money. 

Mr. Waters, the third of these worthies, was a man no way resembling the former in 
his military, but extremely so in his civil capacity; his great fortune having been rais’d 
by the like diligent attendance on the necessities of others. But this gentleman's history 
must be deferred till his death, when his worth may be known more ceruinly. 
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What Nature wants, commodious Gold bestows, 

*Tis thus we eat the bread another sows: 

But how unequal it bestows, observe, 

*Tis thus we riot, while who sow it, starve. 

What Nature wants (a phrase I much distrust) 25 

Extends to Luxury, extends to Lust: 

Useful, I grant, it serves what life requires, 

But dreadful too, the dark Assassin hires: 

Trade it may help, Society extend; 

But lures the Pyrate, and corrupts the Friend: 30 

It raises Armies in a Nation’s aid, 

But bribes a Senate, and the Land’s betray’d. 

In vain may Heroes fight, and Patriots rave; 

If secret Gold saps on from knave to knave. 

Once, we confess, beneath the Patriot’s cloak, 35 

From the crack’d bag the dropping Guinea spoke, 

And gingling down the back-stairs, told the crew, 

‘Old Cato is as great a Rogue as you.’ 

Blest paper-credit! last and best supply! 

That lends Corruption lighter wings to fly! 40 

Gold imp’d by thee, can compass hardest things, 

Can pocket States, can fetch or carry Kings; 

A single leaf shall waft an Army o’er, 

Or ship off Senates to a distant Shore; 

A leaf, like Sibyl’s, scatter to and fro 45 

Our fates and fortunes, as the winds shall blow: 

21. What Nature wants, commodious Cold besiows,\ The epithet commodious gives us 
the very proper idea of a Bawd or Pander', and this thought produced the tn'O following 
lines, which were in all the former editions, but, for their bad reasoning omitted. 

And if we count amongst the needs of life 

Another's Toil, why not another's Wife! (Warburton’s note, 1744) 

35. This is a true story, which happened in the reign of William III. to an unsuspected 
old Patriot, who coming out at the back-door from having been closeted by the King, 
where he had received a large bag of Guineas, the bursting of the bag disixtvered his 
business there. 

42. In our author’s time, many Princes had been sent about the world, and great 
changes of Kings projected in Europe. The partition-treaty had disposed of Spain; 
France had set up a King for England, who was sent to Scotland, and back again; King 
Stanislaus was sent to Poland, and back again; the Duke of Anjou was sent to Spain, and 
Don Carlos to Italy, 

44. Alludes to several Ministers, Counsellors, and Patriots banished in our times to 
Siberia, and to that more glorious fate of the Parliament of Paris, banished 
to Pontoise in the year 1720. 
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Pregnant with thousands flits the Scrap unseen, 

And silent sells a King, or buys a Queen. 

Oh! that such bulky Bribes as all might see, 

Still, as of old, incumber’d Villainy! 50 

Could France or Rome divert our brave designs. 

With all their brandies or with all their wines ? 

What could they more than Knights and Squires confound. 
Or water all the Quorum ten miles round ^ 

A Statesman’s slumbers how this speech would spoil! ss 
‘Sir, Spain has sent a thousand jars of oil; 

Huge bales of British cloth blockade the door; 

A hundred oxen at your levee roar.’ 

Poor Avarice one torment more would find; 

Nor could Profusion squander all, in kind. 60 

Astride his cheese Sir Morgan might we meet. 

And Worldly crying coals from street to street. 

Whom with a wig so wild, and mien so maz’d, 

Pity mistakes for some poor tradesman craz’d. 

Had Colepepper’s whole wealth been hops and hogs, 65 
Could he himself have sent it to the dogs ? 

His Grace will game: to White’s a Bull be led, 

With spurning heels and with a butting head. 

To White’s be carry’d, as to ancient games. 

Fair Coursers, Vases, and alluring Dames. 70 

Shall then Uxorio, if the stakes he sweep, 

Bear home six Whores, and make his Lady weep.? 

Or soft Adonis, so perfum’d and fine, 

Drive to St. James’s a whole herd of swine ? 

Oh filthy check on all industrious skill, 75 

To spoil the nation’s last great trade, Quadrille! 

Since then, my Lord, on such a World we fall, 

What say you.? ‘Say.? Why take it. Gold and all.’ 

62. Some Misers of freat wealth, proprietors of the coal-mines, had entered at this 
time into an association to keep up coals to an extravagant price, whereby the poor were 
reduced almost to surve, till one of them taking the advantage of underselling the rest, 
defeated the design. One of these Misers was worth ten thousand, another seven 
thousand a year. 

65. Sir William Colepepper, Bart, a person of an ancient family, and ample 
fortune, without one other quality of a Gentleman, who, after ruining himself at the 
Gaming-table, past the rest of his days in sitting there 10 see the ruin of others; preferring 
to subsist upon borrowing and begging, rather than to enter into any repuuble method of 
life, and refusing a post in the army which was ofTered him. 
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What Riches give us let us then enquire: 

Meat, Fire, and Qoaths, What more? Meat, Cloaths, and 
Fire. 8o 

Is this too little ? would you more than live ? 

Alas! *tis more than Turner finds they give. 

Alas! ’tis more than (all his Visions past) 

Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at last! 

What can they give? to dying Hopkins, Heirs; 8s 

To Chartres, Vigour; Japhet, Nose and Ears? 

Can they, in gems bid pallid Hippia glow, 

In Fulvia’s buckle ease the throbs below; 

Or heal, old Narses, thy obscener ail, 

With all th’embroid’ry plaister’d at thy tail? 90 

They might (were Harpax not too wise to spend) 

Give Harpax self the blessing of a Friend; 

Or find some Doctor that would save the life 
Of wretched Shylock, spite of ShylocUs Wife: 

But thousands die, without or this or that, 95 

Die, and endow a College, or a Cat: 


82. Turner] One, who, being possessed of three hundred thousand pounds, laid down 
his Coach, because Interest was reduced from five to four per cent, and then put seventy 
thousand into the Charitable Corporation for better interest; which sum having lost, he 
took it so much to heart, that he kept his chamber ever after. It is thought he would not 
have outlived it, but that he was heir to another considerable estate, which he daily ex¬ 
pected, and that by this course of life he saved both cloaths and all other expences. 

84. Unhappy Wharton.] A Nobleman of great qualities, but as unfortunate in the 
application of them, as if they had been vices and follies. See his Character in the first 
Epistle. 

85. Hopkins,] A Citizen, whose rapacity obtained him the name of Vulture Hopkins. 
He lived worthless, but died worth three hundred thousand pounds, which he would give to 
no person living, but left it so as not to be inherited till after the second generation. His 
counsel representing to him how many years it must be, before this could take effect, and 
that his money could only lie at interest all that time, he expressed great joy thereat, and 
said, ‘They would then be as long in spending, as he had been in getting it* But the 
Chancery afterwards set aside the will, and gave it to the heir at law. 

86. Japhet, Nose and Ears] Japhet Crook, alias Sir Peter Stranger, was punished 
with the loss of those parts, for having forged a conveyance of an Estate to himself, upon 
which he took up several thousand pounds. He was at the same time sued in Chancery 
for having fraudulently obtained a Will, by which he possessed another considerable 
Estate, in wrong of the brother of the deceased. By these means he %vas worth a great 
sum, which (in reward for the small loss of his ears) he enjoyed in prison till his death, 
and quietly left to his executor. 

96. Die, and endow a College, or a Cat.] A famous Dutchess of R. in her last Will left 
considerable legacies and annuities to her Cats. 
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To some, indeed, Heav’n grants the happier fate, 

T’enrich a Bastard, or a Son they hate. 

Perhaps you think the Poor might have their part ? 

Bond damns the Poor, and hates them from his heart: 100 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule, 

That 'ev’ry man in want is knave or fool:’ 

‘God cannot love (says Blunt, with tearless eyes) 

The wretch he starves’—and piously denies: 

But the good Bishop, with a meeker air, 105 

Admits, and leaves them, Providence’s care. 

Yet, to be just to these poor men of pelf, 

Each does but hate his neighbour as himself: 

Damn’d to the Mines, an equal fate betides 

The Slave that digs it, and the Slave that hides. no 

Who suffer thus, mere Charity should own, 

Must act on motives pow’rful, tho’ unknown: 

Some War, some Plague, or Famine they foresee, 

Some Revelation hid from you and me. 

Why Shylock wants a meal, the cause is found, ns 

He thinks a Loaf will rise to fifty pound. 

What made Directors cheat in South-sea year.? 

To live on Ven’son when it sold so dear. 

Ask you why Phryne the whole Auction buys ? 

Phryne foresees a general Excise. >20 

Why she and Sappho raise that monstrous sum? 

Alas! they fear a man will cost a plum. 

Wise Peter sees the World’s respect for Gold, 

And therefore hopes this Nation may be sold: 

100 This cpisUc was written in the year 1730, when a corporation was established to 
lend money to the poor upon pledges, by the name of the Charitable Corporation, but the 
whole was turned only to an iniquitous method of enriching particuUr people, to the rum 
of such numbers, that it became a parliamentary concern tocndcavour the reUef of those 
unhappy sufferers, and three of the managers, who were members of the house, were 
expeUed. By the report of the Committee, appointed to enquire into that iniquitous affair, 
it appears that when it was objected to the intended removal of the office, that the 
Poor for whose use it was erected, would be hurt by it. Bond, one of the Directors, replied. 
Damn the Poor. That ‘God hates the poor,’ and, ‘That every man in want is knave or fool, 
(Se. were the genuine apothegms of some of the persons here mentioned. 

118. In the extravagance and luxury of the South-sea year, the price of a haunch of 
Venison was from three to five pounds. 

120. Many people about the year 1733. ^ conceit that such a thing was intended, 

of which it is not improbable this lady might have some intimation. 

123. Peter Walter, a person not only eminent in the wisdom of his profession, as a 

L 
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Glorious Ambition! Peter, swell thy store, 

And be what Rome’s great Didius was before. 

The Crown of Poland, venal twice an age. 

To just three millions stinted modest Gage. 

But nobler scenes Maria’s dreams unfold. 

Hereditary Realms, and worlds of Gold. 

Congenial souls! whose life one Av’rice joins, 

And one fate buries in th’Asturian Mines. 

Much injur’d Blunt! why bears he Britain’s hate? 

A wizard told him in these words our fate: 

‘At length Corruption, like a gen’ral flood, 

(So long by watchful Ministers withstood) 

Shall deluge all; and Av’rice creeping on. 

Spread like a low-born mist, and blot the Sun; 
Statesman and Patriot ply alike the stocks. 

Peeress and Butler share alike the Box, 

And Judges job, and Bishops bite the town. 

And mighty Dukes pack cards for half a crown. 

See Britain sunk in lucre’s sordid charms, 

And France reveng’d of Anne’s and Edward’s arms!’ 
’Twas no Court-badge, great Scriv’ner! fir’d thy brain. 
Nor lordly Luxury, nor City Gain: 


125 



»35 


140 



dextrous attorney, but allowed to be a good, if not a safe, conveyancer; extremely 
respected by the Nobility of this land, tho’ free from all manner of luxury and ostenta¬ 
tion: his Wealth was never seen, and his bounty never heard of, except to his own son, 
for whom he procured an employment of considerable profit, of which he gave him as 
much as was necessary. Therefore the taxing this gentleman with any Ambition, is 
certainly a great wrong to him. 

126. A Roman Lawj’cr, so rich as to purchase the Empire when it was set to sale upon 
the death of Pertinax. 

127. ^ The two persons here mentioned were of Quality, each of whom in the Missisippi 
despis d to realize above three hundred thousand pounds'y the Gentleman with a view to the 
purchase of the Crown of Poland, the Lady on a vision of the like royal nature. They 
since retired into Spain, where they arc still in search of gold in the mines of the Asturics. 

13J. Sir John Blunt, originally a scrivener, was one of the first projectors of the 
South-sea company, and afterwards one of the directors and chief managers of the famous 
scheme in 1720. He was also one of those who suffer'd most severely by the bill of pains 
and penalties on the said directors. He was a Dissenter of a most religious deportment, 
and profess’d to be a great believer. W hethcr he did really credit the prophecy here 
mentioned is not certain, bur it was constantly in this very stvle he declaimed against the 
corruption and luxur>' of the age, the partiality of Parliaments, and the misery of party- 
spirit. He was particularly eloquent against Jvarue in great and noble persons, of which 
he had indeed lived to see many miserable examples. He died in the year 1732 
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No, *t\vas thy righteous end, (ashamM to see 
Senates degen’rate, Patriots disagree, 

And nobly wishing Party-rage to cease) 

To buy both sides, and give thy Country peace. 150 

‘All this is madness,’ cries a sober sage: 

But who, my friend, has reason in his rage ? 

‘The ruling Passion, be it what it will, 

The ruling Passion conquers Reason still.’ 

Less mad the wildest whimsey we can frame, i 5 S 

Than ev’n that Passion, if it has no Aim; 

For tho’ such motives folly you may call. 

The folly’s greater to have none at all. 

Hear then the truth: ‘ ’Tis Heav’n each Passion sends, 
And diff’rent men directs to diff’rcnt ends. 

Extremes in Nature equal good produce. 

Extremes in Man concur to gen’ral use. 

Ask we what makes one keep, and one bestow ? 

That Pow’r who bids the Ocean ebb and flow; 

Bids seed-time, harvest, equal course maintain, 165 

Thro’ reconcil’d extremes of drought and rain; 

Builds Life on Death, on Change Duration founds, 

And gives th’eternal wheels to know tlicir rounds. 

Riches, like insects, when conceal’d they lie, 

Wait but for wings, and in their season fly. 170 

Who sees pale Mammon pine amidst his store. 

Sees but a backward steward for the Poor; 

This year a Reservoir, to keep and spare. 

The next, a Fountain, spouting thro’ his Heir, 

In lavish streams to quench a Country’s thirst, 175 

And men and dogs shall drink him till they burst. 

Old Cotta sham’d his fortune and his birth, 

Yet was not Cotta void of wit or worth: 

What tho’ (the use of barb’rous spits forgot) 

His kitchen vy’d in coolness with his grot? ^ 180 

His court with nettles, moats with cresses stor’d, 

With soups unbought and sallads bless’d his board ? 

If Cotta liv’d on pulse, it was no more 
Than Bramins, Saints, and Sages did before; 


182—dapibus mensas oncrabat inemplis. ViRG- 
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To cram the Rich was prodigal expence, 

And who would take the Poor from Providence ? 
Like some lone Chartreux stands the good old Hall, 
Silence without, and fasts within the wall; 

No rafter’d roofs with dance and tabor sound, 

No noontide-bell invites the country round: 
Tenants with sighs the smoakless tow’rs survey. 

And turn th’unwilling steeds another way: 
Benighted wanderers, the forest o’er. 

Curse the sav’d candle, and unop’ning door; 

While the gaunt mastiff growling at the gate, 
Affrights the beggar whom he longs to eat. 

Not so his Son, he mark’d this oversight. 

And then mistook reverse of wrong for right. 

(For what to shun will no great knowledge need, 

But what to follow, is a task indeed.) 

Yet sure, of qualities desendng praise. 

More go to ruin Fortunes, than to raise. 

Whole slaughter’d hecatombs, and floods of wine, 
Fill the capacious Squire, and deep Divine! 

Yet no mean motive this profusion draws, 

His oxen perish in his country’s cause; 

’Tis George and Liberty that crowns the cup, 
And Zeal for that great House which eats him up. 
The Woods recede around the naked seat, 

The Sylvans groan—no matter—for the Fleet: 

Next goes his Wool—to clothe our valiant bands, 
Last, for his Countr}'’s love, he sells his Lands. 

To town he comes, completes the nation’s hope, 

And heads the bold Train-bands, and burns a Pope. 
And shall not Britain now reward his toils, 

Britain, that pays her Patriots with her Spoils ? 

In vain at Court the Bankrupt pleads his cause. 

His thankless Country leaves him to her Laws. 

The Sense to value Riches, with the Art 
T’enjoy them, and the Virtue to impart. 

Not meanly, nor ambitiously pursu’d. 

Not sunk by sloth, not rais’d by servitude; 

To balance Fortune by a just expence, 

Join with Oeconomy, Magnificence; 
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With Splendor, Charity; with Plenty, Health; 225 

Oh teach us, Bathurst! yet unspoil’d by wealth! 

That secret rare, between th’ extremes to move 
Of mad Good-nature, and of mean Self-love. 

To Worth or Want well-weigh’d, be Bounty giv’n, 

And ease, or emulate, the care of Heav’n; 230 

(Whose measure full o’erflows on human race) 

Mend Fortune’s fault, and justify her grace. 

Wealth in the gross is death, but life diffus’d; 

As Poison heals, in just proportion us’d: 

In heaps, like Ambergrise, a stink it lies, 235 

But well-dispers’d, is Incense to the Skies. 

Who starves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats? 

The Wretch that trusts them, and the Rogue that cheats. 

Is there a Lord, who knows a chearful noon 

Without a Fiddler, Flatt’rer, or Buffoon? 240 

Whose table, Wit, or modest Merit share, 

Un-elbow’d by a Gamester, Pimp, or Play’r? 

Who copies Your’s, or Oxford’s better part. 

To ease th’oppress’d, and raise the sinking heart? 
Whcre-e’er he shines, oh Fortune, gild the scene, 245 

And Angels guard him in the golden Mean! 

There, English Bounty yet a-while may stand, 

And Honour linger e’er it leaves the land. 

But all our praises why should Lords engross? 

Rise, honest Muse! and sing the Man of Ross; 250 

Pleas’d Vaga echoes thro’ her winding bounds, 

And rapid Severn hoarse applause resounds. 

Who hung with woods yon mountain’s sultry brow? 

From the dry rock who bade the waters flow? 

Not to the skies in useless columns tost, 255 

Or in proud falls magnificently lost, 

243 Edward I larky, Earl of Oxford. 'I hc son of Robert, created Earl of Oxford and 
Earl Mortimer by (iucen Anne. I his Nobleman died regretted by all men of letters, 
great numbers of whom had experienced his benefits. He left behind him one of the most 

noble Libraries in Europe. 

250. The person here celebrated, who with a small Estate actually performed all these 
good works, and whose true name was almost lost (partly by the title of the Man of Ron 
given him by way of eminence, and partly by being buried without so much as an in¬ 
scription) was caUed Mr. John Kyrk. He died in the year 1724, aged 90, and lies interred 
in the chancel of the church of Ross in Herefordshire. 
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But clear and artless, pouring thro’ the plain 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain. 

Whose Cause-way parts the vale with shady rows ? 
Whose Seats the weary Traveller repose.^ 

Who taught that heav’n-directed spire to rise } 

‘The Man of Ross,’ each lisping babe replies. 
Behold the Market-place with poor o’erspread! 

The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread: 

He feeds yon Alms-house, neat, but void of state, 
Where Age and Want sit smiling at the gate: 

Him portion’d maids, apprentic’d orphans blest, 

The young who labour, and the old who rest. 

Is any sick? the Man of Ross relieves, 

Prescribes, attends, the med’cine makes, and gives. 

Is there a variance ? enter but his door. 

Balk’d are the Courts, and contest is no more. 
Despairing Quacks with curses fled the place. 

And vile Attorneys, now an useless race. 

‘Thrice happy man! enabled to pursue 
What all so wish, but want the pow’r to do! 

Oh say, what sums that gen’rous hand supply? 

What mines, to swell that boundless charity?’ 

Of Debts, and Taxes, Wife and Children clear, 
This man possest—five hundred pounds a year. 
Blush, Grandeur, blush! proud Courts, withdraw your 
Ye little Stars! hide your diminish’d rays. 

‘And what? no monument, inscription, stone? 

His race, his form, his name almost unknown ?’ 

Who builds a Church to God, and not to Fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his Name: 

Go search it there, where to be born and die. 

Of rich and poor makes all the history; 

Enough, that Virtue fill’d the space benveen; 

Prov’d, by the ends of being, to have been. 

When Hopkins dies, a thousand lights attend 
The wretch, who living sav’d a candle’s end: 
Should’ring God’s altar a vile image stands. 

Belies his features, nay extends his hands; 
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That live-long wig which Gorgon’s self might own, 295 
Eternal buckle takes in Parian stone. 

Behold what blessings Wealth to life can lend! 

And see, what comfort it affords our end. 

In the worst inn’s worst room, with mat half-hung, 

The floors of plaister, and the walls of dung, 300 

On once a flock-bed, but repair’d with straw, 

With tape-ty’d curtains, never meant to draw, 

The George and Garter dangling from that bed 
Where tawdry yellow strove with dirty red. 

Great Villers lies—alas! how chang’d from him, 30s 

That life of pleasure, and that soul of whim! 

Gallant and gay, in Cliveden’s proud alcove, 

The bow’r of wanton Shrewsbury and love; 

Or just as gay, at Council, in a ring 

Of mimick’d Statesmen, and their merry King. 310 

No Wit to flatter, left of all his store! 

No Fool to laugh at, which he valu’d more. 

There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 

And fame, this lord of useless thousands ends. 

His Grace’s fate sage Cutler could foresee, 315 

And well (he thought) advis’d him, ‘Live like me.* 

As well his Grace reply’d, ‘Like you, Sir John? 

That I can do, when all I have is gone.’ 

Resolve me. Reason, which of these is worse. 

Want with a full, or with an empty purse? 320 

Thy life more wretched. Cutler, was confess’d, 

Arise, and tell me, was thy death more bless’d ? 

Cutler saw tenants break, and houses fall. 

For very want; he could not build a wall. 

296. The poet ridicules the wretched taste of carsing large perriwigs on busto’s, of 
which there arc several vile examples in the tombs at Westminster and elsewhere. 

305. This Lord, yet more famous for his vices than his misfortunes, after having been 
possess’d of about 50,000/. a year, and passed thro many of the highest posts in the 
kingdom, died in the year 1687, in a remote inn in Yorkshire, reduced to the utmost 
misery. 

307. Cliveden] A delightful palace, on the banks of the Thames, built by the D. of 
Buckingham. 

308. Shrewsbury] The Countess of .Shrewsbury, a woman abandoned to gallantries. 
The Earl her husband was kill’d by the Duke of Buckingham in a duel; and it has been 
Mid, that during the combat she held the Duke’s horses in the habit of a page. 
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His only daughter in a stranger’s pow’r, 

For very want; he could not pay a dow’r. 

A few grey hairs his rev’rend temples crown’d, 

’Twas very want that sold them for two pound. 

What ev’n deny’d a cordial at his end, 

Banish’d the doctor, and expell’d the friend ? 

What but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 

Yet numbers feel, the want of what he had! 

Cutler and Brutus, dying both exclaim, 

‘Virtue! and Wealth! what are ye but a name!’ 

Say, for such worth are other worlds prepar’d } 

Or are they both, in this, their own reward } 

A knotty point I to which we now proceed. 

But you are tir’d—I’ll tell a tale-‘Agreed.’ 

Where London’s column, pointing at the skies, 

Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lyes; 

There dwelt a Citizen of sober fame, 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name; 
Religious, punctual, frugal, and so forth; 

His word would pass for more than he w'as worth. 
One solid dish his week-day meal affords. 

An added pudding solemniz’d the Lord’s: 

Constant at Church, and Change; his gains were sure, 
His givings rare, save farthings to the poor. 

The Dev’I was piqu’d such saintship to behold, 

And long’d to tempt him like good Job of old: 

But Satan now is wiser than of yore. 

And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 

Roiiz’d by the Prince of Air, the whirlwinds sweep 
The surge, and plunge his Father in the deep; 

7'hen full against his Cornish lands they roar. 

And two rich ship-wrecks bless the lucky shore. 
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339 ' T'hc Monument, built in mcmorj' of the fire of London, with an inscription, 
importing that city to have been burnt by the Papists. 

355 * The author has placed the scene of these shipwrecks in Cornwall, not only from 
their frequency on that coast, but from the inhumanity of the inhabitants to those to 
whom that misforiune arrives: When a ship happens to be stranded there, they have been 
known to bore holes in it; to prevent its getting off; to plunder, and sometimes even to 
massacre iltc people: Nor has the Parliament of England been yet able wholly to suppress 
these barbarities. 
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Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks, 

He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes: 

‘Live like yourself,’ was soon my Lady’s word; 

And lo! two puddings smoak’d upon the board. 360 

Asleep and naked as an Indian lay. 

An honest factor stole a Gem away: 

He pledg’d it to the knight; the knight had wit. 

So kept the Diamond, and the rogue was bit. 

Some scruple rose, but thus he eas’d his thought, 365 

‘I’ll now give six-pence where I gave a groat; 

Where once I went to church, I’ll now go twice— 

And am so clear too of all other vice.’ 

The Tempter saw his time; the work he ply’d; 

Stocks and Subscriptions pour on ev’ry side, 370 

’Till all the Daemon makes his full descent 
In one abundant show’r of Cent per Cent, 

Sinks deep within him, and possesses whole. 

Then dubs Director, and secures his soul. 

Behold Sir Balaam, now a man of spirit, 375 

Ascribes his gettings to his parts and merit; 

What late he call’d a Blessing, now was Wit, 

And God’s good Providence, a lucky Hit. 

Things change their titles, as our manners turn: 

His Compting-house employ’d the Sunday-morn; 380 

Seldom at Church (’twas such a busy life) 

But duly sent his family and wife. 

There (so the Dev’l ordain’d) one Christmas-tide 
My good old Lady catch’d a cold, and dy’d. 

A Nymph of Quality admires our Knight; 385 

He marries, bows at Court, and grows polite: 

Leaves the dull Cits, and joins (to please the fair) 

The well-bred cuckolds in St. James’s air: 

First, for his Son a gay Commission buys. 

Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies: 390 

His daughter flaunts a Viscount’s tawdry wife; 

She bears a Coronet and p—x for life. 

In Britain’s Senate he a seat obtains. 

And one more Pensioner St. Stephen gains. 

My Lady falls to play; so bad her chance, 

He must repair it; takes a bribe from France; 


395 
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The House impeach him; Coningsby harangues; 
The Court forsake him, and Sir Balaam hangs: 
Wife, son, and daughter, Satan! are thy own, 
His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the Crown: 

The Devil and the King divide the prize, 

And sad Sir Balaam curses God and dies. 


EPISTLE IV 

TO 

Richard Boyle^ Earl of Burlington 

ARGUMENT 

Of the f/rf o/RICHES 

The Vanity of Expence in People of Wealth and Quality. The abuse of 
the word Taste, v. 13. That the first principle and foundation, in this 
as in every thing else, is Good Sense, v. 40. The chief proof of it is to 
follow Nature, even in works of mere Luxury and Elegance, In¬ 
stanced in Architecture and Gardening, where all must be adapted to 
the Genius and Use of the Place, and the Beauties not forced into it, 
but resultingfrom it,\. 50. How men are disappointed in their most ex¬ 
pensive undertakings,for want of this true Foundation, without which 
nothing can please long, //at all; and the best Examples and Rules 
will but be perverted into something burdensome or ridiculous, v. 65, 
&c. to 92. A description of the false Taste 0/Magnificence; the 
first grand Error of which is to imagine that Gretitntss consists in the 
Size and Dimension, instead of the Proportion and Harmony of the 
whole, V. 97, and the second, either in joining together Parts in¬ 
coherent, or too minutely resembling, or in the Repetition of the 
same too frequently, v. 105, &c. A word or two of false Taste in 
Books, in Music, in Painting, even in Preaching and Prayer, and 
lastly in Entertainments, v. 133, &c. Yet Provi dence isjustifiedin 
giving Wealth to be squandered in this manner, since it is dispersed to 
the Poor and Laborious part of mankind, v. 169 [recurring to what 
is laid down in the first book, Ep. ii. and in the Epistle preceding this, 
V. 159, &c.] What are the proper Objects of Magnificence, and a 
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proper field for the Expence of Great Men, v. 177, &c. and finally y 
the Great and Public Works which become a Prince, v. 191, to the end. 

strange, the Miser should his Cares employ 
A To gain those Riches he can ne’er enjoy. 

Is it less strange, the Prodigal should waste 

His wealth, to purchase what he ne’er can taste 

Not for himself he sees, or hears, or eats; 5 

Artists must chuse his Pictures, Music, Meats: 

He buys for Topham, Drawings and Designs, 

For Pembroke Statues, dirty Gods, and Coins; 

Rare monkish Manuscripts for Hcarne alone. 

And Books for Mead, and Butterflies for Sloane. lo 

Think we all these are for himself? no more 
Than his fine Wife, alas! or finer W'hore. 

For what has Virro painted, built, and planted ? 

Only to show, how many Tastes he wanted. 

What brought Sir Visto’s ill got wealth to waste? 15 

Some Daemon whisper’d, ‘Visto! have a Taste.* 

Heav’n visits with a Taste the wealthy fool, 

And needs no Rod but Ripley with a Rule. 

See! sportive fate, to punish aukward pride, 

Bids Bubo build, and sends him such a Guide: 20 

A standing sermon, at each year’s expence, 

That never Coxcomb reach’d Magnificence I 
You show us, Rome was glorious, not profuse. 

And pompous buildings once were things of Use. 

Yet shall (my Lord) your just, your noble rules 25 

Fill half the land with Imitating-Fools; 

Who random drawings from your sheets shall take. 

And of one beauty many blunders make; 

Load some vain Church with old Theatric state, 

Turn Arcs of triumph to a Garden-gate; 30 

7. Topham] A Gentleman famous for a judicious collection of Drawings. 

10. Mead — Stoane.] Two eminent Physicians; the one had an excellent Library, the 
other the finest collection in Europe of natural curiosities; both men of great learning and 
humanity. 

18. Ripley] Tliis man was a carpenter, employed by a first Minister, who raised him to 
an Architect, without any genius in the art; and after some wretched proofs of his in¬ 
sufficiency in public Buildings, made him Comptroller of the Board of works. 

23. The Earl of Burlington was then publishing the Designs of Inigo Jones, and the 
Antiquities of Rome by Palladio. 
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Reverse your Ornaments, and hang them all 
On some patch’d dog-hole ek’d with ends of wall, 

Then clap four slices of Pilaster on’t, 

That, lac’d with bits of rustic, makes a Front: 

Or call the winds thro’ long arcades to roar, 35 

Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door; 

Conscious they act a true Palladian part, 

And if they starve, they starve by rules of art. 

Oft have you hinted to your brother Peer, 

A certain truth, which many buy too dear: 40 

Something there is, more needful than Expence, 

And something previous ev’n to Taste—’tis Sense: 

Good Sense, which only is the gift of Heav’n, 

And tho’ no Science, fairly worth the seven: 

A Light, which in yourself you must perceive; 45 

Jones and Le Notre have it not to give. 

To build, to plant, whatever you intend. 

To rear the Column, or the Arch to bend, 

To swell the Terras, or to sink the Grot; 

In all, let Nature never be forgot. 50 

But treat the Goddess like a modest fair. 

Nor over-dress, nor leave her wholly bare; 

Let not each beaut\' cv’r\' where be spy’d, 

Where half the skill is decently to hide. 

He gains all points, who pleasingly confounds, 55 

Surprizes, varies, and conceals the Bounds. 

Consult the Genius of the Place in all; 

That tells the Waters or to rise, or fall, 

Or helps th’ambitious Hill the heav’ns to scale, 

Or scoops in circling theatres the \’ale; 60 

Calls in the Country, catches op’ning glades, 

Joins willing woods, and varies shades from shades; 

Now breaks, or now directs, th’ intending Lines, 

Paints as you plant, and as you work, designs. 

Still follow Sense, of ev’ry Art the Soul, 65 

Parts answ’ring parts shall slide into a whole, 

36. Venetian dooT\ A Door or Window, so called, from being much practised at Venice 
bv Palladio and others. 

46. lnig,o Jones the celebrated Architect, and .\I. Le Notre, the designer of the best 
Gardens of France. 
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Spontaneous beauties all around advance, 

Start ev’n from Difficulty, strike from Chance; 

Nature shall join you; Time shall make it grow 
A Work to wonder at—perhaps a Stow. 70 

Without it, proud Versailles! thy glory falls, 

And Nero’s Terraces desert their walls: 

The vast Parterres a thousand hands shall make, 

Lo! CoBHAM comes, and floats them with a Lake: 

Or cut wide views thro’ Mountains to the Plain, 75 

You’ll wish your hill or shelter’d scat again. 

Ev’n in an ornament its place remark. 

Nor in an Hermitage set Dr. Clarke. 

Behold Villario’s ten-years toil compleat; 

His Arbours darken, his Espaliers meet; 80 

The Wood supports the Plain, the parts unite. 

And strength of Shade contends with strength of light: 

A waving Glow the bloomy beds display, 

Blushing in bright diversities of day. 

With silver-quiv’ring rills mxander'd o’er— 85 

Enjoy them, you ! Villario can no more; 

Tir’d of the scene Parterres and Fountains yield. 

He finds at last he better likes a Field. 

Thro’ his young Woods how pleas’d Sabinus stray’d 
Or sat delighted in the thick’ning shade, 90 

With annual joy the red’ning shoots to greet, 

Or see the stretching branches long to meet. 

His Son’s fine Taste an op’ncr Vista loves, 

Foe to the Diy ads of his Father’s groves. 

One boundless Green, or flourish’d Carpet views, 95 

70. The seat and gardens of the Lord Viscount Cobham in Buckinghamshire. 

75. This was done in Hertfordshire, by a wealthy citizen, at the expence of above 
5^00 1 . by which means (merely to overlook a dead plain) he let in the north-wind upon 
his house and parterre, which were before adorned and defended by beautiful 
woods. 

78. Dr. S. Clarke’s busto placed by the Queen in the Hermiuge, while the Dr 
duely frequented the Court. 

95. The two extremes in parterres, which arc equally faulty; a boundless Green, large 
and naked as a field, or z flourish'd Carpet, where the greatness and nobleness of the piece 
is lessened by being divided into too many parts, with scroll’d works and l.-cds, of which 
the examples are frequent. 
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With all the mournful family of Yews; 

The thriving plants ignoble broomsticks made, 

Now sweep those Alleys they were bom to shade. 

At Timon’s Villa let us pass a day, 

Where all cry out, ‘What sums are thrown away!’ loo 
So proud, so grand, of that stupendous air, 

Soft and Agreeable come never there. 

Greamess, with Timon, dwells in such a draught 
As brings all Brobdignag before your thought. 

To compass this, his building is a Town, 105 

His pond an Ocean, his parterre a Down: 

Who but must laugh, the Master when he sees ? 

A puny insect, shiv’ring at a breeze. 

Lo! what huge heaps of littleness around! 

The whole, a labour’d Quarry above ground. no 

Two Cupids squirt before: a Lake behind 
Improves the keenness of the Northern wind. 

His Gardens next your admiration call. 

On ev’ry side you look, behold the Wall! 

No pleasing Intricacies intervene, 115 

No artful wildness to perplex the scene; 

Grove nods at grove, each Alley has a brother. 

And half the platform just reflects the other. 

The sufTring eye inverted Nature sees, 

Trees cut to Statues, Statues thick as trees, 120 

With here a Fountain, never to be play’d, 

And there a Summer-house, that knows no shade. 

Here Amphitrite sails thro’ myrtle bow’rs; 

There Gladiators fight, or die, in flow’rs; 

Un-water’d see the drooping sea-horse mourn, 125 

And swallows roost in Nilus’ dusty Urn. 

My Lord advances with majestic mien, 

Smit with the mighty pleasure, to be seen: 

But soft—by regular approach—not yet— 

96. Touches upon the ill taste of those who are so fond of Ever-greens (particularly 
Yews, which are the most tonsile) as to destroy the nobler Forest-irccs, to make way for 
such little ornaments as P>Tamids of dark-green continually repeated, not unlike a 
Funeral procession. 

99. This description is intended to comprize the principles of a false Taste of Magni¬ 
ficence, and to exemplify what was said before, that nothing but Good Sense can attain it. 
124. The two Statues of the Gladiator pugnans and Gladiator moriens. 
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First thro* the length of yon hot Terrace sweat, 130 

And when up ten steep slopes you’ve dragg’d your thighs, 
Just at his Study-door he’ll bless your eyes. 

His Study! with what Authors is it stor’d ? 

In Books, not Authors, curious is my Lord; 

To all their dated Backs he turns you round: 13s 

These Aldus printed, those Du Sueil has bound. 

Lo some are Vellom, and the rest as good 
For all his Lordship knows, but they are Wood. 

For Locke or Milton ’tis in vain to look. 

These shelves admit not any modern book. 140 

And now the Chapel’s silver bell you hear, 

That summons you to all the Pride of Pray’r: 

Light quirks of Music, broken and uneven, 

Make the soul dance upon a Jig to Heav’n. 

On painted Cielings you devoutly stare, 145 

Where sprawl the Saints of Verrio or Laguerre, 

On gilded clouds in fair expansion lie, 

And bring all Paradise before your eye. 

To rest, the Cushion and soft Dean invite. 

Who never mentions Hell to cars polite. 150 

But hark! the chiming Clocks to dinner call; 

A hundred footsteps scrape the marble Hall; 

The rich Buffet well-colour’d Serpents grace, 

And gaping Tritons spew to wash your face. 

130. The Approaches and Communication of house with garden, or of one part with 
another, ill judged, and inconvenient. 

133. The false I'aste in BooLs; a satire on the vanity in collecting them, more frequent 
in men of Fortune than the study to understand them. Many delight chiefly in the ele¬ 
gance of the print, or of the binding; some have carried it so far, as to cause the upper 
shelves to be filled with painted books of wood; others pique themselves so much upon 
books in a language they do not understand, as to exclude the most useful in one they do. 

143. The false Taste in Music, improper to the subjects, as of light airs in churches, 
often practised by the organists, (Sc. 

145. —And in Painting (from which even Italy is not free) of naked figures in Churches, 
(Sc. which has obliged some Popes to put draperies on some of those of the best masters. 

146. Verrio (Antonio) painted many cielings, &c. at Windsor, I lampton*<ourt, &:c. and 
Laguerre at Blenhcim>castle, and other places. 

150. This is a fact; a reverend Dean preaching at Court, threatned the sinner with 
punishment in ‘a place which he thought it not decent to name in so polite an assembly’. 

* 53 - Taxes the incongruity of Ornaments (tho’ sometimes practised by the ancients) 
where an open mouth ejects the water into a founuin, or where the shocking images of 
serpents, &c. arc introduced in Grotto’s or Buffets. 
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Is this a dinner? this a Genial room? 155 

No, ’tis a Temple, and a Hecatomb, 

A solemn Sacrifice, perform’d in state. 

You drink by measure, and to minutes eat. 

So quick retires each flying course, you’d swear 
Sancho’s dread Doctor and his Wand w'ere there. 160 
Between each Act the trembling salvers ring, 

From soup to sweet-wine, and God bless the King. 

In plenty starving, tantaliz’d in state, 

And complaisantly help’d to all I hate, 

Treated, caress’d, and tir’d, I take my leave, 165 

Sick of his civil Pride from Morn to Eve; 

I curse such lavish cost, and little skill, 

And swear no Day was ever past so ill. 

Yet hence the Poor are cloath’d, the Hungry fed; 

Health to himself, and to his Infants bread 170 

The Lab’rer bears: What his hard Heart denies, 

His charitable Vanity supplies. 

Another age shall see the golden Ear 
Imbrown the Slope, and nod on the Parterre, 

Deep Harvests bury all his pride has plann’d, 175 

And laughing Ceres re-assume the land. 

W'ho then shall grace, or who improve the Soil ? 

Who plants like Bathurst, or who builds like Boyle. 

Tis Use alone that sanctifies Expence, 

And Splendor borrows all her rays from Sense. 180 

His Father’s Acres who enjoys in peace, 

Or makes his Neighbours glad, if he encrease; 

Whose chearful Tenants bless their yearly toil, 

Yet to their Lord owe more than to the soil; 

Whose ample Lawns are not asham’d to feed 185 

The milky heifer and deserving steed; 

155. The proud Festivals of some men are here set forth to ridicule, where pride 
destroj-s the case, and formal rcgularir)- all the pleasurable enjoy-ment of the entertain- 
ment, 

160. See Don Qui:cotc, chap, xlvii. 

169. The Moral of the whole, where Providence is justified in giving Wealth to those 
who squander it in this manner. A bad Taste employs more hands, and diffuses Expense 
more than a good one. This recurs to what is laid down in Book i. Epist. II. v. 230-7, 
and in the Epistle preceding this, v. 161, &:c. 
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Whose rising Forests, not for pride or show, 

But future Buildings, future Navies grow: 

Let his plantations stretch from down to down, 

First shade a Country, and then raise a Town. 190 

You too proceed! make falling Arts your care, 

Erect new wonders, and the old repair; 

Jones and Palladio to themselves restore. 

And be whatever Vitruvius was before: 

Till Kings call forth th’ Ideas of your mind, 19s 

(Proud to accomplish what such hands design’d,) 

Bid Harbors open, public Ways extend. 

Bid Temples, worthier of the God, ascend. 

Bid the broad Arch the dang’rous Flood contain. 

The Mole projected break the roaring Main; 200 

Back to his bounds their subject Sea command, 

And roll obedient Rivers thro* the Land: 

These Honours, Peace to happy Britain brings. 

These are Imperial Works, and worthy Kings. 


* 95 . * 97 . The poet after having touched upon the proper objects of Magnificence 
and Expcnce, in the private works of great men, comes to those great and publick works 
which become a prince. This poem was published in the year 1732, when some of the 
new-built churches, by the Act of Queen Anne, were ready to fall, being founded in boggy 
land (which is satirically alluded to in our author’s imitation of Horace, Lib. ii. Sat. 2. 
Shall half the new-built Churches round thee fall), others were vilely executed, thro’ 
fraudulent cabals between undertakers, officers, (Sc. Dagcnham-brcach had done very 
great mischiefs; many of the Highways throughout England were hardly passable; and 
most of those which were repaired by Turnpikes were made jobs for private lucre, and 
infamously executed, even to the entrances of London itself: The proposal of building a 
Bridge at Westminster had been petition’d against and rejected; but in two years after 
the publication of this poem, an Act for building a Bridge pass’d thro’ both houses. 
After many debates in the committee, the execution was left to the carpenter above- 
mentioned, who would have made it a wooden one, to which our author alludes in these 
lines, 

Who builds a Bridge that never drove a pile? 

Should Ripley venture, all the world would smile. 

See the notes on that place. 



EPISTLE V 

TO 

Mr. Addison 

Occasion’d by his Dialogues on Medals 

S EE the wild Waste of all-devouring years! 

How Rome her own sad Sepulchre appears, 

With nodding arches, broken temples spread! 

The very Tombs now vanish’d like their dead! 

Imperial wonders rais’d on Nations spoil’d, 

Where mix’d with Slaves the groaning Martyr toil’d: 
Huge Theatres, that now unpeopled Woods, 

Now drain’d a distant country of her Floods: 

Fanes, which admiring Gods with pride survey, 

Statues of Men, scarce less alive than they! n 

Some felt the silent stroke of mould’ring age, 

Some hostile fury, some religious rage. 

Barbarian blindness, Christian zeal conspire. 

And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. 

Perhaps, by its own ruins sav’d from flame, li 

Some bury’d marble half preserves a name; 

That Name the learn’d with fierce disputes pursue, 

And give to Titus old Vespasian’s due. 

Ambition sigh’d: She found it vain to trust 
The faithless Column and the crumbling Bust: 20 

Huge moles, whose shadow stretch’d from shore to shore, 
Their ruins ruin’d, and their place no more I 
Convinc’d, she now contracts her vast design, 

And all her Triumphs shrink into a Coin: 

A narrow orb each crouded conquest keeps, 25 

Beneath her Palm here sad Judaea weeps, 

Here scantier limits the proud Arch confine, 

And scarce are seen the prostrate Nile or Rhine; 

THIS was originaUy wTitten in the year 1715 when Mr. Addison intended to publish 
his book of medals; it was sometime before he was secretary of State; but not published 
till Mr. TickeU’s Edition of his works; at which time the verses on Mr. Craggs, which 
conclude the poem, were added, viz. in 1720. 



323 


EPISTLE TO ADDISON 

A small Euphrates thro’ the piece is roll’d, 

And little Eagles wave their wings in gold. 

The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame, 

Thro’ climes and ages bears each form and name: 
In one short view subjected to your eye 
Gods, Emp’rors, Heroes, Sages, Beauties, lie. 

With sharpen’d sight pale Antiquaries pore, 

Th’ inscription value, but the rust adore; 

This the blue varnish, that the green endears. 

The sacred rust of twice ten hundred years! 

To gain Pescennius one employs his schemes. 

One grasps a Cecrops in ecstatic dreams. 

Poor Vadius, long with learned spleen devour’d. 
Can taste no pleasure since his Shield was scour’d; 
And Curio, restless by the Fair-one’s side. 

Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 

Theirs is the Vanity, the Learning thine: 
Touch’d by thy hand, again Rome’s glories shine; 
Her Gods, and god-like Heroes rise to view. 

And all her faded garlands bloom a-new. 

Nor blush, these studies thy regard engage; 

These pleas’d the Fathers of poetic rage; 

The verse and sculpture bore an equal part, 

And Art reflected images to Art. 

Oh when shall Britain, conscious of her claim, 
Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame ? 

In living medals see her wars enroll’d, 

And vanquish’d realms supply recording gold? 
Here, rising bold, the Patriot’s honest face; 

There Warriors frowning in historic brass: 

Then future ages with delight shall see 
How Plato’s, Bacon’s, Newton’s looks agree; 

Or in fair scries laurell’d Bards be shown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addison. 

Then shall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 
On the cast ore, another Pollio, shine; 

With aspect open, shall erect his head. 

And round the orb in lasting notes be read, 
‘Sutesman, yet friend to Truth! of soul sincere, 

In action faithful, and in honour clear; 
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Who broke no promise, serv’d no private end, 
Who gain’d no title, and who lost no friend; 
Ennobled by himself, by all approv’d, 

And prais’d, unenvy’d, by the Muse he lov’d.* 



IMITATIONS 


OF 

HORACE 




Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot 

BEING THE 

PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

SATIRES 


Neque sermonibus Vnlgi dederis te, nec in Pr<emus humanis spem 
posucris rerum tuarum: suis le oportet iliccebris ipsa Virtus trahat ad 
verum decus. Quid de te alii loquantur, ipsi videant, sed loquentur 
tamen. Tully [De Re Publica, Lib. vi, cap. xxiii]. 


Advertisement 

T his Paper is a Sort of Bill of Complaint, begun many years 
since, and drawn up by snatches, as the several Occasions 
offer’d. I had no thoughts of publishing it, till it pleas’d some Per¬ 
sons of Rank and E'ortune [the Authors of Verses to the Imitator of 
Horace^ and of an Epistle to a Doctor oj Divinity from a Nobleman at 
Hampton Cowr/,] to attack in a very extraordinary manner, not only 
my Writings (of which being publick the Publick judge) but my 
Person^ Morals^ and Family^ whereof to those who know me not, a 
truer Information may be requisite. Being divided between the 
Necessity to say something of MyselJ^ and my own Laziness to 
undertake so awkward a 1 ask, I thought it the shortest way to put 
the last hand to this Epistle. If it have any thing pleasing, it will be 
That by which I am most desirous to please, the Truth and the 
Sentiment \ and if any thing offensive, it will be only to tho.se I am 
least sorry to offend, the Vicious or the Ungenerous. 

Many will know their own Pictures in it, there being not a Cir¬ 
cumstance but what is true; but I have, for the most part spar’d 
their Names, and they may escape being laugh’d at, if they please. 

I would have some of them know, it was owing to the Request of 
the learned and candid Friend to whom it is inscribed, that I make 
not as free use of theirs as they have done of mine. However I shall 
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have this Advantage, and Honour, on my side, that whereas by their 
proceeding, any Abuse may be directed at any man, no Injury can 
possibly be done by mine, since a Nameless Qiaracter can never be 
found out, but by its Truth and Likeness. 


S HUT, shut the door, good John! fatigu’d I said, 
Tye up the knocker, say I’m sick. I’m dead. 

The Dog-star rages! nay ’tis past a doubt. 

All Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out: 

Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand. 

They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 

What walls can guard me, or what shades can hide ? 
They pierce my thickets, thro* my Grot they glide. 

By land, by water, they renew the charge, 

They stop the chariot, and they board the barge. 

No place is sacred, not the Church is free, 

Ev’n Sunday shines no Sabbath-day to me: 

Then from the Mint walks forth the Man of rhyme, 
Happy! to catch me, just at Dinner-time. 

Is there a Parson, much be-mus’d in beer, 

A maudlin Poetess, a rhyming Peer, 

A Clerk, foredoom’d his father’s soul to cross, 

Who pens a Stanza, when he should engross} 

Is there, who, lock’d from ink and paper, scrawls 
With desp’rate charcoal round his darken’d walls } 

All fly to Twit’nam, and in humble strain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 

Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the Laws, 

Imputes to me and my damn’d works the cause: 

Poor Comus sees his frantic wife elope. 

And curses Wit, an'd Poetry, and Pope. 

Friend to my Life! (which did not you prolong, 

The world had wanted many an idle song) 

What Drop or Nostrum can this plague remove ? 

Or which must end me, a Fool’s wrath or love } 

A dire dilemma I either way I’m sped, 

If foes, they write, if friends, they read me dead. 

Seiz’d and ty’d down to judge, how wretched I! 

Who can’t be silent, and who will not lye: 
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To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace, 35 

And to be grave, exceeds all Pow*r of face. 

I sit with sad civility, I read 

With honest anguish, and an aching head; 

And drop at last, but in unwilling ears. 

This saving counsel, ‘Keep your piece nine years.’ 40 

Nine years! cries he, who high in Drury-lane 
Lull’d by soft Zephyrs thro’ the broken pane, 

Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Term ends. 

Oblig’d by hunger, and request of friends: 

‘The piece, you think, is incorrect ? why take it, 45 

I’m all submission, what you’d have it, make it.’ 

Three things another’s modest wishes bound. 

My Friendship, and a Prologue, and ten pound. 

Pitholeon sends to me: ‘You know his Grace, 

I want a Patron; ask him for a Place.’ 50 

Pitholeon libell’d me—‘but here’s a letter 
Informs you, Sir, ’twas when he knew no better. 

Dare you refuse him ? Curl invites to dine. 

He’ll write a Journal^ or he’ll turn Divine.* 

Bless me! a packet— ’Tis a stranger sues, ss 

A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Muse.’ 

If I dislike it, ‘Furies, death and rage!’ 

If I approve, ‘Commend it to the Stage.’ 

There (thank my stars) my whole commission ends, 

The Play’rs and I are, luckily, no friends. 60 

Fir’d that the house reject him, “Sdcath I’ll print it, 

And shame the fools—Your int’rest, Sir, with Lintot,’ 
Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 

‘Not, Sir, if you revise it, and retouch.’ 

AH my demurs but double his attacks; 65 

At last he whispers, ‘Do, and we go snacks.’ 

Glad of a quarrel, strait I clap the door. 

Sir, let me see your works and you no more. 

’Tis sung, when Midas’ Ears began to spring, 

(Midas, a sacred person and a King) 70 


49. Pitholeon] The name uken from a foolish Poet of Rhodes, who pretended much to 
Creek. Schol. in Horat. lib. i. Dr. Bentley pretends, that this Pitholeon jibeiled Csesar also. 
See notes on Hor. Sat. to. I. i. 
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His very Minister who spy’d them first, 

(Some say his Queen) was forc’d to spedc, or burst. 

And is not mine, my friend, a sorer case. 

When ev’ry coxcomb perks them in my face ? 

‘Good friend forbear! you deal in dang’rous things. 75 
I’d never name Queens, Ministers, or Kings; 

Keep close to Ears, and those let asses prick, 

’Tis nothing*—Nothing? if they bite and kick? 

Out with it, Dunciad! let the secret pass, 

That secret to each fool, that he’s an Ass: 8o 

The truth once told (and wherefore should we lie .^) 

The Queen of Midas slept, and so may I. 

You think this cruel ? take it for a rule. 

No creature smarts so little as a fool. 

Let peals of laughter, Codrus 1 round thee break, 85 

Thou unconcern’d canst hear the mighty crack: 

Pit, box, and gall’ry in convulsions hurl’d, 

Thou stand’st unshook amidst a bursting world. 

Who shames a Scribler? break one cobweb thro’, 

He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew: 90 

Destroy his fib or sophistry; in vain. 

The creature’s at his dirty work again, 

Thron’d in the centre of his thin designs, 

Proud of a vast extent of flimzy lines! 

Whom have I hurt ? has Poet yet, or Peer, 95 

Lost the arch’d eye-brow, or Parnassian sneer ? 

And has not Colly still his lord, and whore? 

His butchers Henley, his free-masons Moor ? 

Does not one table Bavius still admit ? 

Still to one Bishop Philips seem a wit? 100 

Still Sappho—‘Hold! for God-sake-you’ll offend, 

No Names—be calm—learn prudence of a friend: 

I too could write, and I am twice as tall; 

But foes like these’—One Flatt’rer’s worse than all; 

72. The story is told, by some, of his Barber, but by Chaucer of his Queen. See Wife 
of Bath’s Tale in Dryden's Fables. 

88. Alluding to Horace, 

Si fractus illabalur orbis, 

Impavidum ferient ruina. 
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Of all mad creatures, if the leam’d are right, 

It is the slaver kills, and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent: 

Alas! *tis ten times worse when they repent. 

One dedicates in high heroic prose, 

And ridicules beyond a hundred foes: no 

One from all Grubstreet will my fame defend. 

And more abusive, calls himself my friend. 

This prints my Letters^ that expects a bribe, 

And others roar aloud, ‘Subscribe, subscribe.’ 

There are, who to my person pay their court: 115 

I cough like Horace, and, tho’ lean, am short, 

Ammon’s great son one shoulder had too high. 

Such Ovid’s nose, and ‘Sir! you have an Eye—’ 

Go on, obliging creatures, make me see 

All that disgrac’d my Betters, met in me. 120 

Say for my comfort, languishing in bed, 

‘Just so immortal Maro held his head:* 

And when I die, be sure you let me know 
Great Homer dy’d three thousand years ago. 

Why did I write what sin to me unknown 125 

Dipt me in ink, my parents’, or my own.^ 

As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

I lisp’d in numbers, for the numbers came. 

I left no calling for this idle trade, 

No duty broke, no father disobey’d. 130 

The Muse but serv’d to ease some friend, not Wife, 

To help me thro’ this long disease, my Life, 

To second, Arbuthnot! thy Art and Care, 

And teach, the Being you preserv’d, to bear. 

But why then publish } Granville the polite, 135 

And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write; 
Well-natur’d Garth inflam’d with early praise. 

And Congreve lov’d, and Swift endur’d my lays; 

The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read, 

*39. All ihcsc were Patrons or Admirers of Mr. Drjdcn; though a scandalous libel 
against him, entitled, Dryden's Satyr to his Muse, has been printed in the name of the 
Lord Somers, of which he was w holly ignorant. 

These are the persons to whose account the Author charges the publication of his 
first pieces: persons with whom he was conversant (and he adds beloved) at 16 or 17 
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Ev’n mitred Rochester would nod the head, 

And St. John’s self (great Dryden’s friends before) 
With open arms receiv’d one Poet more. 

Happy my studies, when by these approv’d 1 
Happier ^eir author, when by these belov’d! 

From these the world will judge of men and books, 
Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 

Soft were my numbers; who could take offence 
While pure Description held the place of Sense ? 
Like gentle Fanny’s was my flow’ry theme, 

A painted mistress, or a purling stream. 

Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill; 

I wish’d the man a dinner, and sate still: 

Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret; 

I never answer’d, I was not in debt: 

If want provok’d, or madness made them print, 

I wag’d no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 

Did some more sober Critic come abroad ? 

If wrong, I smil’d; if right, I kiss’d the rod. 

Pains, reading, study, are their just pretence, 

And all they want is spirit, taste, and sense. 
Comma’s and points they set exactly right. 

And ’twere a sin to rob them of their mite. 

Yet ne’er one sprig of laurel grac’d these ribalds. 
From slashing Bentley down to pidling Tibalds: 
Each wight who reads not, and but scans and spells, 
Each Word-catcher that lives on syllables, 

Ev’n such small Critics some regard may claim. 
Preserv’d in Milton’s or in Shakespcar’s name. 
Pretty! in amber to observe the forms 
Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms! 

The things, we know, are neither rich nor rare. 

But wonder how the devil they got there > 

Were others angry.? I excus’d them too; 

Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
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years of age ; an early period for such acquaintance. The catalogue might be made yet 
more illustrious, had he not confined it to that time when he writ the Pastorals and 
mndsor Forest, on which he passes a sort of Censure in the lines following, mile pure De¬ 
scription held the place of Sense? (Sc. 


146. Authors of secret and scandalous History. 

150. A painted meadow, or a purling stream is a verse of Mr. Addison. 
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A man’s true merit ’tis not hard to find, 

But each man’s secret standard in his mind, 

That Casting-weight pride adds to emptiness, 

This, who can gratify ? for who can guess ^ 

The Bard whom pilfer’d Pastorals renown, 

Who turns a Persian tale for half a Crown, 

Just writes to make his barrenness appear, 

And strains from hard-bound brains, eight lines a year; 
He, who still wanting, tho’ he lives on theft, 

Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing left: 

And he, who now to sense, now nonsense leaning, 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning: 

And he, whose fustian’s so sublimely bad, 

It is not poetry, but prose run mad: 

All these, my modest Satire bad translate^ 

And own’d that nine such Poets made a Tate. 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe! 
And swear, not Addison himself was safe. 

Peace to all such! but were there One whose fires 
True Genius kindles, and fair Fame inspires; 

Blest with each talent and each art to please. 

And born to write, converse, and live with ease: 

Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne. 

View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes, 

And hate for arts that caus’d himself to rise; 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 

And without sneering, teach the rest to sneer; 

Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike. 

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike; 

Alike reserv’d to blame, or to commend, 

A tim’rous foe, and a suspicious friend; 

Dreading cv’n fools, by Flatterers besieg’d, 

And so obliging, that he ne’er oblig’d; 

Like Cato, give his little Senate laws. 

And sit attentive to his own applause; 

While Wits and Templars ev’ry sentence raise. 

And wonder with a foolish face of praise— 


333 

X7S 


180 


185 


190 


195 


200 


205 


2tO 


x8o. Amb. Philips translated a Book called the Persian Tales. 
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Who but must laugh, if such a man there be ? 

Who would not weep, if Atticus were he! 

What tho* my Name stood rubric on the walls, «is 
Or plaister’d posts, with claps, in capitals ? 

Or smoaking forth, a hundred hawkers load, 

On wings of winds came flying all abroad ? 

I sought no homage from the Race that write; 

I kept, like Asian Monarchs, from their sight: 220 

Poems I heeded (now be-rym’d so long) 

No more than thou, great George! a birth-day song. 

I ne’er with wits or witlings pass’d my days, 

To spread about the itch of verse and praise; 

Nor like a puppy daggled thro’ the town, 225 

To fetch and carry sing-song up and down; 

Nor at Rehearsals sweat, and mouth’d, and cry’d. 

With handkerchief and orange at my side; 

But sick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 

To Bufo left the whole Castalian state. 230 

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 

Sate full-blown Bufo, puff’d by ev’ry quill; 

Fed with soft Dedication all day long, 

Horace and he went hand in hand in song. 

His Library (where busts of Poets dead 235 

And a true Pindar stood without a head) 

Receiv’d of wits an undistinguish’d race. 

Who first his judgment ask’d, and then a place: 

Much they extoll’d his pictures, much his seat. 

And flatter’d ev’ry day, and some days eat: 240 

Till grown more frugal in his riper days, 

He paid some bards with port, and some with praise. 

To some a dry rehearsal was assign’d, 

And others (harder still) he paid in kind. 


214. Atticus] It was a ^cat felshood, which some of the Libels reported, that this 
Character was written after the Gentleman’s death; which see refuted in the Testimonies 
prefixed to the Dunttad. But the occasion of writing it was such as he would not make 
public out of regard to his memory: and all that could further be done was to omit the 
name, in the Editions of his Woriu. 

218. On wings of winds came flying all abroad?] Hopkins, in the civ**^ Psalm. 

236. Ridicules the affectation of Antiquaries, who frequently exhibit the headless 
Trunks and Terms of Statues, for Plato, Homer, Pindar, &c. Vide Fulv. Ursin, &c. 
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Dryden alone (what wonder?) came not nigh, 

Dryden alone escapM this judging eye: 

But still the Great have kindness in reserve, 

He help’d to bury whom he help’d to starve. 

May some choice patron bless each gray goose quill! 
May ev’ry Bavius have his Bufo still! 

So when a Statesman wants a day’s defence, 

Or Envy holds a whole week’s war with Sense, 

Or simple pride for flatt’ry makes demands, 

May dunce by dunce be whistled off my hands! 

Blest be the Great! for those they take away. 

And those they left me; for they left me Gay; 

Left me to see neglected Genius bloom. 

Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb: 

Of all thy blameless life the sole return 

My Verse, and Queensd’ry weeping o’er thy urn! 

Oh let me live my own, and die so too! 

(To live and die is all I have to do:) 

Maintain a Poet’s dignity and ease. 

And see what friends, and read what books I please: 
Above a Patron, tho’ I condescend 
Sometimes to call a Minister my friend: 

I was not born for Courts or great affairs; 

I pay my debts, believe, and say my pray’rs; 

Can sleep w ithout a Poem in my head, 

Nor know, if Dennis be alive or dead. 

Why am I ask’d what next shall see the light? 
Heav’ns! was I born for nothing but to write? 

Has Life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 

Have I no friend to serve, no soul to save? 

‘I found him close with Swift’—‘Indeed? no doubt’ 
(Cries prating Balbus) ‘something will come out.’ 

’Tis all in vain, deny it as I will. 

‘No, such a Genius never can lie still;’ 

And then for mine obligingly mistakes 
The first Lampoon Sir Will, or Bubo makes. 

Poor guiltless I! and can I chusc but smile. 

When ev’ry Coxcomb knows me by my Style? 
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248. Mr. Oryderiy aficr having liv’d in exigencies, had a magnificent Funeral be¬ 
stow’d upon him hy the contribution of several persons of Quality, 
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Curst be the verse, how well soe’er it flow, 

That tends to make one worthy man my foe, 

Give Virtue scandal, Innocence a fear. 

Or from the soft-eyM Virgin steal a tear! 

But he who hurts a harmless neighbour’s peace, 
Insults fall’n worth, or Beauty in distress. 

Who loves a Lye, lame slander helps about, 

Who writes a Libel, or who copies out: 

That Fop, whose pride affects a patron’s name, 

Yet absent, wounds an author’s honest fame: 

Who can your merit selfishly approve. 

And show the sense of it without the love\ 

Who has the vanity to call you friend, 

Yet wants the honour, injur’d, to defend; 

Who tells whate’er you think, whate’er you say. 
And, if he lye not, must at least betray: 

Who to the Dean and silver bell can swear. 

And sees at Cannons what was never there; 

Who reads, but with a lust to misapply. 

Make Satire a Lampoon, and Fiction Lye. 

A lash like mine no honest man shall dread, 

But all such babling blockheads in his stead. 

Let Sporus tremble—‘What.? that thing of silk, 
Sporus, that mere white curd of Ass’s milk ? 

Satire or sense, alas! can Sporus feel ? 

Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel ?’ 

Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 

This painted child of dirt, that stinks and stings; 
Whose buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 

Yet wit ne’er tastes, and beauty ne’er enjoys: 

So well-bred spaniels civilly delight 
In mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal smiles his emptiness betray. 

As shallow streams run dimpling all the way. 
Whether in florid impotence he speaks, 

And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet squeaks; 
Or at the ear of Eve, familiar Toad, 

Half froth, half venom, spits himself abroad, 

299. Dearth See the Epistle to the Earl of Burlin^oa. 

319. See Milton, Book iv. 
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In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies, 

Or spite, or smut, or rhymes, or blasphemies. 

His wit all see-saw, between that and this. 

Now high, now low, now Master up, now Miss, 

And he himself one vile Antithesis. 32s 

Amphibious thing! that acting either part. 

The trifling head, or the corrupted heart, 

Fop at the toilet, flattTer at the board. 

Now trips a Lady, and now struts a Lord. 

Eve’s tempter thus the Rabbins have exprest, 33 ® 

A Cherub’s face, a reptile all the rest, 

Beauty that shocks you, parts that none will trust, 

Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the dust. 

Not Fortune’s worshipper, nor Fashion’s fool. 

Not Lucre’s madman, nor Ambition’s tool, 

Not proud, nor servile; Be one Poet’s praise, 

That, if he pleas’d, he pleas’d by manly ways: 

That Flatt’ry, ev’n to Kings, he held a shame, 

And thought a Lye in verse or prose the same: 

That not in Fancy’s maze he wander’d long, 

But stoop’d to Truth, and moraliz’d his song: 

That not for Fame, but Virtue’s better end. 

He stood the furious foe, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half approving wit, 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit; 

Laugh’d at the loss of friends he never had. 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad; 

The distant threats of vengeance on his head. 

The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed; 

The tale reviv’d, the lye so oft o’erthrown; 

Th’ imputed trash, and dulncss not his own; 

The morals blacken’d when the writings scape. 

The libel’d person, and the pictur’d shape; 

Abuse, on all he lov’d, or lov’d him, spread, 

A friend in exile, or a father, dead; 

350 the lye so oft o'erthrotpii] As ihat he received subscriptions for Shakespear, that 
he set his name to Mr. Broome’s verses, &c. which, iho’ publicly disproved were neverthe¬ 
less shamelessly repeated in the Libels, and even in that called the Nobleman's Eptstle. 

351. Th' imputed trash] Such as profane Psalms, Court-Poems, and other scandalous 
things, printed in his Name by Curl and others. 

354. Namely on the Duke of Buckingham, the Earl of Burlington, Lord Bathurst, Lord 
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The whisper, that to greatness still too near, 
Perhaps, yet vibrates on his Sov’reign’s ear— 
Welcome for thee, fair Virtue! all the past: 

For thee, fair Virtue! welcome ev’n the last! 

‘But why insult the poor, affront the great?* 

A knave’s a knave, to me, in ev’ry state: 

Alike my scorn, if he succeed or fail, 

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail, 

A hireling scribler, or a hireling peer, 

Knight of the post corrupt, or of the shire; 

If on a Pillory, or near a Throne, 

He gain his Prince’s ear, or lose his own. 

Yet soft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit: 

This dreaded Sat’rist Dennis will confess 
Foe to his pride, but friend to his distress: 

So humble, he has knock’d at Tibbald’s door, 

Has drunk with Cibber, nay has rym’d for Moor. 
Full ten years slander’d, did he once reply? 

Three thousand suns went down on Welsted’s lye. 
To please a Mistress, one aspers’d his life; 

He lash’d him not, but let her be his wife: 

Let Budgel charge low Grubstreet on his quill, 
And write whate’er he pleased, except his Will; 
Let the two Curls of Town and Court, abuse 
His father, mother, body, soul, and muse. 


360 


36s 


370 


375 


380 


BoUngbrokc, Bishop Attcrbury, Dr. Swift, Dr. Arbuthnot, Mr. Gay, his Friends his 

fif f ^ aspersed in printed papers, by James Moore, G. Ducket, L. 

Wclstcd, Tho. Bentley, and other obscure persons. 

374. ten years] It was so long after many libels before the Author of the Dunciad 
published that poem, tiU when, he never writ a word in answer to the many scurrilities 
and falsehoods concerning him. 

375. WeUied's Lye.] This man had the impudence to tell in print, that Mr P had 
occasioned a Udy's death, and to name a person he never heard of. He also publish’d that 
he hbeU’d the Duke of Chandos; with whom (it was added) that he had lived in famili- 
anty and received from him a present ot five hundred pounds; the falsehood of both 
which IS known to his Grace. Mr. P. never received any present, farther than the sub¬ 
scription for Homer, from him, or from Any great Man whatsoever. 

^ 378. in a weekly pamphlet called the bestowed much abuse on him, in the 

imagination that he wxit some things about the Last IVill of Dr. Tindal, in the Grubstreet 
Journal, a Paper wherem he never had the least hand, direction, or supervisaL nor the 
least knowledge of its Author. 

381. In some of Curl’s and other pamphlets, Mr. Pope’s fother was said to be a 
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Yet why? that Father held it for a rule, 

It was a sin to call our neighbour fool: 

That harmless Mother thought no wife a whore; 

Hear this, and spare his family, James Moore! 38s 

Unspotted names, and memorable long! 

If there be force in Virtue, or in Song. 

Of gentle blood (part shed in Honour s cause, 

While yet in Britain Honour had applause) 

Each parent sprung—‘What fortune, pray ?’—Their own, 
And better got, than Bestia’s from the throne. 39* 

Born to no Pride, inheriting no Strife, 

Nor marrying Discord in a noble wife. 

Stranger to civil and religious rage. 

The good man walk’d innoxious thro’ his age. 395 

No Courts he saw, no suits would ever try. 

Nor dar’d an Oath, nor hazarded a Lye; 

Un-learn’d, he knew no schoolman’s subtle art, 

No language, but the language of the heart. 

By Nature honest, by Experience wise, 400 

Healthy by temp’rance, and by exercise; 

Mechanic, a Hatter, a Farmer, nay a Bankrupt. But, what is stranger, a Nobleman (if such 
a Reflection could be thought to come from a Nobleman) had dropt an allusion to that 
pitiful untruth, in a paper caUed an Epistle to a Doctor of Divtmty: And the following 

line, 

Hard as thy Heart, and as thy Birth obscure, 

had fallen from a like Courtly pen, in certain Verses to the Imitator of Horace. Mr. Pope’s 
Father was of a Gentleman’s Family in Oxfordshire, the head of which was the Earl of 
Downe, whose sole Heiress married the Earl of Lindscy-His mother was the daughter 
of WiUiam Tumor, Esq. of York: She had three brothers, one of whom was killed 
another died in the service of King Charles; the eldest following his fortunes, and 
becoming a general officer in Spain, left her what estate remained after the sequestrations 
and forfeitures of her farnily-Mr. Pope died in lyt?. 751 She in 1733 . af d 93 , a 
very few weeks after this poem was finished. The following inscription was placed by 
their son on their Monument in the parish of Twickenham, in Middlesex. 

D. O. M. 

Alexandro. Pope. viro. innocvo. prodo. pio. 

QVI. VIXIT. ANNOS. 1. XXV. OB. MDCCXVII. 

ET. EDITHAE. CONIVGI. INCVLPADILI. 

PIENTISSIMAE. QVAE. VIXIT. ANNOS. 

XCIIl. OB. MDCCXXXIII. 

PARENTIBVS. BENEMERENTl BVS. FILIVS. FECIT. 

ET. SIBI. 
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His life, tho’ long, to sickness past unknown. 

His death was instant, and without a groan. 

O grant me, thus to live, and thus to die! 

Who sprung from Kings shall know less joy than I. 405 
O Friend! may each domestic bliss be thine 1 
Be no unpleasing Melancholy mine: 

Me, let the tender office long engage 
To rock the cradle of reposing Age, 

With lenient arts extend a Mother’s breath, 410 

Make Languor smile, and smooth the bed of Death, 
Explore the thought, explain the asking eye, 

And keep a while one parent from the sky 1 
On cares like these if length of days attend. 

May Heav’n, to bless those days, preserve my friend, 415 
Preserve him social, chearful, and serene. 

And just as rich as when he serv’d a Queen. 

Whether that blessing be deny’d or giv’n. 

Thus far was right, the rest belongs to Heav’n. 


THE 

FIRST SATIRE 

OF THE 

SECOND BOOK 

OF 

HORACE IMITATED 

To Mr. Fortescue 


Advertisement 

^'T^HE Occasion of publishing these Imitations was the Clamour 
X raised on some of my EpistUs. An Answer from Horace was both 
more full, and of more Dignity, than any I cou’d have made in my 
own person; and the Example of much greater Freedom in so 
eminent a Divine as Dr. Donne, seem’d a proof with what Indigna- 
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non and Contempt a Christian may treat Vice or Folly, in ever so 
low, or ever so high, a Station. Both these Authors were acceptable 
to the Princes and Ministers under whom they lived: The Satires 
of Dr. Donne I versify’d at the Desire of the Earl of Oxford while 
he was Lord Treasurer, and of the Duke of Shrewsbury who had 
been Secretary of State; neither of whom look’d upon a Satire on 
Vicious Courts as any Reflection on those they serv’d in. And indeed 
there is not in the world a greater Error, than that which Fools are 
so apt to fall into, and Knaves with good reason to incourage, the 
mistaking a Satyrist for a Libeller\ whereas to a true Satyrist nothing 
is so odious as a Libeller^ for the same reason as to a man truly 

Virtuous nothing is so hateful as a Hypocrite. 

—Uni aequus Virtuti atque ejus Amicis. 

p, ^T^HERE are (I scarce can think it, but am told) 
i There are, to whom my Satire seems too bold: 
Scarce to wise Peter complaisant enough. 

And something said of Chartres much too rough. 

The lines are weak, another’s pleas’d to say, 5 

Lord Fanny spins a thousand such a day. 

Tim’rous by nature, of the Rich in awe, 

I come to Council learned in the Law: 

You’ll give me, like a friend both sage and free. 

Advice; and (as you use) without a Fee. lo 

F. I’d write no more. 

P. Not write but then I think, 

And for my soul I cannot sleep a wink. 

I nod in company, I wake at night. 

Fools rush into my head, and so I write. 

F. You could not do a worse thing for your life. 15 

Why, if the nights seem tedious—take a Wife: 

Or rather truly, if your point be rest. 

Lettuce and cowslip-wine; Probatum est. 

But talk with Celsus, Celsus will advise 

Hartshorn, or something that shall close your eyes. 20 

Or, if you needs must write, write Caesar’s Praise, 

You’ll gain at least a Knighthood^ or the Days. 

P. What? like Sir Richard, rumbling, rough, and fierce. 
With Arms, and George, and Brunswick crowd the 
verse, 
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Rend with tremendous sound your ears asunder, 25 

With Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blunderbuss, and Thunder? 
Or nobly wild, with BudgePs fire and force, 

Paint Angels trembling round his falling Horse ? 

F. Then all your Muse’s softer art display, 

Let Carolina smooth the tuneful lay, 30 

Lull with Amelia’s liquid name the Nine, 

And sweetly flow thro’ all the Royal Line. 

P. Alas! few verses touch their nicer ear; 

They scarce can bear their Laureate twice a year; 

And justly Caesar scorns the Poet’s lays, 35 

It is to History he trusts for Praise. 

F. Better be Cibber, I’ll maintain it still. 

Than ridicule all Taste, blaspheme Quadrille, 

Abuse the City’s best good men in metre, 

And laugh at Peers that put their trust in Peter. 40 

Ev’n those you touch not, hate you. 

P. What should ail them ? 

F. A hundred smart in Timon and in Balaam: 

The fewer still you name, you wound the more; 

Bond is but one, but Harpax is a score. 

P. Each mortal has his pleasure: none deny 45 

Scarsdale his bottle, Darty his Ham-pye; 

Ridotta sips and dances, till she see 
The doubling Lustres dance as fast as she; 

Fox loves the Senate, Hockley-hole his brother. 

Like in all else, as one Egg to another. 5 ® 

I love to pour out all myself, as plain 
As downright Shippen, or as old Montagne: 

In them, as certain to be lov’d as seen. 

The Soul stood forth, nor kept a thought within; 

In me what spots (for spots I have) appear, 55 

Will prove at least the Medium must be clear. 

In this impartial glass, my Muse intends 
Fair to expose myself, my foes, my friends; 

Publish the present age; but where my text 
Is Vice too high, reserve it for the next: 

My foes shall wish my life a longer date. 

And ev’ry friend the less lament my fate. 

My head and heart thus flowing thro’ my quill, 
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Verse-man or Prose-man, term me which you will, 
Papist or Protestant, or both between, 

Like good Erasmus in an honest Mean, 

In moderation placing all my glory. 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 

Satire’s my weapon, but I’m too discreet 
To run a muck, and tilt at all 1 meet; 

I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 

Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers, and Directors. 

Save but our Army! and let Jove incrust 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlasting rust! 

Peace is my dear delight—not Fleury’s more: 

But touch me, and no Minister so sore. 

Whoe’er offends, at some unlucky time 
Slides into verse, and hitches in a rhyme, 

Sacred to Ridicule his whole life long. 

And the sad burthen of some merry song. 

Slander or Poison, dread from Delia’s rage, 

Hard words or hanging, if your Judge be Page. 

From furious Sappho scarce a milder fate, 

P-x’d by her love, or libcll’d by her hate. 

Its proper pow’r to hurt, each creature feels. 

Bulls aim their horns, and Asses lift their heels; 

’Tis a Bear’s talent not to kick, but hug; 

And no man wonders he’s not stung by Pug. 

So drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 

They’ll never poison you, they’ll only cheat. 

Then, learned Sir! (to cut the matter short) 
Whate’er my fate, or well or ill at Court, 

Whether old age, with faint but chcarful ray. 
Attends to gild the Ev’ning of my day. 

Or Death’s black wing already be display’d. 

To wrap me in the universal shade; 

Whether the darken’d room to muse invite. 

Or whiten’d wall provoke the skew’r to write: 

In durance, exile. Bedlam, or the Mint, 

Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. 

F. Alas young man! your days can ne’er be long. 
In flow’r of age you perish for a song! 

Plums and Directors, Shylock and his Wife, 
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Will club their Testers, now, to take your life! 

P, What, arm’d for Virtue when I point the pen, 105 
Brand the bold front of shameless, guilty men; 

Dash the proud Gamester in his gilded Car; 

Bare the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star’, 

Can there be wanting, to defend Her cause, 

Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws? no 
Could pension’d Boileau lash in honest strain 
Flatt’rers and Bigots ev’n in Louis’ reign ? 

Could Laureate Dryden Pimp and Fry’r engage, 

Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 

And I not strip the gilding olf a Knave, 115 

Unplac’d, unpension’d, no man’s heir, or slave ? 

I will, or perish in the gen’rous cause: 

Hear this, and tremble I you, who ’scape the Laws. 

Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 
Shall walk the World, in credit, to his grave. 120 

To Virtue only and her friends, a friend. 

The World beside may murmur, or commend. 

Know, all the distant din that world can keep. 

Rolls o’er my Grotto, and but sooths my sleep. 

There, my retreat the best Companions grace, 125 

Chiefs out of war, and Statesmen out of place. 

There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The Feast of Reason and the Flow of soul: 

And He, whose lightning pierc’d th’ Iberian Lines, 

Now forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my Vines, 130 
Or tames the Genius of the stubborn plain. 

Almost as quickly as he conquer’d Spain. 

Envy must own, I live among the Great, 

No Pimp of pleasure, and no Spy of state, 

With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne’er repeats, 13s 
Fond to spread friendships, but to cover heats; 

To help who want, to forward who excel; 

This, all who know me, know; who love me, tell; 

And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scriblers or Peers, alike are Mob to me. 14® 

129 Charles Mordaunt Earl of Pcterborow, who in the year 1705 took Barcelona, and 
in the winter following with only 280 horse and 900 foot entcrprised and accomplished 
the Conquest of Valentia. 



BOOK II. SATIRE I 

This is my plea, on this I rest my cause— 

What saith my Council learned in the laws ? 

F. Your Plea is good; but still I say, beware! 
Laws are explain’d by Men—so have a care. 

It stands on record, that ip Richard’s times 
A man was hang’d for very honest rhymes. 
Consult the Statute: quart. I think, it is, 

Edwardi sext. or prim, et quint. Eliz. 

See Libels, Satires—htit: you have it—read. 

P. Libels and Satires! lawless things indeed! 

But grave Epistles, bringing Vice to light. 

Such as a King might read, a Bishop write, 

Such as Sir Robert would approve— 

F. Indeed ? 

The Case is alter’d—you may then proceed; 

In such a cause the Plaintiff will be hiss’d, 

My Lords the Judges laugh, and you’re dismiss’d. 


THE 

SECOND SATIRE 

OF THE 

SECOND BOOK 

OF 

HORACE IMITATED 

To Mr. Bethel 


W HAT, and how great, the Virtue and the Art 
To live on little with a chearful heart, 

(A doctrine sage, but truly none of mine) 

Let’s ulk, my friends, but talk before wc dine: 

Not when a gilt Buffet’s reflected pride 
Turns you from sound Philosophy aside, 
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Not when from plate to plate your eyeballs roll. 

And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

Hear Bethel’s Sermon, one not vers’d in schools, 

But strong in sense, and wise without the rules. lo 

Go work, himt, exercise! (he tlius began) 

Then scorn a homely dinner, if you can. 

Your wine lock’d up, yoim Butler stroll’d abroad, 

Or fish deny’d (the river yet unthaw’d) 

If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 15 

The pleasure lies in you, and not the meat. 

Preach as I please, I doubt our curious men 
Will chuse a pheasant still before a hen; 

Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold. 

Except you eat the feathers, green and gold. 20 

Of carps and mullets why prefer the great, 

(Tho’ cut in pieces ’ere my Lord can eat) 

Yet for small Turbots such esteem profess ? 

Because God made these large, the other less. 

Oldfield, with more than Harpy throat endu’d, 25 

Cries ‘Send me, Gods! a whole Hog barbecu’d!’ 

Oh blast it. South-winds! till a stench exhale 
Rank as the ripeness of a rabbit’s tail. 

By what Criterion do ye eat, d’ye think, 

If this is priz’d for sweetness, that for stink ? 3 ® 

When the tir’d glutton labours thro’ a treat, 

He finds no relish in the sweetest meat; 

He calls for something bitter, something sour, 

And the rich feast concludes extremely poor: 

Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives still we see; 35 

Thus much is left of old Simplicity 1 
The Robin-red-breast till of late had rest. 

And children sacred held a Martin’s nest. 

Till Becca-ficos sold so dev’lish dear 

To one that was, or would have been a Peer. 40 

Let me extol a Cat, on oysters fed. 

I’ll have a party at the Bedford-head; 


26. barbecu'd] A West-Indian term of Gluttony, a hog roasted whole, stuffed with 
spice, and basted with Madera wine. 

42. Bedford^head] A famous Eating-house. 
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Or ev’n to crack live Crawfish recommend; 

I’d never doubt at Court to make a friend. 

’Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 
About one vice, and fall into the other: 

Between Excess and Famine lies a mean; 

Plain, but not sordid; tho’ not splendid, clean. 

Avidien or his Wife (no matter which, 

For him you’ll call a dog, and her a bitch) 

Sell their presented partridges, and fruits. 

And humbly live on rabbits and on roots: 

One half-pint bottle serves them both to dine, 

And is at once their vinegar and wine. 

But on some lucky day (as when they found 
A lost Bank-bill, or heard their Son was drown’d) 

At such a feast, old vinegar to spare, 

Is what nvo souls so gen’rous cannot bear: 

Oyl, tho’ it stink, they drop by drop impart. 

But sowsc the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 

He knows to live, who keeps the middle state. 

And neither leans on this side, nor on that: 

Nor stops, for one bad cork, his butler’s pay, 

Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away; 

Nor lets, like Naevius, ev’ry error pass. 

The musty wine, foul cloth, or greasy glass. 

Now hear what blessings Temperance can bring: 
(Thus said our Friend, and what he said I sing) 

First Health: The stomach (cramm’d from ev’ry dish, 
A tomb of boil’d and roast, and flesh and fish, 

Where bile, and w ind, and phlegm, and acid jar. 

And all the man is one intestine war) 

Remembers oft the School-boy’s simple fare. 

The temp’rate sleeps, and spirits light as air. 

How pale, each Worsliipful and Rev’rend guest 
Rise from a Clergy, or a City feast! 

What life in all that ample body, say.^ 

What heav’nly particle inspires the clay? 

The Soul subsides, and wickedly inclines 
To seem but mortal, ev’n in sound Divines. 

On morning w'ings how active springs the Mind 
That leaves the load of yesterday behind ? 
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How easy ev’ry labour it pursues ? 

How coming to the Poet ev’ry Muse ? 

Not but we may exceed, some holy time, 

Or tir’d in search of Truth, or search of Rhyme. 

Ill health some just indulgence may engage. 

And more, the sickness of long life, Old age; 

For fainting Age what cordial drop remains. 

If our intemp’rate Youth the vessel drains ? 

Our fathers prais’d rank Ven’son. You suppose 
Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no nose ? 

Not so: a Buck was then a week’s repast, 

And ’twas their point, I ween, to make it last; 

More pleas’d to keep it till their friends could come, 
Than eat the sweetest by themselves at home. 

Why had not I in those good times my birth, 

’Ere coxcomb-pyes or coxcombs were on earth ? 

Unworthy he, the voice of Fame to hear. 

That sweetest music to an honest ear; 

(For ’faith. Lord Fanny! you are in the wrong. 

The world’s good word is better than a song) 

Who has not learn’d, fresh sturgeon and ham-pye 
Are no rewards for want, and infamy 1 
When Luxury has lick’d up all thy pelf. 

Curs’d by thy neighbours, thy trustees, thyself. 

To friends, to fortune, to mankind a shame. 

Think how posterity will treat thy name; 

And buy a rope, that future times may tell 
Thou hast at least bestow’d one penny well. 

‘Right, cries his Lordship, for a rogue in need 
To have a Taste, is insolence indeed: 

In me ’tis noble, suits my birth and state. 

My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great.* 

Then, like the Sun, let Bounty spread her ray. 

And shine that superfluity away. 

Oh Impudence of wealth! with all thy store, 

How dar’st thou let one worthy man be poor ? 

Shall half the new-built churches round thee fall ? 
Make Keys, build Bridges, or repair White-hall: 

Or to thy Country let that heap be lent, 

As Marlbro’s was, but not at five per cent. 
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Who thinks that Fortune cannot change her mind, 

Prepares a dreadful jest for all mankind. 

And who stands safest? tell me, is it he 125 

That spreads and swells in puff’d Prosperity, 

Or blest with little, whose preventing care 
In peace provides fit arms against a war ? 

Thus Bethel spoke, who always speaks his thought, 

And always thinks the very thing he ought: 130 

His equal mind I copy what I can, 

And as I love, would imitate the Man. 

In South-sea days not happier, when surmis’d 
The Lord of Thousands, than if now Excis'd; 

In forest planted by a Father’s hand, i 35 

Than in five acres now of rented land. 

Content with little, I can piddle here 
On broccoli and mutton, round the year; 

But ancient friends (tho’ poor, or out of play) 

That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 14° 

’Tis true, no Turbots dignify my boards. 

But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords: 

To Hounslow'-hcath I point and Bansted-down, 

Thence comes your mutton, and these chicks my own: 

From yon old walnut-tree a show’r shall fall; 145 

And grapes, long ling’ring on my only wall, 

And figs, from standard and espalier join; 

The dev’l is in you if you cannot dine: 

Then chearful healths (your Mistress shall have place) 

And, what’s more rare, a Poet shall say Grace. 150 

Fortune not much of humbling me can boast; 

Tho’ double tax’d, how little have 1 lost? 

My Life’s amusements have been just the same. 

Before, and after Standing Armies came. 

My lands are sold, my father’s house is gone; 155 

I’ll hire another’s; is not that my own. 

And yours, my friends? thro’ whose free-opening gate 
None comes too early, none departs too late; 

(For I, who hold sage Homer’s rule the best. 

Welcome the coming, speed the going guest.) i 6 o 

‘Pray heav’n it last! (cries Swift!) as you go on; 

I wish to God this house had been your own: 
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Pity! to build, without a son or wife: 

Why, you’ll enjoy it only all your life.’ 

Well, if the use be mine, can it concern one, 165 

Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon ? 

What’s Property? dear Swift! you see it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter; 

Or, in a mortgage, prove a Lawyer’s share; 

Or, in a jointure, vanish from the heir; 170 

Or in pure equity (the case not clear) 

The Chancery takes your rents for twenty year: 

At best, it falls to some ungracious son. 

Who cries, ‘My father’s damn’d, and all’s my own * 

Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford, 175 

Become the portion of a booby Lord; 

And Hemsley, once proud Buckingham’s delight, 

Slides to a Scriv’ner or a city Knight, 

Let lands and houses have what Lords they will. 

Let Us be fix’d, and our own masters still. 180 


THE 

FIRST EP ISTLE 

OF THE 

FIRST BOOK 

OF 

HORACE IMITATED 

To Lord Bolingbroke 


S T. John, whose love indulg’d my labours past, 
Matures my present, and shall bound my last I 
Why will you break the Sabbath of my days ? 

Now sick alike of Envy and of Praise. 

177. VtUers, Duke of Buckingham. 
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Public too long, ah let me hide my Age! 5 

See modest Cibber now has left the Stage: 

Our Gen’rals now, retir'd to their Estates, 

Hang their old Trophies o'er the Garden gates, 

In Life’s cool ev’ning satiate of applause, 

Nor fond of bleeding, ev’n in Brunswick’s cause. lo 
A Voice there is, that whispers in my ear, 

(’Tis Reason’s voice, which sometimes one can hear) 
‘Friend Pope! be prudent, let your Muse take breath, 

And never gallop Pegasus to death; 

Lest stiff, and stately, void of fire or force, 15 

You limp, like Blackmore, on a Lord Mayor’s horse.’ 

Farewell then Verse, and Love, and ev’ry Toy, 

The rhymes and rattles of the Man or Boy; 

What right, what true, what fit we justly call, 

Let this be all my care—for this is All: 20 

To lay this harvest up, and hoard with haste 
What ev’r>’ day will want, and most, the last. 

But ask not, to what Doctors 1 apply ? 

Sworn to no Master, of no Sect am I: 

As drives the storm, at any door I knock: 25 

And house with Montagnc now, or now with Locke. 
Sometimes a Patriot, active in debate. 

Mix with the World, and battle for the State, 

Free as young Lyttleton, her cause pursue, 

Still true to Virtue, and as warm as true: 30 

Sometimes with Aristippus, or St. Paul, 

Indulge my candor, and grow all to all; 

Back to my native Moderation slide, 

And win my way by yielding to the tide. 

Long, as to him who works for debt, the Day; 35 

Long as the Night to her whose love’s away; 

Long as the Year’s dull circle seems to run. 

When the brisk Minor pants for twenty-one: 

So slow ih* unprofitable moments roll, 

That lock up all the Functions of my soul; 40 

16 . The fame of this heavy Poet, however problematical elsewhere, wa-s universally 
received in the City of London. His versification is here exactly described: stiff, and not 
strong; stately and yet dull, like the sober and slow-paced Animal generally employed 
to mount the Lord Mayor; and therefore here humourously opposed to Pegasus. 

31. Omnis Arlstippum decuit color, & status. Sc res. 
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That keep me from myself; and still delay 
Lifers instant business to a future day: 

That task, which as we follow, or despise, 

The eldest is a fool, the youngest wise; 

Which done, the poorest can no wants endure, 45 

And which not done, the richest must be poor. 

Late as it is, I put myself to school. 

And feel some comfort, not to be a fool. 

Weak tho’ I am of limb, and short of sight. 

Far from a Lynx, and not a Giant quite; 50 

ni do what Mead and Cheselden advise. 

To keep these limbs, and to preserve these eyes. 

Not to go back, is somewhat to advance, 

And men must walk at least before they dance. 

Say, does thy blood rebel, thy bosom move 55 

With wretched Av’rice, or as wretched Love ? 

Know, there are Words, and Spells, which can control! 
Between the Fits this Fever of the soul: 

Know, there are Rhymes, which fresh and fresh apply’d 
Will cure the arrant’st Puppy of his Pride. 60 

Be furious, envious, slothful, mad, or drunk. 

Slave to a Wife, or Vassal to a Punk, 

A Switz, a High-dutch, or a Low-dutch Bear; 

All that we ask is but a patient Ear. 

’Tis the first Virtue, Vices to abhor; 65 

And the first Wisdom, to be Fool no more. 

But to the world no bugbear is so great, 

As want of figure, and a small Estate. 

To either India see the Merchant fly, 

Scar’d at the spectre of pale Poverty! 70 

See him, with pains of body, pangs of soul, 

Bum through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole! 

Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end, 

Nothing, to make Philosophy thy friend } 

To stop thy foolish views, thy long desires, 75 

And ease thy heart of all that it admires ? 

Here, Wisdom calls: ‘Seek Virtue first, be bold! 

As Gold to Silver, Virtue is to Gold.* 

There, London’s voice: ‘Get Money, Money still! 

And then let Virtue follow, if she will.’ 


80 
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This, this the saving doctrine, preach’d to all. 

From low St. James’s up to high St. Paul; 

From him whose quills stand quiver’d at his ear, 

To him who notches sticks at Westminster. 

Barnard in spirit, sense, and truth abounds; 85 

‘Pray then, what wants he.?’ Fourscore thousand pounds; 

A Pension, or such Harness for a slave 
As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 

Barnard, thou art a Cit, with all thy worth; 

But Bug and D * 1 , Their Honours^ and so forth. 

Yet ev’ry child another song will sing, 

‘Virtue, brave boys! ’tis Virtue makes a King.’ 

True, conscious Honour is to feel no sin, 

He’s arm’d without that’s innocent within; 

Be this thy Screen, and this thy Wall of Brass; 

Compar’d to this, a Minister’s an Ass. 

And say, to which shall our applause belong, 

This new Court jargon, or the good old song? 

The modern language of corrupted Peers, 

Or what was spoke at Cressy and Poitiers? 

Who counsels best ? who whispers, ‘Be but Great, 

With Praise or Infamy, leave that to fate; 

Get Place and Wealth, if possible, with Grace; 

If not, by any means get Wealth and Place.’ 

For what? to have a Box where Eunuchs sing. 

And foremost in the Circle eye a King. 

Or he, who bids thee face with steddy view 
Proud Fortune, and look shallow Greatness thro’: 

And, while he bids thee, sets th’ Example too? 

If such a Doctrine, in St. James s air, 

Shou’d chance to make the well-drest Rabble stare; 

If honest Schutz take scandal at a Spark, 

That less admires the Palace than the Park; 

Faith I shall give the answer Reynard gave: 

‘I cannot like, dread Sir, your Royal Cave; 115 

Because I see, by all the tracks about, 

Full many a Beast goes in, but none come out.’ 

Adieu to Virtue if you’re once a Slave: 

Send her to Court, you send her to her grave. 

Well, if a King’s a Lion, at the least 
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The People are a many-headed Beast: 

Can they direct what measures to pursue, 

Who know themselves so little what to do ? 

Alike in nothing but one Lust of Gold, 

Just half the land would buy, and half be sold: 

Their Country’s wealth our mightier Misers drain, 

Or cross, to plunder Provinces, the Main; 

The rest, some farm the Poor-box, some the Pews; 
Some keep Assemblies, and would keep the Stews; 
Some with fat Bucks on childless Dotards fawn; 

Some win rich Widows by their Chine and Brawn; 
While with the silent growth of ten per cent. 

In dirt and darkness hundreds sdnk content. 

Of all these ways, if each pursues his own. 

Satire be kind, and let the wretch alone: 

But show me one who has it in his pow’r 
To act consistent with himself an hour. 

Sir Job sail’d forth, the ev’ning bright and still, 

‘No place on earth (he cry’d) like Greenwich hill!* 

Up starts a Palace, lo th* obedient base 
Slopes at its foot, the woods its sides embrace. 

The silver Thames reflects its marble face. 

Now let some whimsy, or that Dev’l within 
Which guides all those who know not what they mean, 
But give the Knight (or give his Lady) spleen; 

‘Away, away I take all your scaffolds down. 

For Snug’s the word: My dear! we’ll live in Town.’ 

At am’rous Flavio is the stocking thrown ? 

That very night he longs to lie alone. 

The Fool, whose Wife elopes some thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonial solace dies a martyr. 

Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, ’ 

Transform themselves so strangely as the Rich.^ 

Well, but the Poor—the Poor have the same itch; 
They change their weekly Barber, weekly News, 

Prefer a new Japanner to their shoes. 

Discharge their Garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a Chaise and one; 

They hire their sculler, and when once aboard. 

Grow sick, and damn the climate—like a Lord. 
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You laugh, half Beau, half Sloven if I stand. 

My wig all powder, and all snuff my band; 

You laugh, if coat and breeches strangely vary. 

White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary! 

But when no Prelate’s Lawn with hair-shirt lin’d, 165 

Is half so incoherent as my Mind, 

When (each opinion with the next at strife. 

One ebb and flow of follies all my life) 

I plant, root up; I build, and then confound; 

Turn round to square, and square again to round; 170 

You never change one muscle of your face, 

You think this Madness but a common case, 

Nor once to Chanc’ry, nor to Hales apply; 

Yet hang your lip, to see a Seam awry! 

Careless how ill I with myself agree, 17s 

Kind to my dress, my figure, not to Me. 

Is this my Guide, Philosopher, and Friend? 

This, he who loves me, and who ought to mend ? 

Who ought to make me (what he can, or none,) 

That Man divine whom Wisdom calls her own; 180 

Great without Title, without Fortune bless’d; 

Rich ev’n when plunder’d, honour’d while oppress’d; 

Lov’d without youth, and follow’d without pow’r; 

At home, tho’ exil’d; free, tho’ in the Tower; 

In short, that reas’ning, high, immortal Thing, 185 

Just less than Jove, and much above a King, 

Nay, half in heav’n—except (what’s mighty odd) 

A Fit of Vapours clouds this Demi-god. 

173. Hales] The Doctor of Bedlam. 



THE 

SIXTH EPISTLE 

OF THE 


5IRST BOOK 

OF 

HORACE IMITATED 

To Mr. Murray 


‘XTOT to admire, is all the Art I know, 

JJN To make men happy, and to keep them so.’ 

(Plain Truth, dear Murray, needs no flow’rs of speech, 

So take it in the very words of Creech.) 

This Vault of Air, this congregated Ball, 5 

Self-centr’d Sun, and Stars that rise and fall, 

There are, my Friend! whose philosophic eyes 
Look thro’, and trust the Ruler with his skies, 

To him commit the hour, the day, the year. 

And view this dreadful All without a fear. 10 

Admire we then what Earth’s low entrails hold, 

Arabian shores, or Indian seas infold ? 

All the mad trade of Fools and Slaves for Gold ? 

Or Popularity, or Stars and Strings ? 

The Mob’s applauses, or the gifts of Kings? 15 

Say with what eyes we ought at Courts to gaze. 

And pay the Great our homage of Amaze ? 

If weak the pleasure that from these can spring, 

The fear to want them is as weak a thing: 

Whether we dread, or whether we desire, 20 

In either case, believe me, we admire; 

Whether we joy or grieve, the same the curse, 

Surpriz’d at better, or surpriz’d at worse. 

Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 

Th* unbalanc’d Mind, and snatch the Man away; 2$ 

4. Creech. From whose Translation of Horace the two first lines arc taken. 
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For Virtue’s self may too much zeal be had; 

The worst of Madmen is a Saint run mad. 

Go then, and if you can, admire the state 
Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 

Procure a Taste to double the surprize, 30 

And gaze on Parian Charms with learned eyes: 

Be struck with bright Brocade, or Tyrian Dye, 

Our Birth-day Nobles’ splendid Livery. 

If not so pleas’d, at Council-board rejoice, 

To see their Judgments hang upon thy Voice; 35 

From morn to night, at Senate, Rolls, and Hall, 

Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 

But wherefore all this labour, all this strife? 

For Fame, for Riches, for a noble Wife? 

Shall One whom Nature, Learning, Birth, conspir’d 40 
To form, not to admire but be admir’d. 

Sigh, while his Chloe, blind to Wit and Worth, 

Weds the rich Dulness of some Son of earth? 

Yet Time ennobles, or degrades each Line; 

It brighten’d Craggs’s, and may darken thine: 45 

And what is Fame? the Meanest have their day. 

The Greatest can but blaze, and pass away. 

Grac’d as thou art, with all the Pow’r of Words, 

So known, so honour’d, at the House of Lords: 
Gmspicuous Scene! another yet is nigh, 50 

(More silent far) where Kings and Poets lie; 

Where Murray (long enough his Country’s pride) 

Shall be no more than Tully, or than Hyde! 

Rack’d with Sciatics, martyr’d with the Stone, 

Will any mortal let himself alone? 55 

See Ward by batter’d Beaus invited over, 

And desp’rate Misery lays hold on Dover. 

The case is easier in the Mind s disease; 

There all Men may be cured, whene’er they please. 

Would ye be blest? despise low Joys, low Gains; 

Disdain whatever Cornbury disdains; 

Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains. 

But art thou one, whom new opinions sway, 

One who believes as Tindal leads the way, 

Who Virtue and a Church alike disowns. 


65 



IMITATIONS OF HORACE 

Thinks that but words, and this but brick and stones ? 
Fly then, on all the wings of wild desire, 

Admire whate’er the maddest can admire. 

Is wealth thy passion ? Hence! from Pole to Pole, 
Where winds can carry, or where waves can roll. 

For Indian spices, for Peruvian gold. 

Prevent the greedy, and out-bid the bold: 

Advance thy golden Mountain to the skies; 

On the broad base of fifty thousand rise. 

Add one round hundred, and (if that*s not fair) 

Add fifty more, and bring it to a square. 

For, mark th’ advantage; just so many score 
Will gain a Wife with half as many more, 

Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaste, 

And then such Friends—as cannot fail to last. 

A Man of wealth is dubb’d a Man of worth, 

Venus shall give him Form, and Anstis Birth. 

(Believe me, many a German Prince is worse, 

Who proud of Pedigree, is poor of Purse) 

His Wealth brave Timon gloriously confounds; 

Ask’d for a groat, he gives a hundred pounds; 

Or if three Ladies like a luckless Play, 

Takes the whole House upon the Poet’s day. 

Now, in such exigencies not to need, 

Upon my word, you must be rich indeed; 

A noble superfluity it craves. 

Not for your self, but for your Fools and Knaves; 
Something, which for your Honour they may cheat. 
And which it much becomes you to forget. 

If Wealth alone then make and keep us blest. 

Still, still be getting, never, never rest. 

But if to Pow’r and Place your passion lie, 

If in the Pomp of Life consist the joy; 

Then hire a Slave, or (if you will) a Lord 
To do the Honours, and to give the Word; 

Tell at your Levee, as the Qouds approach. 

To whom to nod, whom take into your Coach, 

Whom honour with your hand: to make remarks, 

Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks: 

‘This may be troublesome, is near the Chair: 
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That makes three Members, this can chuse a May’r.* 
Instructed thus, you bow, embrace, protest, 

Adopt him Son, or Cousin at the least, 

Then turn about, and laugh at your own Jest. 

Or if your life be on^ continu’d Treat, 

If to live well means nothing but to eat; 

Up, up! cries Gluttony, *tis break of day, 

Go drive the Deer, and drag the finny-prey; 

With hounds and horns go hunt an Appetite— 

So Russel did, but could not eat at night. 

Call’d happy Dog! the Beggar at his door, 

And envy’d Thirst and Hunger to the Poor. 

Or shall we ev’ry Decency confound. 

Thro’ Taverns, Stews, and Bagnio’s take our round. 

Go dine with Chartres, in each Vice out-do 120 

Kinnoul’s lewd Cargo, or Tyrawley’s Crew, 

From Latian Syrens, French Circaean Feasts, 

Return well travell’d, and transform’d to Beasts, 

Or for a Titled Punk, or foreign Flame, 

Renounce our Country, and degrade our Name? 12s 

If, after all, we must with Wilmot own. 

The Cordial Drop of Life is Love alone, 

And Swift cry wisely, ‘Vive la Bagatelle!* 

The Man that loves and laughs, must sure do well. 

Adieu—if this advice appear the worst, 130 

E’en take the Counsel which I gave you first: 

Or better Precepts if you can impart, 

Why do, I’ll follow them with all my heart. 
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T he Reflections of Horace^ and the Judgments past in his 
Epistle to Augustus^ seemM so seasonable to the present Times, 
that I could not help appljnng them to the use of my own Country. 
The Author thought them considerable enough to address them to 
his Prince; whom he paints with all the great and good qualities of a 
Monarch, upon whom the Romans depended for the Encrease of an 
Absolute Empire. But to make the Poem entirely English, I was 
willing to add one or two of those which contribute to the Happiness 
of a Free People^ and are more consistent with the Welfare of our 
Neighbours. 

This Epistle will show the learned World to have fallen into Two 
mistakes: one, that Augustus mas a Patron of Poets in general; whereas 
he not only prohibited all but the Best Writers to name him, but 
recommended that Care even to the Qvil Magistrate: Admonebat 
Praetores^ ne paterentur Nomen suum obsolefieriy etc. The other, that 
this Piece was only a general Discourse of Poetry; whereas it was an 
Apology for the PoetSy in order to render Augustus more their Patron. 
Horace here pleads the Cause of his Cotemporaries, first against the 
Taste of the Tonmy whose humour it was to magnify the Authors of 
the preceding Age; secondly against the Court and Nabilityy who 
encouraged only the Writers for the Theatre; and lastly against the 
Emperor himself, who had conceived them of little Use to the 
Government. He shews (by a View of the Progress of Learning, and 
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the Change of Taste among the Romans) that the Introduction of 
the Polite Arts of Greece had given the Writers of his Time great 
advantages over their Predecessors; that their Morals were much 
improved, and the Licence pf those ancient Poets restrained: that 
Satire and Comedy were become more just and useful; that what¬ 
ever extravagancies were left on the Stage, were owing to the III 
Taste of the Nobility \ that Poets, under due Regulations, were in 
many respects useful to the Statey and concludes, that it was upon 
them the Emperor himself must depend, for his Fame with Posterity. 

We may farther learn from this Epistle, that Horace made his 
Court to this Great Prince by writing with a decent Freedom toward 
him, with a just Contempt of his low Flatterers, and with a manly 
Regard to his own Character. 

W HILE you, great Patron of Mankind! sustain 
The balanc’d World, and open all the Main; 

Your country, chief, in Arms abroad defend, 

At home, with Morals, Arts, and Laws amend; 

How shall the Muse, from such a Monarch, steal 5 

An hour, and not defraud the Public Weal ? 

Edward and Henry, now the Boast of Fame, 

And virtuous Alfred, a more sacred Name, 

After a Life of gen’rous Toils endur’d. 

The Gaul subdu’d, or Property secur’d, 10 

Ambition humbled, mighty Cities storm’d. 

Or Laws establish’d, and the world reform’d; 

Clos’d their long Glories with a sigh, to find 
Th’ unwilling Gratitude of base mankind! 

All human Virtue, to its latest breath, 15 

Finds Envy never conquer’d, but by Death. 

The great Alcidcs, ev’ry Labour past. 

Had still this Monster to subdue at last. 

Sure fate of all, beneath whose rising ray 
Each star of meaner merit fades away! 20 

Oppress’d we feel the beam directly beat, 

Those Suns of Glory please not till they set. 

To thee, the World its present homage pays, 

The Harvest early, but mature the praise: 

Great Friend of Liberty! in Kings a Name 
Above all Greek, above all Roman Fame: 
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Whose Word is Truth, as sacred and rever’d, 

As Heav’n’s own Oracles from Altars heard. 

Wonder of Kings! like whom, to mortal eyes 
None e’er has risen, and none e’er shall rise. 30 

Just in one instance, be it yet confest 
Your People, Sir, are partial in the rest: 

Foes to all living worth except your own. 

And Advocates for folly dead and gone. 

Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old; 35 

It is the rust we value, not the gold. 

Chaucer’s worst ribaldry is leam’d by rote. 

And beastly Skelton Heads of houses quote: 

One likes no language but the Faery Queen; 

A Scot will fight for Christ’s Kirk o’ the Green; 40 

And each true Briton is to Ben so civil. 

He swears the Muses met him at the Devil. 

Tho’ justly Greece her eldest sons admires. 

Why should not We be wiser than our sires } 

In ev’ry Public virtue we excell; 4 S 

We build, we paint, we sing, we dance as well. 

And learned Athens to our art must stoop, 

Could she behold us tumbling thro’ a hoop. 

If Time improve our Wit as well as Wine, 

Say at what age a Poet grows divine.^ 50 

Shall we, or shall we not, account him so, 

Who dy’d, perhaps, an hundred years ago ? 

End all dispute; and fix the year precise 
When British bards begin t’immortalize ? 

‘Who lasts a century can have no flaw, 55 

I hold that Wit a Qassic, good in law.’ 

Suppose he wants a year, will you compound ? 

And shall we deem him Ancient, right and sound. 

Or damn to all eternity at once, 

At ninety nine, a Modem and a Dunce ? 60 

‘We shall not quarrel for a year or two; 

By courtesy of England, he may do.’ 

38. Skelton, Poet Laureat to Hen. VIII., a volume of whose verses has been lately 
reprinted, consisting almost wholly of ribaldry, obscenity, and scurrilous language. 

40. Christ's Kirk o* the Green;'] A Ballad made by a King of Scotland. 

42. The Devil Tavern, where Ben Johnson held his Poetical Qub. 
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Then, by the rule that made the Horse-tail bare, 

I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair. 

And melt down Ancients like a heap of snow: 65 

While you, to measure merits, look in Stowe, 

And estimating authors by the year, 

Bestow a Garland only on a Bier. 

Shakespear (whom you and evVy Play-house bill 
Style the divine, the matchless, what you will) 

For gain, not glory, wing’d his roving flight. 

And grew Immortal in his own despight. 

Ben, old and poor, as little seem'd to heed 
The Life to come, in ev'ry Poet’s Creed. 

Who now reads Cowley ? if he pleases yet. 

His Moral pleases, not his pointed wit; 

Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric Art, 

But still I love the language of his heart. 

‘Yet surely, surely, these were famous men! 

What boy but hears the sayings of old Ben ? 

In all debates where Critics bear a part, 

Not one but nods, and talks of Johnson’s Art, 

Of Shakespear’s Nature, and of Cowley’s Wit; 

How Beaumont’s judgment check’d what Fletcher writ; 
How Shadwcll hasty, Wycherly was slow; 85 

But, for the Passions, Southern sure and Rowe. 

These, only these, support the crouded stage. 

From eldest Heywood down to Cibber’s age.’ 

All this may be; the People’s Voice is odd, 

It is, and it is not, the voice of God. 90 

To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 

And yet deny the Careless Husband praise, 

69. Shakespear and Ben Johnson nuy truly be said not much to have thought of this 
Immortality, the one in many pieces composed in haste for the Stage; the other in his 
latter works in general, which Dryden call’d his Dotages. 

77. Pindaric /frt,] which has much more merit than his Epic, but very unlike the 
Character, as well as Numbers, of Pindar. 

85. Nothing was less true than this particular: But the whole paragraph has a mixture 
of Irony, and must not altogether be taken for Horace’s own Judgment, only the common 
Chat of the pretenders to Criticism; in some things right, in others, wrong; as he tells 
us in his answer, 

Interdum vulgus reeium videt: esl ubi peccal. 

91. Gammer Gurton] A piece of very low humour, one of the first printed Plays in 
English, and therefore much valued by some Antiquaries. 
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Or say our Fathers never broke a rule; 

Why then, I say, the Public is a fool. 

But let them own, that greater Faults than we 95 

They had, and greater Virtues, I’ll agree. 

Spenser himself affects the Obsolete, 

And Sydney’s verse halts ill on Roman feet: 

Milton’s strong pinion now not Heav’n can bound, 

Now Serpent-like, in prose he sweeps the ground, 100 
In Quibbles, Angel and Archangel join, 

And God the Father turns a School-divine. 

Not that I’d lop the Beauties from his book, 

Like slashing Bentley with his desp’rate hook; 

Or damn all Shakespear, like th’ affected Fool 105 

At court, who hates whate’er he read at school. 

But for the Wits of either Charles’s days, 

The Mob of Gentlemen who wrote with Ease; 

Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 

(Like twinkling stars the Miscellanies o’er) no 

One Simile, that solitary shines 
In the dry desert of a thousand lines. 

Or lengthen’d Thought that gleams through many a page. 
Has sanctify’d whole poems for an age. 

I lose my patience, and I own it too, 115 

When works are censur’d, not as bad, but new; 

While if our Elders break all reason’s laws. 

These fools demand not pardon, but Applause. 

On Avon’s bank, where flow’rs eternal blow, 

If I but ask, if any W'eed can grow.^ no 

One Tragic sentence if I dare deride 
Which Betterton’s grave action dignify’d. 

Or well-mouth’d Booth with emphasis proclaims, 

(Tho’ but, perhaps, a muster-roll of Names) 

How will our Fathers rise up in a rage, 125 

And swear, all shame is lost in George’s Age! 

You’d think no Fools disgrac’d the former reign. 

Did not some grave Examples yet remain, 

97. Particularly in the Shepherd’s Calendar, where he imitates the unequal Measures, 
as well as the Language, of Chaucer. 

X24. An absurd custom of several Actors, to pronounce with emphasis the meer 
Proper Names of Greeks or Romans, which (as they call it) fill the mouth of the Player. 
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Who scom a Lad should teach his father skill, 

And, having once been wrong, will be so still. 130 

He, who to seem more deep than you or I, 

Extols old Bards, or Merlin’s Prophecy, 

Mistake him not; he envies, not admires, 

And to debase the Sons, exalts the Sires. 

Had ancient times conspir’d to dis-allow 135 

What then was new, what had been ancient now } 

Or what remain’d, so worthy to be read 
By learned Critics, of the mighty Dead } 

In Days of Ease, when now the wear>' Sword 
Was sheath’d, and Luxury with Charles restor’d; 140 

In ev’ry taste of foreign Courts improv’d, 

‘All, by the King’s Example, liv’d and lov’d.’ 

Then Peers grew proud in Horsemanship t’excell, 
New-market’s GIor>' rose, as Britain’s fell; 

The Soldier breath’d the Gallantries of France, 145 

And ev’ry flow’ry Courtier writ Romance. 

Then Marble, soften’d into life, grew warm, 

And yielding Metal flow’d to human form: 

Lely on animated Canvas stole 

The sleepy Eye, that spoke the melting soul. 150 

No wonder then, when all was Love and sport. 

The willing Muses were debauch’d at Court: 

On each enervate string they taught the note 
To pant, or tremble thro’ an Eunuch’s throat. 

But Britain, changeful as a Child at play, 155 

Now calls in Princes, and now turns away. 

Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov’d we hate; 

Now all for Pleasure, now for Church and State; 

Now for Prerogative, and now for Laws; 

Effects unhappy! from a Noble Cause. 160 

Time was, a sober Englishman wou’d knock 
His servants up, and rise by five o’clock, 

142. A verse of the Lord Lansdown. 

143. The Duke of Newcastle’s book of Horsemanship: the Romance of Parihenissa, 
by the Earl of Orrery, and most of the French Romanos translated by Persons of 
Qualily. 

153. On each enervate string e/r.J The Siege of Rhodes by Sir William Davenant, the 
6rst Opera sung in England. 
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Instruct his Family in ev’ry rule, 

And send his Wife to church, his Son to school. 

To worship like his Fathers, was his care; 165 

To teach their frugal Virtues to his Heir; 

To prove, that Luxury could never hold; 

And place, on good Security, his Gold. 

Now times are chang’d, and one Poetic Itch 

Has seiz’d the Court and City, poor and rich: 170 

Sons, Sires, and Grandsires, all will wear the bays, 

Our Wives read Milton, and our Daughters Plays, 

To Theatres, and to Rehearsals throng, 

And all our Grace at table is a Song. 

I, who so oft renounce the Muses, lye, 175 

Not —’s self e’er tells more Fibs than I; 

When sick of Muse, our follies we deplore. 

And promise our best Friends to rhyme no more; 

We wake next morning in a raging fit, 

And call for pen and ink to show our Wit. 180 

He serv’d a ’Prenticeship, who sets up shop; 

Ward try’d on Puppies, and the Poor, his Drop; 

Ev’n Radcliif’s Doctors travel first to France, 

Nor dare to practise till they’ve learn’d to dance. 

Who builds a Bridge that never drove a pile ? 185 

(Should Ripley venture, all the world would smile) 

But those who cannot write, and those who can. 

All rhyme, and scrawl, and scribble, to a man. 

Yet, Sir, reflect, the mischief is not great; 

These Madmen never hurt the Church or State; 190 

Sometimes the Folly benefits mankind; 

And rarely Av’rice taints the tuneful mind. 

Allow him but his plaything of a Pen, 

He ne’er rebels, or plots, like other men: 

Flight of Cashiers, or Mobs, he’ll never mind; 19s 

And knows no losses while the Muse is kind. 

To cheat a Friend, or Ward, he leaves to Peter; 

The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre. 

Enjoys his Garden and his book in quiet; 

And then—a perfect Hermit in his diet. 200 

182. Ward. A famous Empiric, whose PiU and Drop had several surprizing effects, 
and were one of the principal subjects of writing and conversation at this time. 
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Of little use the Man you may suppose, 

Who says in verse what others say in prose; 

Yet let me show, a Poet’s of some weight. 

And (tho’ no Soldier) useful to the State. 

What will a Child learn sooner than a song? 205 

What better teach a Foreigner the tongue? 

What’s long or short, each accent where to place, 

And speak in public with some sort of grace. 

I scarce can think him such a worthless thing. 

Unless he praise some Monster of a King; 210 

Or Virtue, or Religion turn to sport, 

To please a lewd, or unbelieving Court. 

Unhappy Drj^den I —In all Charles’s days, 

Roscommon only boasts unspotted bays; 

And in our own (excuse some Courtly stains) 215 

No whiter page than Addison remains. 

He, from the taste obscene reclaims our youth. 

And sets the Passions on the side of Truth, 

Forms the soft bosom with the gentlest art, 

And pours each human Virtue in the heart. 220 

Let Ireland tell, how Wit upheld her cause, 

Her Trade supported, and supplied her Laws; 

And leave on Swift this grateful verse ingrav'd. 

The Rights a Court attack’d, a Poet sav’d. 

Behold the hand that wrought a Nation’s cure, 225 

Stretch’d to relieve the Idiot and the Poor, 

Proud Vice to brand, or injur’d Worth adorn, 

And stretch the Ray to Ages yet unborn. 

Not but there are, who merit other palms: 

Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with Psalms: 230 

The Boys and Girls whom charity maintains. 

Implore your help in these pathetic strains: 

204. Horace had not acquitted himself much to his credit in this capacity (non bene 
relieta parmula) in the battle of Philippi. It is nunifest he alludes to himself, in this whole 
account of a Poet’s character; but with an intermixture of irony; Kmr siliquit et pane 
iecundo has a relation to his Epicurism; Os tenerum pueri, is ridicule: 'Phe nobler office 
of a Poet follows, Torquet ab obscarnii—Max eliam pectus—Rede facta refert, etc. which 
the Imitator has apply'd where he thinks it more due than to himself. He hopes to be 
pardoned, if, as he is sincerely inclined to praise what deserves to be praised, he arraigns 
what deserves to be arraigned, in the 210, 211, and 212'*' Verses. 

226. A foundation for the maintenance of Idiots, and a Fund for assisting the Poor, by 
lending small sums of money on demand. 
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How could Devotion touch the country pews, 

Unless the Gods bestow’d a proper Muse ? 

Verse cheats their leisure, Verse assists their work, ass 
Verse prays for Peace, or sings down Pope and Turk. 

The silenc’d Preacher 3rields to potent strain. 

And feels that grace his pray’r besought in vain; 

The blessing thrills thro’ all the lab’ring throng, 

And Heav’n is won by violence of Song. 240 

Our rural Ancestors, with little blest, 

Patient of labour when the end was rest, 

Indulg’d the day that hous’d their annual grain, 

With feasts, and ofF’rings, and a thankful strain: 

The joy their wives, their sons, and servants share, 24s 
Ease of their toil, and part’ners of their care: 

The laugh, the jest, attendants on the bowl, 

Smooth’d ev’ry brow, and open’d ev’ry soul: 

With growing years the pleasing Licence grew. 

And Taunts alternate innocently flew. 250 

But Times corrupt, and Nature, ill-inclin’d, 

Produc’d the point that left a sting behind; 

Till friend with friend, and families at strife, 

Triumphant Malice rag’d thro’ private life. 

Who felt the wrong, or fear’d it, took th’ alarm, 255 

Appeal’d to Law, and Justice lent her arm. 

At length, by wholsome dread of statutes bound. 

The Poets learn’d to please, and not to wound: 

Most warp’d to Flatt’ry’s side; but some, more nice, 
Preserv’d the freedom, and forbore the vice. 

Hence Satire rose, that just the medium hit. 

And heals with Morals what it hurts with Wit. 

We conquer’d France, but felt our Captive’s 
Her Arts victorious triumph’d o’er our Arms: 

Britain to soft refinements less a foe. 

Wit grew polite, and Numbers leam’d to flow. 

Waller was smooth; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verse, the full-resounding line. 

The long majestic March, and Energy divine. 


260 

charms; 

265 


267. Mr. Waller, about this time, with the Earl of Dorset, Mr. Godolphin, and othe^ 
translated the Pompey of Corneille; and the more correct French Poets began to be in 
reputation. 
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Tho* still some traces of our rustic vein 
And splay-foot verse, remain’d, and will remain. 

Late, very late, correctness grew our care, 

When the tir’d Nation breathed from civil war. 

Exact Racine, and Corneille’s noble fire 
Show’d us that France had something to admire. 275 

Not but the Tragic spirit was our own, 

And full in Shakespear, fair in Otway shone: 

But Otway fail’d to polish or refine. 

And fluent Shakespear scarce effac’d a line. 

Ev’n copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 280 

The last and greatest Art, the Art to blot. 

Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire 
The humbler Muse of Comedy require.^ 

But in known Images of life, I guess 

The labour greater, as th’ indulgence less. 285 

Observe how seldom ev’n the best succeed: 

Tell me if Congreve’s Fools are Fools indeed } 

What pert, low Dialogue has Farqu’ar writ! 

How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit! 

The stage how loosely does Astraea tread, 290 

Who fairly puts all Characters to bed! 

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws. 

To make poor Pinky eat with vast applause! 

But fill their purse, our Poet’s work is done. 

Alike to them, by Pathos or by Pun. 295 

O you 1 whom Vanity’s light bark conveys 
On Fame’s mad voyage by the wind of praise. 

With what a shifting gale your course you ply. 

For ever sunk too low, or born too high! 

Who pants for glory finds but short repose, 300 

A breath revives him, or a breath o’erthrows. 

Farewell the stage! if just as thrives the play. 

The silly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

There still remains, to mortify a Wit, 

The many-headed Monster of the Pit: 305 

A senseless, worthless, and unhonour’d crowd; 

Who, to disturb their betters mighty proud, 

290. Attraa. A Name uken by Mrs. Behn, Authoress of several obscene Plays, ttc. 

N 
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Clattering their sticks before ten lines are spoke, 

Call for the Farce, the Bear, or the Black-joke. 

What dear delight to Britons Farce affords! 310 

Ever the taste of Mobs, but now of Lords; 

(Taste, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes.) 

The Play stands still; damn action and discourse, 

Back fly the scenes, and enter foot and horse; 315 

Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn, 

Peers, Heralds, Bishops, Ermin, Gold and Lawn; 

The Champion too! and, to complete the jest. 

Old Edward’s Armour beams on Cibber’s breast! 

With laughter sure Democritus had dy’d, 320 

Had he beheld an Audience gape so wide. 

Let Bear or Elephant be e’er so white, 

The people, sure, the people are the sight I 
Ah luckless Poet! stretch thy lungs and roar. 

That Bear or Elephant shall heed thee more; 3*5 

While all its throats the Gallery extends, 

And all the Thunder of the Pit ascends 1 
Loud as the Wolves, on Orcas’ stormy steep. 

Howl to the roarings of the Northern deep. 

Such is the shout, the long-applauding note, 330 

At Quin’s high plume, or Oldfield’s petticoat; 

Or when from Court a birth-day suit bestow’d. 

Sinks the lost Actor in the tawdry load. 

Booth enters—hark! the Universal peal I 

‘But has he spoken?’ Not a syllable. 335 

‘What shook the stage, and made the people stare ?’ 

Cato’s long Wig, flow’r’d gown, and lacquer’d chair. 

Yet lest you think I railly more than teach, 

Or praise malignly Arts I cannot reach. 

Let me for once presume t’instruct the times, 340 

To know the Poet from the Man of rhymes: 

’Tis he, who gives my breast a thousand pains, 

319. The Coronation of Henry VIIL and Queen Anne Boleyo, in which the Pby* 
houses vied with each other to represent all the pomp of a Coronation. In this noble 
contention, the Armour of one of the Kings of England was borrowed from the Tower, 
to dress the Champion. 

328. Orcai* stormy steep.] The farthest Northern Promontory of Scotland, opposite to 
the Orcades. 
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Can make me feel each Passion that he feigns; 

Inrage, compose, with more than magic Art, 

With Pity, and with Terror, tear my heart; 345 

And snatch me, o’er the earth, or thro’ the air. 

To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 

But not this part of the Poetic state 
Alone, deserves the favour of the Great: 

Think of those Authors, Sir, who would rely 3So 

More on a Reader’s sense, than Gazer’s eye. 

Or who shall wander where the Muses sing.? 

Who climb their mountain, or who taste their spring ? 

How shall we fill a Library with Wit, 

When Merlin’s Cave is half unfurnish’d yet.? 355 

My Liege! why Writers little claim your thought, 

I guess; and, with their leave, will tell the fault: 

We Poets are (upon a Poet’s word) 

Of all mankind, the creatures most absurd: 

The season, when to come, and when to go, 360 

To sing, or cease to sing, we never know; 

And if we will recite nine hours in ten, 

You lose your patience, just like other men. 

Then too we hurt ourselves, when to defend 
A single verse, we quarrel with a friend; 365 

Repeat unask’d; lament, the Wit’s too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out ev’ry line. 

But most, when straining with loo weak a wing 
We needs will write Epistles to the King; 

And from the moment we oblige the town, 370 

Expect a place, or pension from the Crown; 

Or dubb’d Historians by express command, 

T’ enroll your triumphs o’er the seas and land; 

Be call’d to Court to plan some work divine, 

As once for Louis, Boilcau and Racine. 375 

Yet think, great Sir! (so many Virtues shown) 

Ah think, what Poet best may make them known.? 

Or chuse at least some Minister of Grace, 

Fit to bestow the Laureat’s weighty place. 

354. a Library] Afunus ApoUtnr dtgnum. The Palatine Library then building by 
Augustus. 

355. MtfUrCs Cav<] A Building in the Royal Gardensof Richmond, where is a small, 
but choice Collection of Books. 
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Charles, to late times to be transmitted fair, 380 

Assign’d his figure to Bernini’s care; 

And great Nassau to Kneller’s hand decreed 
To fix him graceful on the bounding Steed; 

So well in paint and stone they judg’d of merit: 

But Kings in Wit may want discerning spirit. 385 

The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles, 

One knighted Blackmore, and one pension’d Quarles; 
Which made old Ben, and surly Dennis swear, 

‘No Lord’s anointed, but a Russian Bear.’ 

Not with such majesty, such bold relief, 390 

The Forms august of King, or conqu’ring Chief, 

E’er swell’d on marble; as in verse have shin’d 
(In polish’d verse) the Manners and the Mind. 

Oh! could I mount on the Maeonian wing, 

Your Arms, your Actions, your Repose to sing 1 395 

What seas you travers’d, and what fields you fought! 

Your Country’s Peace, how oft, how dearly bought! 

How barb’rous rage subsided at your word. 

And Nations wonder’d while they dropp’d the sword! 

How, when you nodded, o’er the land and deep, 400 

Peace stole her wing, and wrapt the world in sleep; 

’Till earth’s extremes your mediation own, 

And Asia’s Tyrants tremble at your Throne— 

But Verse, alas! your Majesty disdains; 

And I’m not us’d to Panegyric strains: 405 

The Zeal of Fools offends at any time. 

But most of all, the Zeal of Fools in rhyme. 

Besides, a fate attends on all I write. 

That when I aim at praise, they say I bite. 

A vile Encomium doubly ridicules: 410 

There’s nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 

If true, a woful likeness; and if lyes, 

‘Praise undeserv’d is scandal in disguise:* 

Well may he blush, who gives it, or receives; 

And when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 4*5 

(Like Journals, Odes, and such forgotten things 
As Eusden, Philips, Settle, writ of Kings) 

Qoath spice, line trunks, or flutt’ring in a row, 

Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho. 


THE 

SECOND EPISTLE 

OF THE 

SECOND BOOK 

OF 

HORACE IMITATED 

Ludcntis speciem dabit et lorquebitur. Hor. 


D ear Cornel, Cobham’s and your country’s Friend! 

You love a Verse, take such as I can send. 

A Frenchman comes, presents you with his Boy, 

Bows and begins—‘This Lad, Sir, is of Blois: 

Observe his shape how clean! his locks how curl’d! 5 

My only son, I’d have him see the world: 

His French is pure; his Voice too—you shall hear— 

Sir, he’s your slave, for twenty pound a year. 

Mere wax as yet, you fashion him with ease. 

Your Barber, Cook, Upholst’rer, what you please: lo 

A perfect genius at an Opera-song— 

To say too much, might do my honour wrong. 

Take him with all his virtues, on my word; 

His whole ambition was to serve a Lord; 

But, Sir, to you, with what would I not part.^ 15 

Tho’ faith, I fear ’twill break his Mother’s heart. 

Once (and but once) I caught him in a lye, 

And then, unwhipp’d, he had the grace to cry: 

The fault he has I fairly shall reveal, 

(Cou’d you o’erlook but that) it is, to steal.’ 20 

If, after this, you took the graceless lad, 

Cou’d you complain, my Friend, he prov’d so bad ? 

Faith, in such case, if you should prosecute, 

I think Sir Godfrey should decide the suit; 

24. Sir Godfrey. An eminent Justice of Peacc^ who decided much in the manner of 
Sancho Pancha« 
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Who sent the Thief that stole the Cash, away, 

And punish’d him that put it in his way. 

Consider then, and judge me in this light; 

I told you when I went, I could not write; 

You said the same; and are you discontent 
With Laws, to which you gave your own assent? 
Nay worse, to ask for Verse at such a time! 

D’ye think me good for nothing but to rhime ? 

In Anna’s Wars, a Soldier poor and old 
Had dearly earn’d a little purse of gold: 

Tir’d with a tedious march, one luckless night. 

He slept, poor dog! and lost it, to a doit. 

This put the man in such a desp’rate mind, ' 
Between revenge, and grief, and hunger join’d 
Against the foe, himself, and all mankind, 

He leap’d the trenches, scal’d a Castle-wall, 

Tore down a Standard, took the Fort and all. 
‘Prodigious well’ his great Commander cry’d. 

Gave him much praise, and some reward beside. 
Next pleas’d his Excellence a town to batter; 

(Its name I know not, and it’s no great matter) 

‘Go on, my Friend (he cry’d) see yonder walls! 
Advance and conquer! go where glory calls! 

More honours, more rewards, attend the brave.’ 
Don’t you remember what reply he gave ? 

‘D’ye think me, noble Gen’ral, such a Sot ? 

Let him take castles who has ne’er a groat.’ 

Bred up at home, full early I begun 
To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus’ son. 

Besides, my Father taught me from a lad, 

The better art to know the good from bad: 

(And little sure imported to remove, 

To hunt for Truth in Maudlin’s learned grove.) 

But knottier points we knew not half so well, 
Depriv’d us soon of our paternal Cell; 

And certain Laws, by sufTrers thought unjust, 
Deny’d all posts of profit or of trust: 

Hopes after hopes of pious Papists fail’d. 

While mighty William’s thund’ring arm prevail’d. 
For Right Hereditary tax’d and fin’d. 
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He stuck to poverty with peace of mind; 

And me, the Muses help’d to undergo it; 

Convict a Papist he, and I a Poet. 

But (thanks to Homer) since 1 live and thrive, 

Indebted to no Prince or Peer alive. 

Sure I should want the care of ten Monroes, 

If I would scribble, rather than repose. 

Years foll’wing years, steal something ev’ry day, 

At last they steal us from our selves away, 

In one our Frolics, one Amusements end. 

In one a Mistress drops, in one a Friend: 

This subtle Thief of life, this paltry Time, 

What will it leave me, if it .snatch my rhime 

If ev’ry wheel of that unweary’d Mill 

That turn’d ten thousand verses, now stands still. 

But after all, what wou’d you have me do.? 

When out of twenty I can please not two; 

When this Heroics only deigns to praise. 

Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 

One likes the Pheasant’s wing, and one the leg; 

The vulgar boil, the learned roast an egg; 

Hard task! to hit the palate of such guests. 

When Oldfield loves, what Dartineuf detests. 

But grant I may relapse, for want of grace. 

Again to rhime; can London be the place? 

Who there his Muse, or self, or soul attends. 

In crouds, and courts, law, business, feasts and friends 
My counsel sends to execute a deed: 

A Poet begs me, I will hear him read. 

In Palace-yard at nine you’ll find me there— 

At ten for certain. Sir, in Bloomsb’ry square— 

Before the Lords at twelve my Cause comes on— 
There’s a Rehearsal, Sir, exact at one.— 

‘Oh but a Wit can study in the streets. 

And raise his mind above the mob he meets.’ 

Not quite so well however as one ought; 

A hackney coach may chance to spoil a thought; 

And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 

God knows, may hurt the very ablest head. 

. Dr. Monroe, Physician to Bedlam Hospiial. 
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Have you not seen, at Guild-hall’s narrow pass, 

Two Aldermen dispute it with an Ass ? 

And Peers give way, exalted as they are, 

Ev’n to their own S-r-v—nee in a Car ? 

Go, lofty Poet! and in such a croud, 

Sing thy sonorous verse—but not aloud. 

Alas! to Grotto’s and to Groves we run. 

To ease and silence, ev’ry Muse’s son: 

Blackmore himself, for any grand effort. 

Would drink and doze at Tooting or Earl’s-Court. 

How shall I rhime in this eternal roar ? 

How match the bards whom none e’er match’d before ? 
The Man, who, stretch’d in Isis’ calm retreat, 

To books and study gives sev’n years compleat, 

See! strow’d with learned dust, his night-cap on. 

He walks, an object new beneath the sun! 

The boys flock round him, and the people stare: 

So stiff, so mute! some statue you would swear, 

Stept from its pedestal to take the air! 

And here, while town, and court, and city roars. 

With mobs, and duns, and soldiers, at their doors; 

Shall I, in London, act this idle part ? 

Composing songs, for Fools to get by heart ? 

The Temple late two brother Sergeants saw, 

Who deem’d each other Oracles of Law; 

With equal talents, these congenial souls 

One lull’d th’ Exchequer, and one stunn’d the Rolls; 

Each had a gravity would make you split. 

And shook his head at Murray, as a Wit. 

’Twas, ‘Sir, your law—and ‘Sir, your eloquence’ 
‘Yours, Cowper’s manner—and yours, Talbot’s sense.’ 

Thus we dispose of all poetic merit. 

Yours Milton’s genius, and mine Homer’s spirit. 

Call Tibbald Shakespear, and he’ll swear the Nine 
Dear Cibber! never match’d one Ode of thine. 

Lord! how we strut thro’ Merlin’s Cave, to see 
No Poets there, but Stephen, you, and me. 

Walk with respect behind, while we at ease 
Weave laurel Crowns, and take what names we please. 

113. Two villages within a few miles of London. 
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‘My dear Tibullus!’ if that will not do, 

‘Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 

Or, I’m content, allow me Dryden’s strains, MS 

And you shall rise up Otway for your pains.’ 

Much do I suffer, much,,to keep in peace 
This jealous, waspish, wrong-head, rhiming race; 

And much must flatter, if the whim should bite 

To court applause by printing what I write: 150 

But let the Fit pass o’er. I’m wise enough, 

To stop my ears to their confounded stuff. 

In vain, bad Rhimers all mankind reject. 

They treat themselves with most profound respect; 

’Tis to small purpose that you hold your tongue, iss 

Each prais’d within, is happy all day long, 

But how severely with themselves proceed 
The men, who write such Verse as we can read.^ 

Their own strict Judges, not a word they spare 

That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care, 160 

Howe’er unwillingly it quits its place, 

Nay tho’ at Court (perhaps) it may find grace: 

Such they’ll degrade; and sometimes, in its stead, 

In downright charity revive the dead; 

Mark where a bold expressive phrase appears, 165 

Bright thro* the rubbish of some hundred years; 

Command old words that long have slept, to wake. 

Words, that wise Bacon, or brave Rawleigh spake; 

Or bid the new be English, ages hence, 

(For Use will father what’s begot by Sense) 170 

Pour the full tide of eloquence along, ^ 

Serenely pure, and yet divinely strong, J 

Rich with the treasures of each foreign tongue; J 
Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine 
But show no mercy to an empty line: 175 

Then polish all, with so much life and ease. 

You think ’tis Nature, and a knack to please: 

‘But ease in writing flows from Art, not chance; 

As those move easiest who have learn’d to dance.’ 

If such the plague and pains to write by rule, 180 

Better (say I) be pleas’d, and play the fool; 

Call, if you will, bad rhiming a disease. 
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It gives men happiness, or leaves them ease. 

There livM in primo Georgii (they record) 

A worthy member, no small fool, a Lord; 185 

Who, tho’ the House was up, delighted sate, 

Heard, noted, answer’d, as in full debate: 

In all but this, a man of sober life. 

Fond of his Friend, and civil to his Wife; 

Not quite a mad-man, tho’ a pasty fell, 190 

And much too wise to walk into a well: 

Him, the damn’d Doctors and his Friends immur’d, 

They bled, they cupp’d, they purg’d; in short, they cur’d; 
Whereat the gentleman began to stare— 

My Friends ? he cry’d, p—x take you for your care! 19s 

That from a Patriot of distinguish’d note, 

Have bled and purg’d me to a simple Vote. 

Well, on the whole, plain Prose must be my fate: 

Wisdom (curse on it) will come soon or late. 

There is a time when Poets will grow dull: 

I’ll e’en leave verses to the boys at school: 

To rules of Poetry no more confin’d, 

I learn to smooth and harmonize my Mind, 

Teach ev’ry thought within its bounds to roll. 

And keep the equal measure of the Soul. 

Soon as I enter at my country door, 

My mind resumes the thread it dropt before; 

Thoughts, which at Hyde-Park-Corner I forgot, 

Meet and rejoin me, in the pensive Grot. 

There all alone, and compliments apart, *10 

I ask these sober questions of my heart. 

If, when the more you drink, the more you crave, 

You tell the Doctor; when the more you have. 

The more you want, why not with equal ease 

Confess as well your Folly, as Disease } 2*5 

The heart resolves this matter in a trice, 

‘Men only feel the Smart, but not the Vice.’ 

When golden Angels cease to cure the Evil, 

You give all royal Witchcraft to the Devil: 

When servile Chaplains cry, that birth and place 220 

Indue a Peer with honour, truth, and grace. 

Look in that breast, most dirty Duke I be fair, 


200 


205 



379 


BOOK II, EPISTLE II 

Say, can you find out one such lodger there ? 

Yet still, not heeding what your heart can teach, 

You go to church to hear these Flatterers preach. 225 

Indeed, could wealth bestow or wit or merit, 

A grain of courage, or a spark of spirit. 

The wisest man might blush, I must agree, 

If Devonshire lov’d sixpence, more than he. 

If there be truth in Law, and Use can give 230 

A Property, that’s yours on which you live. 

Delightful Abs-court, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confesses you its lord: 

All Worldly’s hens, nay partridge, sold to town, 

His Ven’son too, a guinea makes your own: 23s 

He bought at thousands, what with better wit 
You purchase as you want, and bit by bit; 

Now, or long since, what diff’rence will be found? 

You pay a penny, and he paid a pound. 

Heathcote himself, and such large-acred men, 240 

Lords of fat E’sham, or of Lincoln fen. 

Buy every stick of wood that lends them heat. 

Buy every Pullet they afford to eat. 

Yet these are Wights, who fondly call their own 

Half that the Dev’l o’erlooks from Lincoln town. 245 

The Laws of God, as well as of the land. 

Abhor, a Perpetuity should stand: 

Estates have wings, and hang in Fortune’s pow’r 
Loose on the point of cv’ry wav’ring hour, 

Ready, by force, or of your own accord, 250 

By sale, at least by death, to change their lord. 

Man? and for ever? wretch! what wou’dst thou have? 

Heir urges heir, like wave impelling wave. 

All vast possessions (just the same the case 

Whether you call them Villa, Park, or Chace) 255 

Alas, my Bathurst! what will they avail? 

Join Cotswold hills to Saperton’s fair dale. 

Let rising Granaries and Temples here, 

There mingled farms and pyramids appear, 

Link towns to towns with avenues of oak, 260 

Enclose whole downs in walls, ’tis all a joke I 
Inexorable Death shall level all. 
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And trees, and stones, and farms, and farmer fall. 

Gold, Silver, Iv’ry, Vases sculptur’d high, 

Paint, Marble, Gems, and robes of Persian dye, 
There are who have not—and thank heav’n there are, 
Who, if they have not, think not worth their care. 

Talk what you will of Taste, my friend, you’ll find, 
Two of a face, as soon as of a mind. 

Why, of two brothers, rich and restless one 
Plows, bums, manures, and toils from sun to sun; 
The other slights, for women, sports, and wines, 

All Townshend’s turnips, and all Grovenor’s mines: 
Why one like Bubb with pay and scorn content. 

Bows and votes on, in Court and Parliament; 

One, driv’n by strong benevolence of soul. 

Shall fly, like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole: 

Is known alone to that directing Pow’r, 

Who forms the Genius in the natal hour; 

That God of Nature, who, within us still. 

Inclines our action, not constrains our will; 

Various of temper, as of face or frame, 

Each individual: His great End the same. 

Yes, Sir, how small soever be my heap, 

A part I will enjoy, as well as keep. 

My heir may sigh, and think it want of grace 
A man so poor would live without a place: 

But sure no statute in his favour says, 

How free, or frugal, I shall pass my days: 

I, who at some times spend, at others spare. 

Divided between carelesness and care. 

’Tis one thing madly to disperse my store: 

Another, not to heed to treasure more; 

Glad, like a Boy, to snatch the first good day, 

And pleas’d, if sordid want be far away. 

What is’t to me (a passenger God wot) 

Whether my vessel be first-rate or not ? 

The Ship itself may make a better figure. 

But I that sail, am neither less nor bigger. 

I neither strut with ev’ry fav’ring breath. 

Nor strive with all the tempest in my teeth. 

In pow’r, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, plac’d 
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Behind the foremost, and before the last. 

‘But why all this of AvVice? I have none.* 

I wish you joy, Sir, of a Tyrant gone; 305 

But does no other lord it at this hour. 

As wild and mad ? the Avarice of pow*r ? 

Does neither rage inflame, nor fear appall ? 

Not the black fear of death, that saddens all? 

With terrors round, can Reason hold her throne, 310 

Despise the known, nor tremble at th’ unknown! 

Surrey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 

In spight of witches, devils, dreams, and fire? 

Pleas’d to look forward, pleas’d to look behind, 

And count each birth-day with a grateful mind ? 31S 

Has life no sourness, drawn so near its end ? 

Can’st thou endure a foe, forgive a friend ? 

Has age but melted the rough parts away, 

As winter-fruits grow mild e’er they decay ? 

Or will you think, my friends, your business done, 320 
When, of a hundred thorns, you pull out one? 

Learn to live well, or fairly make your will; 

You’ve play’d, and lov’d, and eat, and drunk your fill: 

Walk sober off; before a sprightlier age 

Comes titt’ring on, and shoves you from the stage: 325 

Leave such to trifle with more grace and ease. 

Whom Folly pleases, and whose Follies please. 



THE 

SEVENTH EPISTLE 

OF THE 

FIRST BOOK 

OF 

HORACE 

Imitated in the Manner of Dr. Swift 

T IS true, my Lord, I gave my word, 

I would be with you, June the third; 
Chang’d it to August, and (in short) 

Have kept it—as you do at Court. 

You humour me when I am sick, 

Why not when I am splenatick ? 

In town, what Objects could I meet? 

The shops shut up in ev’ry street, 

And Fun’rals black’ning all the Doors, 

And yet more melancholy Whores: 

And what a dust in every place 1 
And a thin Court that wants your Face, 

And Fevers raging up and down, 

And Ward and Henley both in town! 

‘The Dog-days are no more the case.’ 

’Tis true, but Winter comes apace: 

Then southward let your Bard retire. 

Hold out some months ’twixt Sun and Fire, 
And you shall see the first warm Weather, 
Me and the Butterflies together. 

My Lord, your Favours well I know; 

’Tis with Distinction you bestow; 

And not to ev’ry one that comes, 

Just as a Scotsman does his Plumbs. 

‘Pray take them, Sir,—Enough’s a Feast: 

Eat some, and pocket up the rest—’ 

What rob your Boys ? those pretty rogues! 
‘No, Sir, you’ll leave them to the Hogs.’ 
Thus Fools with Compliments besiege ye, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 

Scatter your Favours on a Fop, 
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Ingratitude’s the certain crop; 

And ’tis but just, I’ll tell ye wherefore, 
You give the things you never care for. 

A wise man always is or shou’d 
Be mighty ready to do good; 

But makes a di^rcnce in his thought 
Betwixt a Guinea and a Groat. 

Now this ril say, you’ll find in me 
A safe Companion, and a free; 

But if you’d have me always near— 

A word, pray, in your Honour’s ear. 

I hope it is your Resolution 
To give me back my Constitution! 

The sprightly Wit, the lively Eye, 

Th* engaging Smile, the Gaiety, 

That laugh’d down many a Summer Sun, 
And kept you up so oft till one: 

And all that voluntary Vein, 

As when Belinda rais’d my Strain. 

A Weasel once made shift to slink 
In at a Corn-loft thro’ a Chink; 

But having amply stuff’d his skin, 

Cou’d not get out as he got in: 

Which one belonging to the House 
(’Twas not a Man, it was a Mouse) 
Observing, cry’d, ‘You scape not so. 

Lean as you came, Sir, you must go.* 

Sir, you may spare your Application, 
I’m no such Beast, nor his Relation; 

Nor one that Temperance advance, 
Cramm’d to the throat with Ortolans; 
Extremely ready to resign 
All that may make me none of mine. 
South-sea Subscriptions take who please. 
Leave me but Liberty and Ease. 

*Twas what I said to Craggs and Child, 
Who prais’d my Modesty, and smil’d. 
Give me, I cry’d, (enough for me) 

My Bread, and Independency! 

So bought an Annual Rent or two. 



384 


IMITATIONS OF HORACE 

And liv’d—^just as you see I do; 

Near fifty, and without a Wife, 

I trust that sinking Fund, my Life. 

Can I retrench ? Yes, mighty well, 75 

Shrink back to my Paternal Cell, 

A little House, with Trees a-row. 

And, like its Master, very low. 

There dy’d my Father, no man’s Debtor, 

And there I’ll die, nor worse nor better. 80 

To set this matter full before ye. 

Our old Friend Swift will tell his Story. 

‘Harley, the Nation’s great Support,’— 

But you may read it, I stop short. 


THE 

SIXTH SATIRE 

OF THE 

SECOND BOOK 

OF 

HORACE 

The first Part imitated in the Year 1714, by Dr. Swift; the latter Part 

added afterwards. 

I ’VE often wish’d that I had clear 
For life, six hundred pounds a year, 

A handsome House to lodge a Friend, 

A River at my garden’s end, 

A Terras-walk, and half a Rood 
Of Land, set out to plant a Wood. 

Well, now I have all this and more, 

I ask not to encrease my store; 

‘But here a Grievance seems to lie. 

All this is mine but till I die; 

I can’t but think ’twould sound more clever, 

To me and to my Heirs for ever. 

If I ne’er got or lost a groat. 

By any Trick, or any Fault; 


10 
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And if I pray by Reason’s rules, 

And not like forty other Fools: 

As thus, “Vouchsafe, oh gracious Maker! 
To grant me this and t’other Acre: 

Or, if it be thy Will and Pleasure, 

Direct my Plow to find a Treasure:” 

But only what my Station fits. 

And to be kept in my right wits. 

Preserve, Almighty Providence! 

Just what you gave me. Competence: 

And let me in these shades compose 
Something in Verse as true as Prose; 
Remov’d from all th’ Ambitious Scene, 
Nor pufTd by Pride, nor sunk by Spleen.’ 

In short, I’m perfectly content, 

Let me but live on this side Trent; 

Nor cross the Channel nvice a year. 

To spend six months with Statesmen here. 

I must by all means come to town, 

’Tis for the service of the Crown. 

‘Lewis, the Dean will be of use. 

Send for him up, take no excuse.’ 

The toil, the danger of the Seas; 

Great Ministers ne’er think of these; 

Or let it cost five hundred pound. 

No matter where the money’s found, 

It is but so much more in debt. 

And that they ne’er consider’d yet. 

‘Good Mr. Dean go change your gown. 
Let my Lord know you’re come to town.’ 

I hurry me in haste away. 

Not thinking it is Levee-day; 

And find his Honour in a Pound, 

Hemm’d by a triple Circle round. 
Chequer’d with Ribbons blue and green: 
How should I thrust myself between 
Some Wag observes me thus perplext. 
And smiling, whispers to the next, 

‘1 thought the Dean had been too proud. 
To justle here among a croud.’ 
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Another in a surly fit, 

Tells me I have more Zeal than Wit, 

‘So eager to express your love. 

You ne’er consider whom you shove. 

But rudely press before a Duke.’ 

I own. I’m pleas’d with this rebuke, 

And take it kindly meant to show 
What I desire the World should know. 

I get a whisper, and withdraw; 

When twenty Fools I never saw 
Come with Petitions fairly penn’d, 

Desiring I would stand their friend. 

This, humbly offers me his Case— 

That, begs my int’rest for a Place— 

A hundred other Men’s affairs, 

Like bees, are humming in my ears. 
‘To-morrow my Appeal comes on. 

Without your help the Cause is gone—’ 

The Duke expects my Lord and you. 

About some great Affair, at Two— 

‘Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind. 

To get my Warrant quickly sign’d: 
Consider, ’tis my first request.’ 

Be satisfy’d, I’ll do my best:— 

Then presently he falls to teize, 

‘You may for certain, if you please; 

I doubt not, if his Lordship knew— 

And, Mr. Dean, one word from you—’ 

’Tis (let me see) three years and more, 
(October next it will be four) 

Since Harley bid me first attend. 

And chose me for an humble friend; 

Would take me in his Coach to chat. 

And question me of this and that; 

As, ‘\\Tiat’s o’clockAnd, ‘How’s the Wind 
‘Who’s Chariot’s that we left behind.^* 

Or gravely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath the Country Signs; 

Or, ‘Have you nothing new to-day 
From Pope, from Parnel, or from Gay ?* 
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Such tattle often entertains 95 

My Lord and me as far as Stains, 

As once a week we travel down 
To Windsor, and again to Town, 

Where all that passes, inter nos^ 

Might be proclaim’d at Charing-Cross. 100 

Yet some I know with envy swell. 

Because they see me us’d so well: 

‘How think you of our Friend the Dean? 

I wonder what some people mean; 

My Lord and he are grown so great, 105 

Always together, tete a tetc^ 

What, they admire him for his jokes— 

See but the fortune of some Folks!’ 

There flics about a strange report 

Of some Express arriv’d at Court; no 

I’m stopp’d by all the fools I meet. 

And catechis’d in ev’ry street. 

‘You, Mr. Dean, frequent the Great; 

Inform us, will the Emp’ror treat? 

Or do the Prints and Papers lye ?’ ns 

Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 

‘Ah Doctor, how you love to jest? 

’Tis now no secret’—I protest 
’Tis one to me—‘Then tell us, pray, 

When are the Troops to have their pay ?’ 120 

And, tho’ I solemnly declare 
I know no more than my Lord Mayor, 

They sUnd amaz’d, and think me grown 
The closest mortal ever known. 

Thus in a sea of folly toss’d, 125 

My choicest Hours of life are lost; 

Yet always wishing to retreat. 

Oh, could I see my Country Seat! 

There leaning near a gentle Brook, 

Sleep, or peruse some ancient Book, 130 

And there in sweet oblivion drown 

Those Cares that haunt the Court and Town. 

O charming Noons! and Nights divine! 

Or when I sup, or when I dine. 
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My Friends above, ray Folks below, 
Chatting and laughing all-a-row. 

The Beans and Bacon set before ’em. 

The Grace-cup serv’d with all decorum: 
Each willing to be pleas’d, and please, 

And ev’n the very Dogs at ease! 

Here no man prates of idle things, 

How this or that Italian sings,. 

A Neighbour’s Madness, or his Spouse’s, 
Or what’s in either of the Houses : 

But something much more our concern, 
And quite a scandal not to learn: 

Which is the happier, or the wiser, 

A man of Merit, or a Miser ? 

Whether we ought to chuse our Friends, 
For their own Worth, or our own Ends ? 
What good, or better, we may call. 

And what, the very best of all ? 

Our Friend Dan Prior, told (you know) 
A Tale extremely a propos: 

Name a Town Life, and in a trice. 

He had a Story of two Mice. 

Once on a time (so runs the Fable) 

A Country Mouse, right hospitable. 
Receiv’d a Town Mouse at his Board, 

Just as a Farmer might a Lord. 

A frugal Mouse upon the whole, 

Yet lov’d his Friend, and had a Soul; 

Knew what was handsome, and would do’t, 
On just occasion, coute qui coute. 

He brought him Bacon (nothing lean) 
Pudding, that might have pleas’d a Dean; 
Cheese, such as men in Suffolk make. 

But wish’d it Stilton for his sake; 

Yet, to his Guest tho’ no way sparing, 

He eat himself the rind and paring. 

Our Courtier scarce could touch a bit, 

But show’d his Breeding and his Wit; 

He did his best to seem to eat. 

And cry’d, ‘I vow you’re mighty neat. 



BOOK II, SATIRE \T 

But Lord, my Friend, this savage Scene! 
For God’s sake, come, and live with Men: 
Consider, Mice, like Men, must die. 

Both small and great, both you and I: 

Then spend your life in Joy and Sport, 
(This doctrine, Friend, I learnt at Court.)’ 

The veriest Hermit in the Nation 
May yield, God knows, to strong temptation 
Away they come, thro’ thick and thin, 

To a tall house near Lincoln’s-Inn; 

(’Twas on the night of a Debate, 

When all their Lordships had sate late.) 

Behold the place, where if a Poet 
Shin’d in Description, he might show it; 
Tell how the Moon-beam trembling falls. 
And tips with Silver all the walls; 

Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 

Grotesco roofs, and Stucco floors: 

But let it (in a word) be said. 

The Moon was up, and Men a bed. 

The Napkins while, the Carpet red: 

The Guests withdrawn had left the Treat, 
And down the Mice sate, fete a tete. 

Our Courtier walks from dish to dish, 
Tastes for his Friend of Fowl and Fish; 
Tells all their names, lays down the law, 
"Que fa est bon! Ah goutez fa! 

That Jelly’s rich, this Malmsey healing, 

Pray, dip your Whiskers and your Tail in.* 
Was ever such a happy Swain ? 

He stuflfs and swills, and stuffs again. 

‘I’m quite asham’d—’tis mighty rude 
To eat so much—but all’s so good. 

I have a thousand thanks to give— 

My Lord alone knows liow to live.’ 

No sooner said, but from the Hall 
Rush Chaplain, Butler, Dogs and all: 

‘A Rat, a Rat! clap to the door—’ 

The Cat comes bouncing on the floor. 

O for the heart of Homer’s Mice, 
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Or Gods to save them in a trice I *is 

(It was by Providence they think, 

For your damn’d Stucco has no chink.) 

‘An’t please your Honour, quoth the Peasant, 

This same Dessert is not so pleasant: 

Give me again my hollow Tree! 220 

A Crust of Bread, and Liberty! ’ 


THE 

FIRST ODE 

OF THE 

FOURTH BOOK 

OF 

HORACE IMITATED 

To Venus 

A gain.? new Tumults in my breast? 

. Ah spare me, Venus! let me, let me rest! 

I am not now, alas I the man 
As in the gentle Reign of My Queen Anne. 

Ah sound no more thy soft alarms, 

Nor circle sober fifty with thy Charms. 

Mother too fierce of dear Desires! 

Turn, turn to willing hearts your wanton fires. 
To Number five direct your Doves, 

There spread round Murray all your blooming 
Loves; 

Noble and young, who strikes the heart 
With ev’ry sprightly, ev’ry decent part; 

Equal, the injur’d to defend. 

To charm the Mistress, or to fix the Friend. 

He, with a hundred Arts refin’d, 

Shall stretch thy conquests over half the kind: 

To him each Rival shall submit, 

Make but his Riches equal to his Wit. 

Then shall thy Form the Marble grace, 

(Thy Grecian Form) and Chloe lend the Face: 


5 
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BOOK IV, ODE I 

His House, embosom’d in the Grove, 

Sacred to social life and social love, 

Shall glitter o’er the pendent green, 

Where Thames reflects the visionary scene: 

Thither, the silver-sounding lyres 

Shall call the smiling Loves, and young Desires; 

There, ev’ry Grace and Muse shall throng, 

Exalt the dance, or animate the song; 

There Youths and Nymphs, in consort gay, 

Shall hail the rising, close the parting day. 

With me, alas! those joys are o’er; 

For me, the vernal garlands bloom no more. 

Adieu I fond hope of mutual fire, 

The still-believing, still-renew’d desire; 

Adieu! the heart-expanding bowl, 

And all the kind Deceivers of the soul! 

But why ? ah tell me, ah too dear! 

Steals down my cheek th’ involuntary Tear? 

Why words so flowing, thoughts so free, 

Stop, or turn nonsense, at one glance of thee ? 

Thee, drest in Fancy’s airy beam, 

Absent I follow thro’ th’ extended Dream; 

Now, now I seize, I clasp thy charms, 

And now you burst (ah cruel!) from my arms. 

And swiftly shoot along the Mall, 

Or softly glide by the Canal, 

Now shown by Cynthia’s silver ray, 

And now, on rolling waters snatch’d away. 


Part of the NINTH ODE 


1 EST you should think that verse shall die, 
j Which sounds the Silver Thames along. 
Taught, on the wings of Truth to fly 
Above the reach of vulgar song; 

Tho’ daring Milton sits sublime, 

In Spencer native Muses play; 

Nor yet shall Waller yield to time. 

Nor pensive Cowley’s moral lay. 
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Sages and Chiefs long since had birth 
Ere Caesar was, or Newton nam’d; 

These rais’d new Empires o’er the Earth, 

And Those new Heav’ns and Systems fram’d. 

Vain was the chiefs and sage’s pride 
They had no Poet and they dy’d! 

In vain they schem’d, in vain they bled 
They had no Poet and are dead! 


THE 

SECOND SATIRE 

OF THE 

FIRST BOOK 

OF 

HORACE 

Imitated in the Manner of Mr. Pope 

T he Tribe of Templars, Play’rs, Apothecaries, 
Pimps, Poets, Wits, Lord Fanny’s, Lady Mary’s, 
And all the Court in tears, and half the Town, 

Lament dear charming Oldfield, dead and gone! 
Engaging Oldfield! who, with grace and case. 

Could join the Arts, to ruin, and to please. 

Not so, who of ten thousand gull’d her Knight, 
Then ask’d ten thousand for a second Night: 

The Gallant too, to whom she paid it down, 

Liv’d to refuse that Mistress half a crown. 

Con: Philips cries, ‘A sneaking dog I hate.’ 

That *s all three Lovers have for their Estate! 

‘Treat on, treat on,* is her eternal note. 

And lands and tenements go down her throat. 

Some damn the Jade, and some the Cullies blame, 

But not Sir Herbert, for he does the same. 

With all a Woman’s virtues but the p—x, 

Fufidia thrives in Money, Land, and Stocks: 



BOOK I. SATIRE II 

For Interest, ten per cent, her constant rate is; 

Her Body ? hopeful Heirs may have it gratis. 

She turns her very Sister to a job, 

And, in the happy minute, picks your fob: 

Yet starves herself, so little her own friend. 

And thirsts and hungers only at one end: 

A Self-Tormentor, worse than (in the Play) 

The Wretch, whose Av’rice drove his Son away. 

But why all this.!* I’ll tell ye, ’tis my Theme: 
‘Women and Fools are always in extreme.’ 

Rufa’s at either end a Common-shore, 

Sweet Moll and Jack are Civet-Cat and Boar: 
Nothing in nature is so lew'd as Peg, 

Yet, for the world, she would not shew her leg! 
While bashful Jenny, ev’n at Morning-prayer, 
Spreads her Fore-buttocks to the navel bare. 

But difTrent Taste in difTrent men prevails, 

And one is fir’d by heads, and one by tails; 

Some feel no flames but at the Court or Ball, 

And others hunt white Aprons in the Mall. 

My Lord of London, chancing to remark 
A noted Dean much busy’d in the Park, 

‘Proceed (he cry’d) proceed, my rev’rend Brother, 
’Tis Fornicatio simplex^ and no other: 

Better than lust for Boys, with Pope and Turk, 

Or others Spouses, like my Lord of York* 

May no such Praise (cries jefferys) e’er be mine! 
Jefferys, who bows at Hillsborow’s hoary Shrine. 

All you, who think the City ne’er can thrive. 

Till ev’ry Cuckold-maker’s flea’d alive; 

Attend, w'hile I their Miseries pplain. 

And pity men of Pleasure still in pain! 

Survey the pangs they bear, the risques they run. 
Where the most lucky arc but last undone. 

See! wretched Monsieur flies to save his throat. 

And quits his Mistress, Money, Ring, and Note! 
See good Sir George of ragged Livery stript, 

By worthier Footmen pist upon and whipt! 
Plunder’d by Thieves, (or Lawyers, which is worse) 
One bleeds in Person, and one bleeds in purse; 
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This meets a blanket, and that meets a cudgel- 

And all applaud the justice—^AU, but Budgel. 

How much more safe, dear Countrymen! his State, 
Who trades in Frigates of the second rate ? 

And yet some care of Sallust should be had; 

Nothing so mean for which he can’t run mad; 

His Wit confirms him but a slave the more, 

And makes a Princess whom he found a Whore: 

The Youth might save much trouble and expence, 
Were he a Dupe of only common Sense. 

But here’s his point; ‘A Wench (he cries) for me! 

I never touch a Dame of Quality.’ 

To Palmer’s bed no Actress comes amiss, 

He courts the whole Persona Dramatis: 

He too can say, ‘With Wives I never sin.’ 

But Singing-Girls and Mimicks draw him in. 

Sure, worthy Sir, the difTrence is not great, 

With whom you lose your Credit and Estate ? 

This, or that person, what avails to shun ? 

What’s wrong is wrong, wherever it be done; 

The ease, support, and lustre of your life, 

Destroy’d alike with Strumpet, Maid, or Wife. 

What push’d poor Ellis on th’ Imperial Whore ? 
’Twas but to be where Charles had been before. 
The fatal Steel unjustly was apply’d. 

When not his Lust offended, but his Pride: 

Too hard a Penance for defeated sin. 

Himself shut out, and Jacob Hall let in. 

Suppose that honest part that rules us all, 

Should rise, and say,—‘Sir Robert! or Sir Paul! 

Did I demand, in my most vig’rous hour, 

A Thing descended from the Conqueror ? 

Or when my pulse beat highest, ask for any 

Such Nicety, as Lady, or Lord Fanny ?’- 

What would you answer? could you have the face, ) 
When the poor SufTrer humbly mourn’d his case, | 
To cry, ‘You weep the favours of her Grace ? ’ j 
Hath not indulgent Nature spread a feast. 

And giv’n enough for Man, enough for Beast ? 

But Man corrupt, perverse in all his ways. 
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In search of Vanities, from Nature strays: 

Yea, tho* the blessing’s more than he can use, loo 

Shuns the permitted, the forbid pursues! 

Weigh well the Cause from whence these Evils spring, 

’Tis in thyself, and not in God’s good thing: 

Then, lest repentance punish such a life. 

Never, ah, never! kiss thy Neighbour’s Wife. 105 

First, Silks and Diamonds veil no finer shape. 

Or plumper thigh, than lurk in humble Crape: 

And secondly, how innocent a Belle 

Is she who shows what ware she has to sell ? 

Not Lady-like, displays a milk-white Breast, no 

And hides, in sacred Sluttishness, the rest. 

Our ancient Kings (and sure those Kinp were wise, 

Who judg’d themselves, and saw with their own eyes) 

A War-horse never for the service chose, 

But ey’d him round, and stript off all the cloaths; ns 

For well they knew, proud Trappings serve to hide 
A heavy chest, thick neck, or heaving side. 

But Fools are ready Chaps, agog to buy, 

Let but a comely fore-hand strike the eye: 

No Eagle sharper, ev’ry charm to find, 120 

To all defects, Tyrawlcy not so blind: 

Goose-rump’d, hawk-nos’d, swan-footed is my Dear.^ 

They’ll praise her Elbow, heel, or Tip o’th’ ear. 

A Lady’s Face is all you see undress’d; 

(For none but Lady Mary shows the rest) 125 

But if to charms more latent you pretend, 

What lines encompass, and what works defend! 

Dangers on dangers! Obstacles by dozens! 

Spies, Guardians, Guests, old Women, Aunts, and Cousins! 
Could you directly to her Person go, 'i 130 

Stays will obstruct above, and Hoops below, | 

And if the Dame says yes, the Dress says no. J 
Not thus at Needham’s; your judicious eye 
May measure there the breast, the hip, the thigh! 

And will you run to Perils, Sword, and Law, 135 

All for a thing you ne’er so much as saw ? 

‘The Hare once seiz’d, the Hunter heeds no more 
The little Scut he so pursu’d before; 
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Love follows flying game (as Sucklyn sings) 

And ’tis for that the wanton Boy has wings.’ 140 

Why let him sing—but when you’re in the wrong, 

Think ye to cure the mischief with a Song ? 

Has Nature set no bounds to wild Desire ? 

No Sense to guide, no Reason to enquire, 

What solid Happiness, what empty Pride, 145 

And what is best indulg’d, or best deny’d? 

If neither Gems adorn, nor silver tip 
The flowing bowl, will you not wet your lip ? 

When sharp with hunger, scorn you to be fed 

Except on Pea-chicks, at the Bedford-head ? 150 

Or, when a tight neat Girl will serve the turn. 

In errant pride, continue stiff and bum? 

I’m a plain Man, whose maxim is profest, 

‘The thing at hand is of all things the best.* 

But her who will, and then will not comply, 155 

Whose word is. If, Perhaps, and By-and-by, 

Z-ds! let some Eunuch or Platonic take- 

So Bathurst cries. Philosopher and Rake! 

Who asks no more (right reasonable Peer) 

Than not to wait too long, nor pay too dear. 160 

Give me a willing Nymph! (’tis all I care,) 

Extremely clean, and tolerably fair; 

Her shape her own, whatever shape she have. 

And just that white and red which Nature gave: 

Her I transported touch, transported view, 165 

And call her Angel! Goddess! Montague! 

No furious Husband thunders at the door; 

No barking dog, no houshold in a roar; 

From gleaming sw'ords no shrieking Women run; 

No wretched Wife cries out. Undone! undone! 170 

Seiz’d in the fact, and in her Cuckold’s pow’r, 

She kneels, she weeps, and worse! resigns her Dow’r. 

Me, naked me, to Posts, to Pumps they draw. 

To Shame eternal, or eternal Law. 

Oh Love! be deep Tranquility my luck. 

No Mistress Heysham near, no Lady Buck: 

For, to be taken, is the dev’I in hell; 

This truth let Liddel, Jefferys, Onslow tell. 
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Quid vetat et nosmct Lucili scripta legentes 
Quaerere, num illius, num rerum dura negarit 
Versiculos natura magis factos, et cuntcs 
MoUius? Hor. 


SATIRE II 

Y ES; thank my stars! as early as I knew 

This Town, 1 had the sense to hate it too: 

Yet here, as ev’n in Hell, there must be still 
One Giant-Vice, so excellently ill, 

That all beside, one pities, not abhors; s 

As who knows Sapho, smiles at other whores. 

I grant that Poetry’s a crying sin; 

It brought (no doubt) th’ Exche and Army in: 

Catch’d like the Plague, or Love, the Lord knows how, 

But that the cure is starving, all allow. lo 

Yet like the Papist’s, is the Poet’s state. 

Poor and disarm’d, and hardly worth your hate! 

Here a lean Bard, whose wit could never give 
Himself a dinner, makes an Actor live: 

The Thief condemn’d, in law already dead, 15 

So prompts, and saves a rogue who cannot read. 

Thus as the pipes of some carv’d Organ move. 

The gilded puppets dance and mount above. 
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Heav’d by the breath th’ inspiring bellows blow: 

Th’ inspiring bellows lie and pant below. 20 

One sings the Fair; but songs no longer move; 

No rat is rhym’d to death, nor maid to love: 

In love’s, in nature’s spite, the siege they hold. 

And scorn the flesh, the dev’l, and all but gold. 

These write to Lords, some mean reward to get, 25 
As needy beggars sing at doors for meat. 

Those write because all write, and so have still 
Excuse for writing, and for writing ill. 

Wretched indeed! but far more wretched yet 
Is he who makes his meal on others wit: 30 

’Tis chang’d, no doubt, from what it was before. 

His rank digestion makes it wit no more: 

Sense, past thro’ him, no longer is the same; 

For food digested takes another name. 

I pass o’er all those Confessors and Martyrs, 35 

Who live like Sutton, or who die like Chartres, 

Out-cant old Esdras, or out-drink his heir, 

Out-usure Jews, or Irishmen out-swear; 

Wicked as Pages, who in early years 

Act sins which Prisca’s Confessor scarce hears. 40 

Ev’n those I pardon, for whose sinful sake 

Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make; 

Of whose strange crimes no Canonist can tell 
In what Commandment’s large contents they dwell. 

One, one man only breeds my just offence; 45 

Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave Impudence: 
Time, that at last matures a clap to pox, 

Whose gentle progress makes a calf an ox. 

And brings all natural events to pass. 

Hath made him an Attorney of an Ass. 50 

No young divine, new-benefic’d, can be 
More pert, more proud, more positive than he. 

What further could I wish the fop to do, 

But turn a wit, and scribble verses too; 

Pierce the soft lab’rinth of a Lady’s ear 
With rh5rmes of this per cent, and that per year ? 

Or court a Wife, spread out his wily parts. 

Like nets or lime-twigs, for rich Widows’ hearts } 
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Call himself Barrister to evVy wench, 

And wooe in language of the Pleas and Bench ? 
Language, which Boreas might to Auster hold 
More rough than forty Germans when they scold. 

Curs’d be the wretch! so venal and so vain; 
Paltry and proud, as drabs in Drury-lane. 

’Tis such a bounty as was never known, 

If Peter deigns to help you to your own: 

What thanks, what praise, if Peter but supplies, 
And what a solemn face if he denies! 

Grave, as when prisoners shake the head and swear 
’Twas only Suretyship that brought ’em there. 

His Office keeps your Parchment fates entire. 

He starves with cold to save them from the fire; 
For you he walks the streets thro’ rain or dust, 

For not in Chariots Peter puts his trust; 

For you he sweats and labours at the laws. 

Takes God to witness he affects your cause. 

And lies to ev’ry Lord in ev’ry thing. 

Like a King’s Favourite—or like a King. 

These are the talents that adorn them all. 

From wicked Waters ev’n to godly * * 

Not more of Simony beneath black gowns, 

Nor more of bastardy in heirs to Crowns. 

In shillings and in pence at first they deal; 

And steal so little, few perceive they steal; 

Till, like the Sea, they compass all the land. 

From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover strand 
And when rank Widows purchase luscious nights. 
Or when a Duke to Jansen punts at White’s, 

Or City-heir in mortgage melts away; 

Satan himself feels far less joy than they. 

Piecemeal they win this acre first, then that, 

Glean on, and gather up the whole estate. 

Then strongly fencing ill-got wealth by law. 
Indentures, Cov’nants, Articles they draw-. 

Large as the fields themselves, and larger far 
Than Civil Codes, with all their Glosses, are; 

So vast, our new Divines, we must confess, 

Are Fathers of the Church for writing less. 
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But let them write for you, each rogue impairs 
The deeds, and dextrously omits, ses heires: loo 

No G)mmentator can more slily pass 
O’er a leam’d, unintelligible place; 

Or, in quotation, shrewd Divines leave out 

Those words, that would against them clear the doubt. 

So Luther thought the Pater-noster long, 105 

When doom’d to say his beads and Evensong; 

But having cast his cowle, and left those laws, 

Adds to Christ’s pray’r, the Poip'r and Glory clause. 

The lands are bought; but where are to be found 
Those ancient woods, that shaded all the ground ? no 
We see no new-built palaces aspire. 

No kitchens emulate the vestal fire. 

Where are those troops of Poor, that throng’d of yore 
The good old landlord’s hospitable door ? 

Well, I could wish, that still in lordly domes ”5 

Some beasts were kill’d, tho’ not whole hecatombs; 

That both extremes were banish’d from their walls, 
Carthusian fasts, and fulsome Bacchanals; 

And all mankind might that just Mean observe, 

In which none e’er could surfeit, none could starve. 120 
These as good works, ’tis true, we all allow; 

But oh! these works arc not in fashion now: 

Like rich old wardrobes, things extremely rare. 

Extremely fine, but what no man will wear. 

Thus much I’ve said, I trust, without offence; 125 

Let no Court Sycophant pervert my sense. 

Nor sly Informer watch these words to draw 
Within the reach of Treason, or the Law. 


SATIRE IV 


W ELL, if it be my time to quit the stage, 
Adieu to all the follies of the age! 

I die in charity with fool and knave, 

Secure of peace at least beyond the grave. 


SATIRE IV 
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IVe had my Purgatory here betimes, 5 

And paid for all my satires, all my rhymes: 

The Poet’s hell, its tortures, fiends, and flames, 

To this were trifles, toys and empty names. 

With foolish pride my heart was never fir’d, 

Nor the vain itch t'admire, or be admir’d; 10 

I hop’d for no commission from his Grace; 

I bought no benefice, I begg’d no place; 

Had no new verses, or new suit to show; 

Yet went to Court!—the Dev’l would have it so. 

But, as the Fool that in reforming days 15 

Wou’d go to Mass in jest (as story says) 

Could not but think, to pay his fine was odd, 

Since ’twas no form’d design of serving God; 

So was I punish’d, as if full as proud. 

As prone to ill, as negligent of good. 

As deep in debt, without a thought to pay, 

As vain, as idle, and as false, as they 
Who live at Court, for going once that way! 

Scarce was I enter’d, when, behold! there came 
A thing which Adam had been pos’d to name; 35 

Noah had refus’d it lodging in his Ark, 

Where all the Race of Reptiles might embark: 

A verier monster, than on Africk’s shore 
The sun e’er got, or slimy Nilus bore, 

Or Sloane or Woodward’s wondrous shelves contain, 30 
Nay, all that lying Travellers can feign. 

The watch would hardly let him pass at noon. 

At night, wou’d swear him dropt out of the Moon. 

One whom the mob, when next we find or make 
A Popish plot, shall for a Jesuit take, 35 

And the wise Justice starting from his chair 
Cry, By your Priesthood tell me what you are ? 

Such was the wight: Th’ apparel on his back 
Tho’ coarse, was rev’rend, and tho* bare, was black: 

The suit, if by the fashion one might guess, 40 

Was velvet in the youth of good Queen BesSy 
But mere tuff-taffety what now remain’d; 

So Time, that changes all things, had ordain’d I 
Our sons shall see it leisurely decay, 
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First turn plain rash, then vanish quite away. 

This thing has travelled, speaks each language too, 
And knows what*s fit for every state to do; 

Of whose best phrase and courtly accent join’d, 

He forms one tongue, exotic and refin’d. 

Talkers I’ve leam’d to bear; Motteux I knew, 
Henley himself I’ve heard, and Budgel too. 

The Doctor’s Wormwood style, the Hash of tongues 
A Pedant makes, the storm of Gonson’s lungs. 

The whole Artill’ry of the terms of War, 

And (all those plague in one) the bawling Bar: 

These I cou’d bear; but not a rogue so civil, 

Whose tongue will compliment you to the devil. 

A tongue, that can cheat widows, cancel scores. 

Make Scots speak treason, cozen subtlest whores, 
With royal Favourites in flatt’ry vie. 

And Oldmixon and Burnet both out-lie. 

He spies me out. I whisper. Gracious God! 

What sin of mine could merit such a rod ? 

That all the shot of dulness now must be 
From this thy blunderbuss discharg’d on me! 

Permit (he cries) no stranger to your fame 
To crave your sentiment, if —’s your name. 

What Speech esteem you most.^* ‘The King\* said I. 
But the best mordi ?— ‘O Sir, the Dictionary.^ 

You miss my aim; I mean the most acute 
And perfect Speaker? —‘Onslow, past dispute.’ 

But, Sir, of writers ? ‘Swift, for closer style, 

But Hoadly for a period of a mile.’ 

Why yes, ’tis granted, these indeed may pass 
Good common linguists, and so Panurge was; 

Nay troth, th’ Apostles (tho* perhaps too rough) 

Had once a pretty gift of Tongues enough: 

Yet these were all poor Gentlemen! I dare 
Affirm, ’twas Travel made them what they were. 

Thus others talents having nicely shown. 

He came by sure transition to his own: 

Till I cry’d out, You prove yourself so able. 

Pity 1 you was not Druggerman at Babel; 

For had they found a linguist half so good. 


SATIRE IV 


I make no question but the Tow V had stood. 

‘Obliging Sir! for Courts you sure were made: 
Why then for ever bury’d in the shade ? 

Spirits like you, should see and should be seen, 
The King would smile on you—at least the Queen. 
Ah gentle Sir! you Courtiers so cajol us— 

But Tully has it, Nunquam minus solus: 

And as for Courts, forgive me, if I say 
No lessons now are taught the Spartan way: 

Tho’ in his pictures Lust be full display’d. 

Few are the Converts Aretine has made; 

And tho’ the Court show Vice exceeding clear. 
None should, by my advice, learn Virtue there. 

At this entranc’d, he lifts his hands and eyes, 
Squeaks like a high-stretch’d lutestring, and replies 
‘Oh *tis the sweetest of all earthly things 
To gaze on Princes, and to talk of Kings!’ 

Then, happy Man who shows the Tombs! said I, 
He dwells amidst the royal Family; 

He ev’ry day, from King to King can W'alk, 

Of all our Harries, all our Edwards talk. 

And get by speaking truth of monarchs dead. 

What few can of the living. Ease and Bread. 

‘Lord, Sir, a meer Mechanic! strangely low, 

And coarse of phrase,—your English all are so. 

How elegant your Frenchmen.?’ Mine, d’ye mean ? 

I have but one, I hope the fellow’s clean. 

‘Oh! Sir, politely so! nay, let me die. 

Your only wearing is your Padua-soy.’ 

Not, Sir, my only, I have better still. 

And this you see is but my dishabille— 

Wild to get loose, his Patience I provoke. 

Mistake, confound, object at all he spoke. 

But as coarse iron, sharpen’d, mangles more. 

And itch most hurts when anger’d to a sore; 

So when you plague a fool, *tis still the curse. 

You only make the matter worse and worse. 

He past it o’er; affects an easy smile 
At all my peevishness, and turns his style. 

He asks, ‘What News?* I tell him of new Plays, 
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New Eunuchs, Harlequins, and Operas. 125 

He hears, and as a Still with simples in it. 

Between each drop it gives, stays half a minute, 

Loth to enrich me with too quick replies. 

By little, and by little, drops his lies. 

Meer houshold trash! of birth-nights, balls, and shows, 130 
More than ten Holingsheds, or Halls, or Stows. 

When the Queen frown’d, or smil’d, he knows; and what 
A subtle Minister may make of that: 

Who sins with whom: who got his Pension rug. 

Or quicken’d a Reversion by a drug: 135 

Whose place is quarter’d out, three parts in four, 

And whether to a Bishop, or a Whore: 

Who having lost his credit, pawn’d his rent. 

Is therefore fit to have a Government: 

Who in the secret, deals in Stocks secure, 140 

And cheats th’ unknowing Widow and the Poor: 

Who makes a Trust or Charity a Job, 

And gets an Act of Parliament to rob: 

Why Turnpikes rise, and now no Gt nor clown 

Can gratis see the country, or the town: 145 

Shortly no lad shall chuck, or lady vole, 

But some excising Courtier will have toll. 

He tells what strumpet places sells for life, 

What ’Squire his lands, what citizen his wife: 

And last (which proves him wiser still than all) 150 

What Lady’s face is not a whited wall. 

As one of Woodward’s patients, sick, and sore, 

I puke, I nauseate,—yet he thrusts in more: 

Trims Europe’s balance, tops the statesman’s part, 

And talks Gazettes and Post-boys o’er by heart. 155 

Like a big wife at sight of loathsome meat, 

Ready to cast, I yawn, I sigh, and sweat. 

Then as a licens’d spy, whom nothing can 
Silence or hurt, he libels the great Man; 

Swears ev’ry place entail’d for years to come, 160 

In sure succession to the day of doom: 

He names the price for ev’ry office paid, 

And says our wars thrive ill, because delay’d: 

Nay hints, ’tis by connivance of the Court, 
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That Spain robs on, and Dunkirk’s still a Port. 

Not more amazement seiz’d on Circe’s guests, 

To see themselves fall endlong into beasts, 

Than mine, to find a subject stay’d and wise 
Already half turn’d traytor by surprize. 

I felt th* infection slide from him to me, 170 

As in the pox, some give it to get free; 

And quick to swallow me, methought I saw 
One of our Giant Statutes ope its jaw. 

In that nice moment, as another Lye 
Stood just a-tilt, the Minister came by. 175 

To him he flies, and bows, and bows again. 

Then, close as Umbra, joins the dirty train. 

Not Fannius’ self more impudently near. 

When half his nose is in his Prince’s ear. 

I quak’d at heart; and still afraid to see 180 

All the Court fill’d with stranger things than he, 

Ran out as fast, as one that pays his bail 
And dreads more actions, hurries from a jail. 

Bear me, some God, oh quickly bear me hence 
To wholsomc Solitude, the nurse of sense: 185 

Where Contemplation prunes her ruffled wings. 

And the free soul looks down to pity Kings! 

There sober thought pursu’d th’ amusing theme. 

Till Fancy colour’d it, and form’d a Dream. 

A Vision hermits can to Hell transport, 190 

And forc’d ev’n me to see the damn’d at Court. 

Not Dante dreaming all th’ infernal state, 

Beheld such scenes of envy, sin, and hate. 

Base Fear becomes the guilty, not the free; 

Suits Tyrants, Plunderers, but suits not me: 195 

Shall I, the Terror of this sinful town. 

Care, if a liv’ry’d Lord or smile or frown ^ 

Who cannot flatter, and detest who can. 

Tremble before a noble Serving-man ^ 

O my fair mistress, Truth! shall I quit thee 200 

For huffing, braggart, puft Nobility.^ 

Thou, who since yesterday hast roll’d o’er all 
The busy, idle blockheads of the ball, 

Hast thou, oh Sun! beheld an emptier sort, 
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Than such as swell this bladder of a court ? 205 

Now pox on those who shew a Court in wax! 

It ought to bring all courtiers on their backs: 

Such painted puppets! such a varnish’d race 

Of hollow gew-gaws, only dress and face I 

Such waxen noses, stately, staring things— 210 

No wonder some folks bow, and think them Kings. 

See! where the British youth, engag’d no more 
At Fig’s, at White’s, with felons, or a whore, 

Pay their last duty to the Court, and come 

All fresh and fragrant, to the Drawing-room; 215 

In hues as gay, and odours as divine, 

As the fair fields they sold to look so fine. 

‘That’s velvet for a King!’ the flatt’rer .swears; 

’Tis true, for ten days hence ’twill be King Lear's. 

Our Court may justly to our stage give rules, 220 

That helps it both to fools-coats and to fools. 

And why not players strut in courtiers deaths ? 

For these are actors too, as well as those: 

Wants reach all states; they beg but better drest, 

And all is splendid poverty at best. 225 

Painted for sight, and essenc’d for the smell, 

Like frigates fraught with spice and cochine’I, 

Sail in the Ladies: how each pyrate eyes 

So weak a vessel, and so rich a prize I 

Top-gallant he, and she in all her trim, 230 

He boarding her, she striking sail to him: 

‘Dear Countess! you have charms all hearts to hit!’ 

And ‘Sweet Sir Fopling! you have so much wit!’ 

Such wits and beauties are not prais’d for nought, 

For both the beauty and the wit are bought. 23s 

’Twou’d burst ev’n Heraclitus with the spleen, 

To see those anticks, Fopling and Courtin: 

The Presence seems, w ith things so richly odd, 

The mosque of Mahound, or some queer Pa-god. 


206. Court in wax!] A famous show of the Court of France, in Wax-work. 

213. While's was a noted gaming-house: Fig’s, a Prize fighter’s Academy, where 
the young nobility receiv’d instruction in those days: It was also custoirur>' for the 
nobility and gentry to visit the condemned criminals in Newgate. 
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See them survey their limbs by Durer’s rules, 

Of all beau-kind the best proportion’d fools! 

Adjust their cloaths, and to confession draw 
Those venial sins, an atom, or a straw; 

But oh! what terrors must distract the soul 
Convicted of that mortal crime, a hole; 

Or should one pound of powder less bespread 
Those monkey tails that wag behind their head. 

Thus finish’d, and corrected to a hair. 

They march, to prate their hour before the Fair. 

So first to preach a white-glov’d Chaplain goes, 

With band of Lilly, and with cheek of Rose, 

Sweeter than Sharon, in immac’late trim. 

Neatness itself impertinent in him. 

Let but the Ladies smile, and they are blest: 

Prodigious! how the things protest^ protest: 

Peace, fools, or Gonson will for Papists seize you, 

If once he catch you at yonr Jesu! Jesu! 

Nature made ev’ry Fop to plague his brother. 

Just as one Beauty mortifies another. 

But here’s the Captain that will plague them both, 260 
Whose air cries Arm I whose very look’s an oath: 

The Captain’s honest, Sirs, and that’s enough, 

Tho’ his soul’s bullet, and his body buff. 

He spits fore-right; his haughty chest before, 

Like batt’ring rams, beats open ev’ry door- 265 

And with a face as red, and as awry. 

As Herod’s hang-dogs in old Tapestry, 

Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman’s curse. 

Has yet a strange ambition to look worse; 

Confounds the civil, keeps the rude in awe, 270 

Jests like a licens’d fool, commands like law. 

Frighted, I quit the room, but leave it so 
As men from Jayls to execution go; 

For hung with deadly sins I see the wall. 

And lin’d with Giants deadlier than ’em all: 275 

Each man an Askapart^ of strength to toss 

For Quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing-cross. 

274- The Room hung with old Tapestry, representing the seven deadly sins. 

276. A Giant famous in Romances. 
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Scar’d at the grizly forms, I sweat, I fly, 

And shake all o’er, like a discover’d spy. 

Q)urts are too much for wits so weak as mine: 280 

Charge them with Heav’n’s Artill’iy, bold Divine! 

From such alone the Great rebukes endure, 

Whose Satire’s sacred, and whose rage secure: 

’Tis mine to wash a few light stains, but theirs 

To deluge sin, and drown a Court in tears. 285 

Howe’er what’s now Apocrypha^ my Wit, 

In time to come, may pass for Holy Writ. 


EPILOGUE 

TO THE 

SATIRES 

Written in mdccxxxviii 
DIALOGUE I 


Fr. "VT OT twice a twelve-month you appear in Print, 
And when it comes, the Court see nothing in’t. 
You grow correcty that once with Rapture writ. 

And are, besides, too moral for a Wit. 

Decay of Parts, alas! we all must feel— 5 

Why now, this moment, don’t I see you steal ? 

’Tis all from Horace; Horace long before ye 
Said, ‘Tories call’d him Whig, and Whigs a Tory,’ 

And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 

‘To laugh at Fools who put their trust in Peter.’ 10 

But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice; 

Bubo observes, he lash’d no sort of Vice: 

Horace would say. Sir Billy serv'd the Crowtty 
Blunt could do Bus'nesSy Huggins knew the Town^ 

In Sappho touch the Failings of the Sex, 15 

In rev’rcnd Bishops note some small Neglects, 

And own, the Spaniard did a waggish thing. 

Who cropt our Ears, and sent them to the King. 


I, 2. These two lines arc from Horace; and ihc only lines that are so in the whole 
Poem; being meant to give a handle to that which follows in the character of an imper¬ 
tinent Censurer, 

'Tis all from IIora<e; ete. 

12. Bubo observes^ Some guilty person very fond of making such an observation. 

14. Huggins] Formerly Jaylor of the Fleet prison, enriched himself by many exactions, 
for which he was tried and expelled. 

18. Who cropt our Ears,] Said to be executed by the Captain of a Spanish ship on one 
Jenkins a Captain of an English one. Ide cut of! his ears, and bid him carry them to the 
King his master. 
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His sly, polite, insinuating style 
Could please at Court, and make Augustus smile: 
An artful Manager, that crept between 
His Friend and Shame, and was a kind of Screen, 
But ’faith your very Friends will soon be sore; 
Patriots there are, who wish you’d jest no more— 
And where’s the Glory? ’twill be only thought 
The Great man never offer’d you a groat. 

Go see Sir Robert— 

P. See Sir Robert! —hum— 
And never laugh—for all my life to come? 

Seen him I have, but in his happier hour 
Of Social Pleasure, ill-exchang’d for Pow’r; 

Seen him, uncumber’d with the Venal tribe. 

Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe. 

Would he oblige me? let me only find, 

He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 

Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt; 

The only difTrence is, I dare laugh out. 

F. Why yes; with Scripture still you may be free; 

A Horse-laugh, if you please, at Honesty; 

A Joke on Jekyl, or some odd Old Whig 
Who never chang’d his Principle, or Wig: 

A Patriot is a Fool in ev’ry age. 

Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage: 

These nothing hurts; they keep their Fashion still. 
And wear their strange old Virtue as they will. 


20 






22. His FrUntiy etc.] 

Ornne vafer vitium ridenti Flaecus ornuo 
Tangit, et admissus circum pracordio ludit. Pers. 

Screen.'l A metaphor peculiarly appropriated to a certain person in power. 

24. Patriots] This appellation was generally given to those in opposition to the Court. 
Though some of them (which our author hints at) had views too mean and interested to 
deserve that name. 

26. The Great man] A phrase, by common use, appropriated to the first minister. 

31 - 3 *. These two verses were originally in the poem, though omitted in all the first 
editions* 

39. Sir Joseph Jekyl, Master of the Rolls, a true Whig in his principles, and a man of 
the utmost probity. He sometimes voted against the Court, which drew upon him the 
laugh here described of One who bestowed it equally upon Religion and Honesty. He 
died a few months after the publication of this poem. 
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If any ask you, ‘Who’s the Man, so near 45 

His Prince, that writes in Verse, and has his ear?’ 

Why, answer Lyttelton, and I’ll engage 
The worthy Youth shall ne’er be in a rage: 

But were his Verses vile, his Whisper base, 

You’d quickly find him in Lord Fanny's case. 50 

Sejanus, Wolsey, hurt not honest Fleury, 

But well may put some Statesmen in a fury. 

Laugh then at any, but at Fools or Foes; 

These you but anger, and you mend not those. 

Laugh at your friends, and, if your Friends are sore, 55 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 

To Vice and Folly to confine the jest, 

Sets half the world, God knows, against the rest; 

Did not the Sneer of more impartial men 

At Sense and Virtue, balance all agen. 60 

Judicious Wits spread wide the Ridicule, 

And charitably comfort Knave and Fool. 

P. Dear Sir, forgive the Prejudice of Youth: 

Adieu Distinction, Satire, Warmth, and Truth! 

Come, harmless Characters that no one hit; 65 

Come, Henley’s Orator}', Osborn’s Wit! 

The Honey dropping from Favonio’s tongue. 

The Flow’rs of Bubo, and the Flow of Young! 

The gracious Dew of Pulpit Eloquence, 

And all the well-whipt Cream of Courtly Sense, 70 

That first was Hervy’s, Fox’s next, and then 
The Senate’s, and then Hervy’s once agen. 

O come, that easy Ciceronian style, 

So Latin, yet so English all the while, 

47. George Lyttelton, Secreui^ to the Prince of Wales, distinguished both for his 
writings and speeches in the spirit of Liberty. 

51. Sejanus, Wolsey,'] The one the wicked minister of Tiberius; the other, of Henry 
VIII. The writers against the Court usually bestowed these and other odious names on 
the Minister, without distinction, and in the most injurious manner. Sec Dial. II. 137. 

Fleury,] Cardinal: and Minister to Louis XV. It was a Patriot fashion, at that time, to 
cry up his wisdom and honesty. 

66. Henley — Osborn,] See them in their places in the Dunciad. 

69. Alludes to some court sermons, and florid panegyrical speeches; particularly one 
very full of puerilities and flatteries; which afterwards got into an address in the same 
pretty style; and was lastly served up in an Epitaph, between Latin and English, pub> 
lished by its author. 
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As, tho’ the Pride of Middleton and Bland, 75 

All Boys may read, and Girls may understand! 

Then might I sing, without the least offence, 

And all I sung should be the Nation'' s Sense \ 

Or teach the melancholy Muse to mourn, 

Hang the sad Verse on Carolina’s Urn, 80 

And hail her passage to the Realms of Rest, 

All Parts perform’d, and all her Children blest! 

So—Satire is no more—I feel it die— 

No Gazetteer more innocent than I— 

And let, a God’s-name, ev’ry Fool and Knave 8s 

Be grac’d thro’ Life, and flatter’d in his Grave. 

F. Why so } if Satire knows its Time and Place, 

You still may lash the greatest—in Disgrace: 

For Merit will by turns forsake them all; 

Would you know when ? exactly when they fall. 90 

But let all Satire in all Changes spare 
Immortal Selkirk, and grave De la Ware! 

Silent and soft, as Saints remove to Heav’n, 

All Tyes dissolv’d, and ev’ry Sin forgiv’n, 

These may some gentle, ministerial Wing 95 

Receive, and place for ever near a King! 

There, where no Passion, Pride, or Shame transport. 

Lull’d with the sweet Nepenthe of a Court; 

There, where no Father’s, Brother’s, Friend’s disgrace 
Once break their rest, or stir them from their Place: 100 

But past the Sense of human Miseries, 

All Tears are wip’d for ever from all eyes; 

No cheek is known to blush, no heart to throb. 

Save when they lose a Question, or a Job. 

P. Good Heav’n forbid, that I should blast their glory. 
Who know how like Whig Ministers to Tory, 106 

And when three Sov’reigns dy’d, could scarce be vext, 
Consid’ring what a gracious Prince was next. 

80. Carolina] Queen consort to King George 11 . She died in 1737. Her death gave 
occasion, as is observed above, to many indiscreet and mean performances unworthy of 
her memory, whose last moments manifested the utmost courage and resolution. 

92. Immortal Selkirk, and grave De la tVaref] A title given that Lord by King James II. 
He was of the Bedchamber to King William; he was so to King George I. he was so to 
King George II. This Lord was very skilful in all the forms of the House, in which he 
discharged himself with great gravity. 
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Have I, in silent wonder, seen such things 

As Pride in Slaves, and Avarice in Kings; no 

And at a Peer, or Peeress, shall 1 fret, 

Who starves a Sister, or forswears a Debt ? 

Virtue^ I grant you, is an empty boast; 

But shall the Dignity of Vice be lost ? 

Ye Gods! shall Gbber’s Son, without rebuke, ns 

Swear like a Lord, or Rich out-whore a Duke ? 

A Favorite’s Porter with his Master vie. 

Be brib’d as often, and as often lie ? 

Shall Ward draw Contracts with a Statesman’s skill ? 

Or Japhet pocket, like his Grace, a Will ? 120 

Is it for Bond, or Peter, (paltry things) 

To pay their Debts, or keep their Faith, like Kings? 

If Blount dispatch’d himself, he play’d the man, 

And so may’st thou, illustrious Passcran! 

But shall a Printer, weary of his life, 125 

Learn, from their Books, to hang himself and Wife? 

This, this, my friend, I cannot, must not bear; 

Vice thus abus’d, demands a Nation’s care; 

This calls the Church to deprecate our Sin. 

And hurls the Thunder of the Laws on Gin. 130 

Let modest Foster, if he will, cxcell 
Ten Metropolitans in preaching well; 

A simple Quaker, or a Quaker’s Wife, 

Out-do Landaffe in Doctrine,—yea in Life: 

Let humble Allen, with an aukward Shame, 135 

Do good by stealth, and blush to find it Fame. 

Virtue may chuse the high or low Degree, 

’Tis just alike to Virtue, and to me; 


115, ij 6 . Cihber'i Son, — Ri<h\ Two Pla)'crs: look for them in the Dunciad. 

123. Blown] Author of abook intitled The Oracles of Reason, who being in love with 
a near kinswoman of his, and rejected, gave himself a stab in the arm, as pretending to 
kill himself, of the consequence of which he really died. 

124. Passeran!] Author of another, called A philosophical discourse on death. 

125. A Fact that happened in London a few years past. The unhappy man left behind 
him a paper justifying his action by the reasonings of some of these authors. 

130. Gin,] A spirituous liquor, the exorbiunt use of which had almost destroyed the 
lowest rank of the People till it was restrained by an act of Parliament in 1736. 

134. Landaffe] A poor Bishoprick in Wales, a.s poorly supplied. 
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Dwell in a Monk, or light upon a King, 

She’s still the same, belov’d, contented thing. 
yice is undone, if she forgets her Birth, 

And stoops from Angels to the Dregs of Earth: 

But ’tis the Fall degrades her to a Whore; 

Let Greatness own her, and she’s mean no more: 
Her Birth, her Beauty, Crowds and Courts confess. 
Chaste Matrons praise her, and grave Bishops bless; 
In golden Chains the willing World she draws. 

And hers the Gospel is, and hers the Laws, 

Mounts the Tribunal, lifts her scarlet head, 

And sees pale Virtue carted in her stead. 

Lo I at the wheels of her Triumphal Car, 

Old England’s Genius, rough with many a Scar, 
Dragg’d in the dust! his arms hang idly round, 

His Flag inverted trails along the ground! 

Our Youth, all livery’d o’er with foreign Gold, 
Before her dance: behind her, crawl the Old! 

See thronging Millions to the Pagod run, 

And offer Country, Parent, Wife, or Son! 

Hear her black Trumpet thro’ the Land proclaim, 
That Not TO be corrupted is the Shame. 

In Soldier, Churchman, Patriot, Man in Pow’r, 

*Tis Av’rice all. Ambition is no more! 

See, all our Nobles begging to be Slaves! 

See, all our Fools aspiring to be Knaves! 

The Wit of Cheats, the Courage of a Whore, 

Are what ten thousand envy and adore: 

All, all look up, with reverential Awe, 

At Crimes that ’scape, or triumph o’er the Law: 
While Truth, Worth, Wisdom, daily they decry— 
‘Nothing is Sacred now but Villainy.’ 

Yet may this Verse (if such a Verse remain) 

Show, there was one who held it in disdain. 
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Fr. I ''IS all a Libel—Paxton (Sir) will say. 

X. P. Not yet, my Friend! to morrow ’faith it may; 
And for that very cause I print to day. 

How should I fret, to mangle ev’r>’ line, 

In rev’rence to the Sins of Thirty nine! 5 

Vice with such Giant strides comes on amain. 

Invention strives to be before in vain; 

Feign what I will, and paint it e’er so strong, 

Some rising Genius sins up to my Song. 

F. Yet none but you by Name the guilty lash; lo 

Ev’n Guthry saves half Newgate by a Dash. 

Spare then the Person, and expose the Vice. 

P. How, Sir! not damn the Sharper, but the Dice? 

Come on then. Satire! gen’ral, unconfin’d. 

Spread thy broad wing, and sowze on all the kind. is 

Ye Statesmen, Priests, of one Religion all! 

Ye Tradesmen vile, in Army, Court, or Hall! 

Ye Rev’rcnd Atheists. F. Scandal! name them. Who? 

P. Why that’s the thing you bid me not to do. 

Who starv’d a Sister, who forswore a Debt, 20 

I never nam’d; the Town’s enquiring yet. 

The pois’ning Dame—F. You mean—P. I don’t. F. You do. 

P. See, now I keep the Secret, and not you! 

The bribing Statesman—F. Hold, too high you go. 

P. The brib’d Elector—F. There you stoop too low. 25 
P. I fain would please you, if I knew with what; 

Tell me, which Knave is lawful Game, which not? 

Must great Olfcnders, once escap’d the Crown, 

Like Royal Harts, be never more run down ? 


II. Guthry] The Ordinary of Newgate, who publishes the memoirs of the Male¬ 
factors. 
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Admit your Law to spare the Knight requires, 

As Beasts of Nature may we hunt the Squires ? 

Suppose I censure—^you know what I mean— 

To save a Bishop, may I name a Dean ? 

F. A Dean, Sir ? no: his Fortune is not made, 

You hurt a man that’s rising in the Trade. 

P. If not the Tradesman who set up to day. 

Much less the ’Prentice who to morrow may. 

Down, down, proud Satire! tho’ a Realm be spoil’d, 
Arraign no mightier Thief than wretched Wild; 

Or, if a G)urt or Country’s made a job, 

Go drench a Pick-pocket, and join the Mob. 

But, Sir, I beg you (for the Love of Vice!) 

The matter’s weighty, pray consider twice: 

Have you less pity for the needy Cheat, 

The poor and friendless Villain, than the Great? 

Alas! the small Discredit of a Bribe 
Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe. 

Then better sure it Charity becomes 
To tax Directors, who (thank God) have Plums; 

Still better. Ministers; or, if the thing 
May pinch ev’n there—why lay it on a King. 

F. Stop! stop I 

P. ^ust Satire, then, nor rise nor fall ? 

Speak out, and bid me blame no Rogues at all. 

F. Yes, strike that Wildy I’ll justify the blow. 

P. Strike ? why the man was hang’d ten years ago: 
Who now that obsolete Example fears ? 

Ev’n Peter trembles only for his Ears. 

F. What always Peter ? Peter thinks you mad, 

You make men desp’rate if they once are bad: 

Else might he take to Virtue some years hence— 

P. As Selkirk, if he lives, will love the Prince. 

F. Strange spleen to Selldrk I 

P. Do I wrong the Man ? 

God knows, I praise a Courtier where I can. 

39 * Jonathan Wild, a famous TTuef, and Thicf-Impcachcr, who was at last caught 
his own train and hanged. 

57. Peter had, the year before this, narrowly escaped the Pillory for forgery: and c 
off with a severe rebuke only from the bench. 
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When I confess, there is who feels for Fame, 

And melts to Goodness, need I Scarb’row name? 65 
Pleas’d let me own, in Esher's peaceful Grove 
(Where Kent and Nature vye for Pelham’s Love) 

The Scene, the Master, opening to my view, 

I sit and dream I see my Graggs anew! 

Ev’n in a Bishop I can spy Desert; 70 

Seeker is decent, Rundel has a Heart, 

Manners with Candour are to Benson giv’n, 

To Berkley^ ev’ry Virtue under Heav’n. 

But does the Court a worthy Man remove ? 

That instant, I declare, he has my Love: 75 

I shun his Zenith, court his mild Decline; 

Thus Sommers once, and Halifax were mine. 

Oft, in the clear, still Mirrour of Retreat, 

I study’d Shrewsbury, the wise and great: 

Carleton’s calm Sense, and Stanhope’s noble Flame, 
Compar’d, and knew their gen’rous End the same: 81 

How pleasing Atterbury’s softer hourl 
How shin’d the Soul, unconquer’d in the Tow’r! 

How can I Pult’ney, Chesterfield forget, 

While Roman Spirit charms, and Attic Wit: 85 

6$. Scarb'row] Earl of; and Knight of the Garter, whose personal atuchments to the 
king appeared from his steddy adherence to the royal interest, after his resignation of his 
great employment of Master of the Horse; and whose known honour and virtue made 
him esteem^ by all parties. 

66. The house and gardens of Esher in Surrey, belonging to the Honourable Mr. 
Pelham, Brother of the Duke of Newcastle. The author could not have given a more 
amiable idea of his Character than in comparing him to Mr. Craggs. 

77. Sommers] John Lord Sommers died in 1716. He had been Lord Keeper in the 
reign of William III. who took from him the seals in 1700. The author had the honour of 
knowing him in 1706. A faithful, able, and incorrupt minister; who, to the qualities of a 
consummate statesman, added those of a man of Learning and Politeness. 

Halifax] A peer, no less distinguished by his love of letters than his abilities in 
Parliament. He was disgraced in 1710, on the Change of Q.. Aimc’s ministry. 

79, Shrewsbury^ Charles Talbot, Duke of Shrewsbury, bad been Secretary of stale, 
Embassador in France, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, Lord Chamberlain, and Lord 
Treasurer. He several times quitted his employments, and was often recalled. He died in 
1718. 

80. Carleton] Hen. Boyle, Lord Carleton (nephew of the famous Robert Boyle) who 
was Secretary of state under William III. and President of the Council under Q^. Anne. 

Stanhope] James Earl Sunhope. A Nobleman of equal courage, spirit, and learning. 
General in Spain, and Secretary of state. 
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Argyll, the State’s whole Thunder bom to wield, 

And shake alike the Senate and the Field: 

Or Wyndham, just to Freedom and the Throne, 

The Master of our Passions, and his own. 

Names, which I long have lov’d, nor lov’d in vain, 90 
Rank’d with their Friends, not number’d with their Train: 
And if yet higher the proud List should end, 

Still let me say! No Follower, but a Friend. 

Yet think not. Friendship only prompts my lays; 

I follow Virtti€; where she shines, I praise: 95 

Point she to Priest or Elder, Whig or Tory, 

Or round a Quaker’s Beaver cast a Glory. 

I never (to my sorrow I declare) 

Din’d with the Man of Ross, or my Lord May’r. 

Some, in their choice of Friends (nay, look not grave) 100 
Have still a secret Byass to a Knave: 

To find an honest man I beat about, 

And love him, court him, praise him, in or out. 

F. Then why so few commended.^ 

P. Not so fierce; 

Find you the Virtue, and I’ll find the Verse. 105 

But random Praise—the task can ne’er be done; 

Each Mother asks it for her booby Son, 

Each Widow asks it for the Best of Men^ 

For him she weeps, and him she weds agen. 

Praise cannot stoop, like Satire, to the ground; no 

The Number may be hang’d, but not be crown’d. 

Enough for half the Greatest of these days, 

To ’scape my Censure, not expect my Praise. 

Are they not rich ? what more can they pretend } 

Dare they to hope a Poet for their Friend ? 115 

What Richlieu wanted, Louis scarce could gain. 

And what young Ammon wish’d, but wish’d in vain. 

No Pow’r the Muse’s Friendship can command; 

No Pow’r, when Virtue claims it, can withstand: 


88. Wyndham\ Sir William Wyndham, Chancellor of the Exchequer under Queen Anne, 
made early a considerable figure; but since a much greater both by his ability and clo* 
quence, joined with the utmost judgment and temper. 

99. my Lord May'r.} Sir John Barnard. 
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To Ctf/0, Virgil pay’d one honest line; 

O let my Country’s Friends illumin mine! 

—What are you thinking? F. Faith the thought’s no sin, 
I think your Friends are out, and would be in. 

P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 

The way they take is strangely round about. 

F. They too may be corrupted, you’ll allow ? 

P. I only call those Knaves who are so now. 

Is that too little? Come then, I’ll comply— 

Spirit of Arnall! aid me while I lye. 

Cobham’s a Coward, Polwarth is a Slave, 

And Lyttleton a dark, designing Knave, 

St. John has ever been a wealthy Fool— 

But let me add. Sir Robert’s mighty dull, 

Has never made a Friend in private life, 

And was, besides, a Tyrant to his Wife. 

But pray, when others praise him, do I blame? 

Call Verres, Wolsey, any odious name? 

Why rail they then, if but a Wreath of mine, 

Oh All-accomplish’d St. John! deck ihy shrine? 

What? shall each spur-gall’d Hackney of the day. 

When Paxton gives him double Pots and Pay, 

Or each new-pension’d Sycophant, pretend 
To break my Windows, if I treat a Friend ? 

Then wisely plead, to me they meant no hurt. 

But ’twas my Guest at whom they threw the dirt? 

Sure, if I spare the Minister, no rules 
Of Honour bind me, not to maul his Tools; 

Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be said 
His Saws are toothless, and his Hatchets Lead. 

It anger’d Turenne, once upon a day. 

To see a Footman kick’d that took his pay: 

But when he heard th’ Affront the Fellow gave, 

Knew one a Man of honour, one a Knave; 

The prudent Gen’ral turn’d it to a jest, 

And begg’d, he’d take the pains to kick the rest: 
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130. Polwarih.'l The Hon. Hugh Hume, Son of Alexander Earl of Marchinont, 
Grandson of Patric Earl of Marchmont, and distinguished, like them, in the cause of 
Libcny. 
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Which not at present having time to do— 

F. Hold Sirl for God’s-sake where’s th’ Affront to you ? 
Against your worship when had Selkirk writ ? 

Or Page pour’d forth the Torrent of his Wit ? 

Or grant the Bard whose distich all commend 160 

[In Pow*r a Servant, out of Pow'r a friend\ 

To Walpole guilty of some venial sin; 

What’s that to you who ne’er was out nor in ? 

The Priest whose Flattery be-dropt the Crown, 

How hurt he you ? he only stain’d the Gown. 165 

And how did, pray, the florid Youth offend. 

Whose Speech you took, and gave it to a Friend ? 

P. Faith, it imports not much from whom it came,) 
Whoever borrow’d, could not be to blame, 

Since the whole House did afterwards the same. 

Let Courtly Wits to Wits afford supply, 

As Hog to Hog in huts of Westphaly; 

If one, thro* Nature’s Bounty or his Lord’s, 

Has what the frugal, dirty soil affords, 

From him the next receives it, thick or thin. 

As pure a mess almost as it came in; 

The blessed benefit, not there confin’d. 

Drops to the third, who nuzzles close behind; 

From tail to mouth, they feed and they carouse: 

The last full fairly gives it to the House. 

F. This filthy simile, this beastly line 
Quite turns my stomach— 

P. So does Flatt’ry mine; 

And all your courtly Civet-cats can vent. 

Perfume to you, to me is Excrement. 

But hear me further—Japhet, ’tis agreed, 

Writ not, and Chartres scarce could write or read 
In all the Courts of Pindus guiltless quite; 

But Pens can forge, my Friend, that cannot write; 

And must no Egg in Japhet’s face be thrown. 

Because the Deed he forg’d was not my own ? 

160. A verse taken out of a poem to Sir R. W. 

164. Spoken not of any panicular priest, but of many priests. 

166. This seems to allude to a complaint made v. 71, of the preceding Dialogue. 
Japhet—Chartres] See the Epistle to Lord Bathurst. 
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Must never Patriot then declaim at Gin, 

Unless, good man! he has been fairly in ? 

No zealous Pastor blame a failing Spouse, 

Without a staring Reason on his brows ? 

And each Blasphemer quite escape the rod. 

Because the insult’s not on Man, but God ? 

Ask you what Provocation I have had ? 

The strong Antipathy of Good to Bad. 

When Truth or Virtue an Affront endures, 
Th’Affront is mine, my friend, and should be yours. 
Mine, as a Foe profess’d to false Pretence, 

Who think a Coxcomb’s Honour like his Sense; 
Mine, as a Friend to ev'ry worthy mind; 

And mine as Man, who feel for all mankind. 

F. You’re strangely proud. 

P. So proud, I am no Slave: ') 
So impudent, I own myself no Knave: } 

So odd, my Country’s Ruin makes me grave. j 
Yes, I am proud; I must be proud to see 
Men not afraid of God, afraid of me: 

Safe from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, 

Yet touch’d and sham’d by Ridicule alone. 

O sacred weapon! left for Truth’s defence. 

Sole Dread of Folly, Vice, and Insolence! 

To all but Heav’n-directed hands deny’d, 

The Muse may give thee, but the God must guide: 
Rev’rent I touch thee I but with honest zeal; 

To rouse the Watchmen of the public Weal, 

To Virtue’s work provoke the tardy Hall, 

And goad the Prelate slumb’ring in his Stall. 

Ye tinsel Insects! whom a Court maintains. 

That counts your Beauties only by your Stains, 

Spin all your Cobwebs o’er the Eye of Day! 

The Muse’s wing shall brush you all away: 

All his Grace preaches, all his Lordship sings, 

All that makes Saints of Queens, and Gods of Kings, 
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204. From Terence: 'Homo sum: humani nihil a me alienum puto.’ 

222. Cobwebs] Weak and slight sophistry against virtue and honour. Thin colours over 
vice, as unable to hide the light of Truth, as cobwebs to shade the sun. 



422 


EPILOGUE TO THE SATIRES 


All, all but Truth, drops dead-bom from the Press, 

Like the last Gazette, or the last Address. 

When black Ambition stains a public Cause, 

A Monarch’s sword when mad Vain-glory draws, 

Not Waller’s Wreath can hide the Nation’s Scar, 230 

Nor Boileau turn the Feather to a Star. 

Not so, when diadem’d with rays divine, 

Touch’d with the Flame that breaks from Virtue’s Shrine, 
Her Priestess Muse forbids the Good to die, 

And opes the Temple of Eternity. 235 

There, other Trophies deck the truly brave, 

Than such as Anstis casts into the Grave; 

Far other Stars than * and * • wear. 

And may descend to Mordington from Stair: 

(Such as on Hough’s unsully’d Mitre shine, 240 

Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) 

Let Envy howl, while Heav’n’s whole Chorus sings. 

And bark at Honour not confer’d by Kings; 

Let Flatt’ry sickening see the Incense rise, 

Sweet to the World, and grateful to the Skies; 245 

Truth guards the Poet, sanctifies the line. 

And makes immortal, Verse as mean as mine. 

Yes, the last Pen for Freedom let me draw, 

When Truth stands trembling on the edge of Law; 

Here, Last of Britons! let your Names be read; ’ 250 

Are none, none living.? let me praise the Dead, 

And for that Cause which made your Fathers shine, 

Fall by the Votes of their degen’rate Line. 


228. The case of Cromwell in the cUil war of England; and (229) of Louis XIV. in 
his conquest of the Low Countries. 

231. Nor Boileau turn the Feather to a Star.] See his Ode on Namur; where (to use his 
own words) ‘il a fait un Astre dc la Plume blanche que le Roy porte ordinairement i son 
Chapeau, et qui est en effet une espcce de Comete, fatale a nos ennemis.’ 

237- ''Instis] The chief Hcraldat Arms. It is the custom, at the funeral of great peers, to 
cast into the grave the broken staves and ensigns of honour. * 

239. John Dalrymple Earl of Stair, Knight of the Thistle; seiwcd in all the wars 
under the Duke of Marlborough; and afterwards as Embassador in France. 

240, 241. Hough and Digby] Dr. John Hough Bishop of Worcester, and the Lord 
Digby. The one an assertor of the Church of England in opposition to the false measures 
of King James II. The other as firmly attached to the cause of that King. Both acting out 
of principle, and equally men of honour and virtue. 
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F. Alas! alas! pray end what you began, 

And write next winter more Essays on Man. 255 

255. This was the last poem of the kind printed by our author, ttith a resolution to 
publish no more; but to enter thus, in the most plain and solemn manner he could, a sort 
of PROTEST against that insuperable corruption and depravity of manners, which he had 
been so unhappy as to live to sec. Could he have hoped to have amended any, he had 
continued those attacks; but bad men were grown so shameless and so powerful, that 
Ridicule was become as unsafe as it was ineffectual. The Poem raised him, as he knew it 
would, some enemies; but he had reason to be satisfied with the approbation of good men, 
and the testimony of his own conscience. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


T O T H E 

READER 

T have longhad a design ofgivingsome sort of Notes on the Works 

A of this Poet. Before I had the happiness of his acquaintance, I had 
written a Commentary on his Essay on Man, and have since finished 
another on the Essay on Criticism. There mas one already on the 
Dunciad, had met with general approbation: but I still thought 
some additions mere manting {of a more serious kind) to the humorous 
Notes of Scriblerus, and even to those mritten by Mr. Clcland, Dr. 
Arbuthnot, and others. I had lately the pleasure to pass some months 
with the Author in the Country, mhere I prevailed upon him to do 
what I had long desired, and favour me with his explanation of several 
passages in his Works. It happened that just at that Juncture mas 
published a ridiculous book against him, full ofPersonal Reflections mhich 
jurnished him mith a lucky opportunity of improving This Poem, by 
giving It the only thing it manted, a more considerable Hero. He 
was almays sensible of its defect in that particular, and ornned he had let 
it pass mith the Hero it had, purely for mant of a better ; not entertain¬ 
ing the least expectation that such an one mas reserved for this Post, as 
has since obtained the Laurel; But since that had happened, he could 
no longer deny this justice either to him or the Dunciad. 

And yet / mill venture to say, there mas another motive mhich had still 

moremeight mith our Author: This person mas one, who from every Folly 

{not to say Vice) of which another mould be ashamed, has constantly 

arrived a Vanity; and therefore mas the man in the world w-ho W'ould 
least be hurt by it. 


W. W. 



By AUTHORITY 


|8p birtue of tfje autfjoritp in befitcb bp tfic Act for subjecting 
Poets to the power of a Licenser, toe rebi^eb tbis $iete; babere 
finbing tbe fitpic anb appellation of King to babe been giben to a 
certain Pretender, Pseudo-Poet, or Phantom, of tbe name of T i BB ALD; 
anb apprebenbing tbe same map be beemeb in fiome flort a SReflec- 
tion on Majesty, or at least an insult on that Xegal Slutboritp tobicb 
bas bestotoeb on another person tbe Crown of Poesy: babe orbereb 

tbe Saib Pretender, Pseudo-Poet, or Phantom, utterlp to vanish, anb 
evaporate out of this baorb: 9 nb bo betlare tbe Saib tfbronc of $oeSp 
from bencefovtb to be afabicatcb anb bacant, unless bulp anb lafcofullp 
supplieb bp tbe Laureate himself Slnb it is berebp enacteb, that no 
other person bo presume to fill the Same. 
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A 

LETTER 

TO THE 

PUBLISHER 

Occasioned by the first correct 
Edition of the DUNCI AD 


I T is with pleasure I hear, that you have procured a correct copy 
of the Dunciad, which the many surreptitious ones have 
rendered so necessary; and it is yet with more, that I am informed it 
will be attended with a Commentary; A Work so requisite, that I 
cannot think the Author himself would have omitted it, had he 
approved of the first appearance of this Poem. 

Such Notes as have occurred to me I herewith send you; You will 
oblige me by inserting them amongst those which are, or will be, 
transmitted to you by others; since not only the Author’s friends, 
but even strangers, appear engaged by humanity, to take some care 
of an Orphan of so much genius and spirit, which its parent seems to 
have abandoned from the very beginning, and suffered to step into 
the world naked, unguarded, and unattended. 

It was upon reading some of the abusive papers lately published, 
that my peat regard to a Person, whose Friendship I esteem as one 
of the chief honours of my life, and a much greater respect to Truth, 
than to him or any man living, engaged me in enquiries, of which the 
inclosed Notes are the fruit. 

I perceived, that most of these Authors had been (doubtless very 
wisely) the first aggressors. They had tried, ’till they were wear)', 
what was to be got by railing at each other; Nobody was either con¬ 
cerned or surprised, if this or that scribler was proved a dunce. But 
every one was curious to read what could be said to prove Mr. Pope 
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one, and was ready to pay something for such a discovery: A strata¬ 
gem, which would they fairly own, it might not only reconcile them 
to me, but screen them from the resentment of their lawful Superiors, 
whom they daily abuse, only (as I charitably hope) to get that by them, 
which they cannot get from them. 

I found this was not all: Ill success in that had transported them 
to Personal abuse, either of himself, or (what I think he could less 
forgive) of his Friends. They had called Men of virtue and honour 
bad Men, long before he had either leisure or inclination to call them 
bad Writers: And some had been such old offenders, that he had 
quite forgotten their persons as well as their slanders, ’till they were 
pleased to revive them. 

Now what had Mr. Pope done before, to incense them } He had 
published those works which are in the hands of every body, in 
which not the least mention is made of any of them. And what has he 
done since? He has laughed, and written the D unci ad. What has 
that said of them? A very serious truth, which the public had said 
before, that they were dull; And what it had no sooner said, but they 
themselves were at great pains to procure or even purchase room in 
the prints, to testify under their hands to the truth of it. 

I should still have been silent, if either 1 had seen any inclination 
in my friend to be serious with such accusers, or if they had only 
meddled with his Writings; since whoever publishes, puts himself on 
his trial by his Country. But when his Moral character was attacked, 
and in a manner from which neither truth nor virtue can secure the 
most innocent, in a manner, which, though it annihilates the credit 
of the accusation with the just and impartial, yet aggravates very 
much the guilt of the accusers; I mean by Authors without names: 
then I thought, since the danger was common to all, the concern 
ought to be so; and that it was an act of justice to detect the Authors, 
not only on this account, but as many of them are the same who for 
several years past have made free with the greatest names in Church 
and State, exposed to the world the private misfortunes of Families, 
abused all, even to Women, and whose prostituted papers (for one 
or other Party, in the unhappy divisions of their Country) have 
insulted the Fallen, the Friendless, the Exil’d, and the Dead. 

Besides this, which 1 take to be a public concern, I have already 
confessed I had a private one. I am one of that number who have 
long loved and esteemed Mr. Pope; and had often declared it was 
not his capacity or writings (which we ever thought the least valuable 
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part of his character) but the honest, open, and beneficent man, that 
we most esteemed, and loved in him. Now, if what these people say 
were believed, I must appear to all my friends either a fool, or a 
knave; either imposed on myself, or imposing on them; so that I am 
as much interested in the confutation of these calumnies, as he is him¬ 
self. 

I am no Author, and consequently not to be suspected either of 
jealousy or resentment against any of the Men, of whom scarce one 
is known to me by sight; and as for their Writings, I have sought 
them (on this one occasion) in vain, in the closets and libraries of all 
my acquaintance. I had still been in the dark, if a Gentleman had 
not procured me (I suppose from some of themselves, for they are 
generally much more dangerous friends than enemies) ^e passages I 
send you. I solemnly protest I have added nothing to the malice or 
absurdity of them; which it behoves me to declare, since the vouch¬ 
ers themselves will be so soon and so irrecoverably lost. You may in 
some measure prevent it, by preserving at least their Titles*, and dis¬ 
covering (as far as you can depend on the truth of your information) 
the Names of the concealed authors. 

The first objection I have heard made to the Poem is, that the 
persons are too obscure for satyr. The persons themselves, rather 
than allow the objection, would forgive the satyr; and if one could be 
tempted to afford it a serious answer, were not all assassinates, popu¬ 
lar insurrections, the insolence of the rabble without doors, and of 
domestics within, most wrongfully chastised, if the Meanness of 
offenders indemnified them from punishment ? On the contrary, 
Obscurity renders them more dangerous, as less thought of: Law can 
pronounce judgment only on open facts; Morality alone can pass 
censure on intentions of mischief; so that for secret calumny, or the 
arrow flying in the dark, there is no public punishment left, but what 
a good Writer inflicts. 

The next objection is, that these sort of authors are poor. That 
might be pleaded as an excuse at the Old Baily, for lesser crimes than 
Defamation, (for ’tis the case of almost all who are tried there) but 
sure it can be none: For who will pretend that the robbing another 
of his Reputation supplies the want of it in himself.? I question not 
but such authors are poor, and heartily wish the objection were re¬ 
moved by any honest livelihood. But Poverty is here the accident, 
not the subject: He who describes Malice and Villany to be pale and 

* Which wc have done in a List printed in the Appendix. 



A LETTER TO THE PUBLISHER 


433 

meagre, expresses not the least anger against Paleness or Leanness, 
but against Malice and Villany. The Apothecary in Romeo and 
Juliet is poor; but is he therefore justified in vending poison? Not 
but Poverty itself becomes a just subject of satyr, when it is the con¬ 
sequence of vice, prodigality, or neglect of one's lawful calling: for 
then it increases the public burden, fills the streets and highways 
with Robbers, and the garrets with Clippers, Coiners, and WeeUy 
Journalists. 

But admitting that two or three of these offend less in their morals, 
than in their writings; must Poverty make nonsense sacred? If so, 
the fame of bad authors would be much better consulted than that of 
all the good ones in the world; and not one of an hundred had ever 
been called by his right name. 

They mistake the whole matter: It is not charity to encourage 
them in the way they follow, but to get them out of it; for men are 
not bunglers because they are poor, but they are poor because they 
are bunglers. 

Is it not pleasant enough, to hear our authors crying out on the 
one hand, as if their persons and characters were too sacred for 
Satyr; and the public objecting on the other, that they are too mean 
even for Ridicule? But whether Bread or Fame be their end, it must 
be allowed, our author, by and in this Poem, has mercifully given 
them a little of both. 

There are two or three, who by their rank and fortune have no 
benefit from the former objections, supposing them good, and these 
I was sorry to see in such company. But if, without any provocation, 
two or three Gentlemen will fall upon one, in an affair wherein his 
interest and reputation are equally embarked; they cannot certainly, 
after they have been content to print themselves his enemies, 
complain of being put into the number of them. 

Others, I am told, pretend to have been once his Friends. Surely 
they are their enemies who say so, since nothing can be more odious 
than to treat a friend as they have done. But of this I cannot persuade 
myself, when I consider the constant and eternal aversion of all bad 
writers to a good one. 

Such as claim a merit from being his Admirers I would gladly 
ask, if it lays him under a personal obligation ? At that rate he would 
be the most obliged humble servant in tlie world. I dare swear for 
these in particular, he never desired them to be his admirers, nor 
promised in return to be theirs: That had truly been a sign he was of 

p 
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their acquaintance; but would not the malicious world have sus¬ 
pected such an approbation of some motive worse than ignorance, in 
the author of the Essay on Criticism ? Be it as it will, the reasons of 
their Admiration and of his Contempt are equally subsisting, for his 
works and theirs are the very same that they were. 

One, therefore, of their assertions I believe may be true, *That he 
has a contempt for their writings.’ And there is another, which 
would probably be sooner allowed by himself than by any good 
judge beside, ‘That his own have found too much success with the 
public , But as it cannot consist with his modesty to claim this as a 
justice, it lies not on him, but entirely on the public, to defend its 
own judgment. 

There remains what in my opinion might seem a better plea for 
these people, than any they have made use of If Obscurity or Poverty 
were to exempt a man from satyr, much more should Folly or 
Dulncss, which are still more involuntary; nay, as much so as per¬ 
sonal Deformity. But even this will not help them: Deformity 
becomes an object of Ridicule when a man sets up for being hand¬ 
some; and so must Dulness when he sets up for a Wit. They are not 
ridiculed because Ridicule in itself is, or ought to be, a pleasure; but 
because it is just to undeceive and vindicate the honest and unpre¬ 
tending part of mankind from imposition, because particular interest 
ought to yield to general, and a great number who are not naturally 
bools, ought never to be made so, in complaisance to a few who are. 
Accordingly we find that in all ages, all vain pretenders, were they 
ever so poor or ever so dull, have been constantly the topics of the 

most candid satyrists, from the Codrus of Juvenal to the Damon 
of B 0 I L E A u. 

Having mentioned Boileau, the greatest Poet and most judicious 
Critic of his age and countr^^ admirable for his Talents, and yet 
perhaps more admirable for his Judgment in the proper application 
of them, I cannot help remarking the resemblance betwLxt him and 
our author, in Qualities, Fame, and Fortune; in the distinctions 
shewn them by their Superiors, in the general esteem of their Equals, 
and in their extended reputation amongst Foreigners; in the latter of 
which ours has met with the better fate, as he has had for his Trans¬ 
lators persons of the most eminent rank and abilities in their respec¬ 
tive nations . But the resemblance holds in nothing more, than in 

‘’ Essay on Criticism, in French verse, by General Hamilton; the sr.me, in verse also 
by Monsieur Roboton, Counsellor and Privy Secretary to King George I., after by the 
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their being equally abused by the ignorant pretenders to Poetry of 
their times; of which not the least memory will remain but in their 
own Writings, and in the Notes made upon them. What Boileau 
has done in almost all his poems, our author has only in this: I 
dare answer for him he will do it in no more; and on this principle, 
of attacking few but who had slandered him, he could not have 
done it at all, had he been confined from censuring obscure and 
worthless persons, for scarce any other were his enemies. However, 
as the parity is so remarkable, I hope it will continue to the last; 
and if ever he shall give us an edition of this Poem himself, I may 
see some of them treated as gently, on their repentance or better 
merit, as Perrault and Quinault were at last by Boileau. 

In one point I must be allowed to think the character of our 
English Poet the more amiable. He has not been a follower of 
Fortune or Success; he has lived with the Great without flattery; been 
a friend to Men in power, without pensions, from whom, as he asked, 
so he received no favour, but what was done Him in his Friends. 
As his Satyrs were the more just for being delayed, so were his Pane- 
g>Tics; bestowed only on such persons as he had familiarly known, 
only for such virtues as he had long observed in them, and only at 
such times as others cease to praise, if not begin to calumniate them, 

I mean when out of power or out of fashion®. A satyr, therefore, 
on writers so notorious for the contrary practice, became no man so 
well as himself; as none, it is plain, was so little in their friendships, 
or so much in that of those whom they had most abused, namely 
the Greatest and Best of all Parties. Let me add a further reason, 
that, though engaged in their Friendships, he never espoused their 
Animosities; and can almost singly challenge this honour, not to 
have written a line of any man, which, through Guilt, through Shame, 
or through Fear, through variety of Fortune, or ch.ange of Interests, 
he was ever unwilling to own. 

AbW Reynel, in verse, wiih notes. Rape of the Lock, in French, by the Princess of Conti, 
Pam 1728. and in Italian verse, by the Abbi Conti, a Noble Venetian; and by the Mar¬ 
quis Rangoni, Envoy Extraordinary from Modena to King George II. Others of his 
works by Saivini of Florence, CTr. His Essays and Dissertations on Homer, several times 
transbted in French. Essay on Man, by the Abbe Reynel. in verse, by Monsieur 
Silhouet, in prose, 1737. and since by others in French, Italian, and Latin. 

' As Mr. Wycherley, at the time the Town declaimed again.st his book of Poems; Mr. 
Walsh, after his death; Sir William Trumbull, when he had resigned the Office of 
Secretary of Sute; Lord Bolingbroke. at his leaving England after the Queen’s death; 
Lord Oxford in his last decline of life; Mr. Secretary Craggs, at the end of the South Sea 
year, and after his death; Others only in Epitaphs. 
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I shall conclude with remarking what a pleasure it must be to 
every reader of Humanity, to see ail along, that our Author in his 
very laughter is not indulging his own ill-nature, but only punishing 
that of others. As to his Poem, those alone are capable of doing it 
justice, who, to use the words of a great writer, Imow how hard it 
is (with regard both to his subject and his manner) VETUSTis dare 

NOVITATEM, OBSOLETIS NITOREM, OBSCURIS LUCEM, FASTI- 
DITIS GRATIAM. I am 

Your most humble servant, 

William Cleland^. 

St. James’s 
Dec. 22, 1728. 

This Gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the University of Utrecht, with the 
Earl of Mar. He served in Spain under Earl Rivers. After the Peace, he was m^e one of 
the Commissioners of the Customs in Scotland, and then of Taxes in England, in which 
having shewn himself for twenty years diligent, punctual, and incorruptible, though 
without any other assistance of Fortune, he was suddenly displaced by the Mhuster in 
the sixty eighth year of his age; and died two months after, in 1741. He was a person of 
Univer^ Learning, and an enlarged Conversation; no man had a warmer heart for his 
Friend, or a sincerer attachment to the Constitution of his Country. 



TESTIMONIES 

OF 

AUTHORS 

Concerning our Poet and his Works 

M. SCRIBLERUS Lectori S. 

B efore we present thee with our exercitations on this most 
delectable Poem (drawn from the many volumes of our Adver¬ 
saria on modern Authors) we shall here, according to the laudable 
usage of editors, collect the various judgments of the Learned con¬ 
cerning our Poet: Various indeed, not only of different authors, but 
of the same author at different seasons. Nor shall we gather only the 
Testimonies of such eminent Wits, as would of course descend to 
posterity, and consequently be read without our collection; but we 
shall likewise with incredible labour seek out for divers others, 
which, but for this our diligence, could never at the distance of a 
few months appear to the eye of the most curious. Hereby thou may’st 
not only receive the dclectaton of Variety, but also arrive at a more 
certain judgment, by a grave and circumspect comparison of the 
Witnesses with each other, or of each with himself. Hence also thou 
wilt be enabled to draw reflections, not only of a critical, but a moral 
nature, by being let into many particulars of the Person as well as 
Genius, and of the Fortune as well as Merit, of our Author: In which 
if I relate some things of little concern peradventure to thee, and 
some of as little even to him; I entreat thee to consider how minutely 
all true critics and commentators are wont to insist upon such, and 
how material they seem to themselves, if to none other. Forgive me, 
gentle reader, if (following learned example) I ever and anon become 
tedious: allow me to take the same pains to find whether my author 
were good or bad, well or ill-natured, modest or arrogant; as another, 
whether his author was fair or brown, short or tall, or whether he 
wore a coat or a cassock. 

We purposed to begin with his Life, Parentage, and Education: 
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But as to these, even his cotemporaries do exceedingly differ. One 
saith*, he was educated at home; another*", that he was bred at St. 
Omer’s by Jesuits; a thirds not at St, Omer’s, but at Oxford; a 
fourth'^, that he had no University education at all. Those who allow 
him to be bred at home, differ as much concerning his Tutor: One 
saith®, he was kept by his father on purpose; a second^, that he was 
an itinerant priest; a thirds, that he was a parson; one** calleth him a 
secular clergyman of the Church of Rome; another^, a monk. As 
little do they agree about his Father, whom one*' supposeth, like the 
Father of Hesiod, a tradesman or merchant; another*, a husband¬ 
man ; another'", a hatter, c. Nor has an author been wanting to give 
our Poet such a father as Apuleius hath to Plato, Jamblicus to 
Pythagoras, and divers to Homer, namely a D$mon: For thus Mr. 
Gildon": ‘Certain it is, that his original is not from Adam, but the 
Devil; and that he wanteth nothing but horns and tail to be the 
exact resemblance of his infernal Father.* Finding, therefore, such 
contrariety of opinions, and (whatever be ours of this sort of genera¬ 
tion) not being fond to enter into controversy, we shall defer writing 
the life of our Poet, ’till authors can determine among themselves 
what Parents or Education he had, or whether he had any Education 
or Parents at all. 

Proceed we to what is more certain, his Works, tho’ not less un¬ 
certain the judgments concerning them; beginning with his Essay 
on Criticism, on which hear first the most ancient of Critics, 

Mr. John Dennis. 

‘His precepts are false or trivial, or both; his thoughts are crude 
and abortive, his expressions absurd, his numbers harsh and un¬ 
musical, his rhymes trivial and common;—instead of majesty, we 
have something that is very mean; instead of gravity, something 

" Giles Jacob’s Lives of Poets, vol. ii. in his Life. 

^ Dennis’s Reflect, on the Essay on Grit. « Dunciad dissected, p. 4. 

Guardian, N® 40. « Jacob’s Lives &c. vol. ii. 

f Dunciad dissected, p. 4. b Farmer P. and his son. 

^ Dune, dissect. ‘ Characters of the times, p. 45. 

F'emale Dune, p. ult. i Dune, dissect. 

Roome, Paraphrase on the 4th of Genesis, printed 172Q. 

“ Character of Mr. P. and his Writings, in a Letter to a Friend, printed for S. Popping, 
1716. p. 10. Curl, in his Key to the Dunciad (first edit, said to be printed for A. Dodd) 
in the loth page, declared Gildon to be author of that libel; though in the subsequent 
editions of his Key he left out this assertion, and affirmed (in the Curliad, p. 4. and 8.) 
that it was writ by Dennis only. 
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that is very boyish; and instead of perspicuity and lucid order, we 
have but too often obscurity and confusion/ And in another place: 
‘What rare numbers are here! Would not one swear that this young¬ 
ster had espoused some antiquated muse, who had sued out a 
divorce from some superannuated sinner, upon account of impo¬ 
tence, and who, being poxed by her former spouse, has got the gout 
in her decrepid age, which makes her hobble so damnably^ / No less 
peremptory is the censure of our hypercritical Historian 

Mr. Oldmixon. 

‘I dare not say any thing of the Essay on Criticism in verse; but if 
any more curious reader has discovered in it something new which 
is not in Dryden*s prefaces, dedications, and his essay on dramatic 
poetry, not to mention the French critics, I should be very glad to 
have the benefit of the discovery^.* 

He is followed (as in fame, so in judgment) by the modest and 
simple minded 

Mr. Leonard Welsted; 

Who, out of great respect to our poet not naming him, doth yet 
glance at his Essay, together with the Duke of Buckingham’s, and 
the Criticisms of Drydcn, and of Horace, which he more openly 
taxeth**: ‘As to the numerous treatises, essays, arts, c. both in verse 
and prose, that have been written by the modems on this ground¬ 
work, they do but hackney the same thoughts over agahiy making 
them still more trite. Most of their pieces are nothing but a pert, 
insipid heap of common place. Horace has even in his Art of Poetr)' 
thrown out several things which plainly shew, he thought an Art of 
Poetry was of no use, even while he was writing one.* 

To all which great authorities, we can only oppose that of 

Mr. Addison. 

‘"The Art of Criticism (saith he) which was published some 
months since, is a master-piece in its kind. The observations follow 
one another, like those in Horace’s Art of Poetry, without that 

® Reflections critical and satyrical on a Rhapsody called An Essay on Criticism. 
Printed for Bernard Lintot, ocuvo. 

P Essay on Criticism in prose, ocuvo, i72fl. by the author of the Critical History of 
England. 

** Preface to his Poems, p. i8, 53. 


' Spectator, N® 253. 



THE DUNCIAD 


440 

methodical regularity which would have been requisite in a prose- 
writer. They are some of them uncommon^ but such as the reader 
must assent to, when he sees them explain’d with that ease and 
perspicuity in which they are delivered. As for those which are the 
most knomt and the most receiv'd^ they are placed in so beautiful a 
light, and illustrated with such apt allusions, that they have in them 
all the graces of novelty; and make the reader, who was before ac¬ 
quainted with them, still more convinc’d of their truth and solidity. 
And here give me leave to mention what Monsieur Boileau has so 
well enlarged upon in the preface to his works: That wit and fine 
writing doth not consist so much in advancing things that are new, 
as in giving things that are known an agreeable turn. It is impossible 
for us who live in the latter ages of the world, to make observations 
in criticism, morality, or any art or science, which have not been 
touch’d upon by others; we have little else left us, but to represent 
the common sense of mankind in more strong, more beautiful, or 
more uncommon lights. If a reader examines Horace’s Art of 
Poetry, he will find but few precepts in it, which he may not meet 
with in Aristotle, and which were not commonly known by all the 
poets of the Augustan age. His way of expressing, and applying 
them, not his invention of them, is what we are chiefly to admire. 

‘Longinus, in his Reflexions, has given us the same kind of sublime, 
which he observes in the several passages that occasioned them: I 
cannot but take notice that our English author has after the same 
manner exemplify’d several of the precepts in the very precepts 
themselves.’ He then produces some instances of a particular 
beauty in the numbers, and concludes with saying, that ‘there are 
three poems in our tongue of the same nature, and each a master¬ 
piece in its kind; The Essay on Translated Verse; the Essay on the 
Art of Poetry; and the Essay on Criticism.’ 

OfWiNDSORpOREST, positive is the judgment of the affirmative 


Mr. John Dennis, 

‘"That it is a wretched rhapsody, impudently w’rit in emulation of 
the Cooper’s Hill of Sir John Denham: The author of it is obscure, 
is ambiguous, is affected, is temerarious, is barbarous.’ 

But the author of the Dispensary 


• Leiter to B. B. at the end of the Remarks on Pope’s Homer, 1717. 
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Dr. Garth, 

in the preface to his poem of Claremont, differs from this opinion: 
‘Those who have seen these two excellent poems of Cooper’s Hill, 
and Windsor Forest, the one written by Sir John Denham, the 
other by Mr. Pope, will shew a great deal of candour if they approve 
of this.’ 

Of the Epistle of Eloisa, we are told by the obscure writer of a 
poem called Sawney^ ‘That because Prior’s Henry and Emma 
charm’d the finest tastes, our author writ his Eloise, in opposition to 
it; but forgot innocence and virtue: If you take away her tender 
thoughts, and her fierce desires, all the rest is of no value.* In which, 
methinks, his judgment resembleth that of a French taylor on a Villa 
and gardens by the Thames: ‘All this is very fine, but take away the 
river, and it is good for nothing.’ 

But very contrary hereunto was the opinion of 

Mr. Prior 

himself, saying in his Alma'^y 

O Abelard! ill fated youth, 

Thy tale will justify this truth. 

But well I weet thy cruel wrong 
Adorns a nobler Poet’s song: 

Dan Popcy for thy misfortune griev’d. 

With kind concern and skill has weav’d 
A silken web; and ne’er shall fade 
Its colours: gently has he laid 
The mantle o’er thy sad distress. 

And Venus shall the texture bless, C'r. 

Come we now to his translation of the Iliad, celebrated by nume¬ 
rous pens, yet shall it suffice to mention the indefatigable 

Sir Richard Blackmore, Kt. 

Who (tho’ otherwise a severe censurer of our author) yet styleth this 
a ‘laudable translation'^.’ That ready writer 

Mr. Oldmixon, 

in his forementioned Essay, frequently commends the same. And the 
painful 

* Printed 1728, p. 12. 

* Alma, Cant. 2. 


* In his Essays, vol. i. printed for E. Curl. 
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Mr. Lewis Theobald 

thus extols it% ‘The spirit of Homer breathes all through this trans¬ 
lation.—I am in doubt, whether I should most admire the justness 
to the original, or the force and beauty of the language, or the 
sounding variety of the numbers: But when I find all these meet, it 
puts me in mind of what the poet says of one of his heroes. That he 
alone rais’d and flung with ease a weighty stone, that two common 
men could not lift from the ground; just so, one single person has 
performed in this translation, what I once despaired to have seen 
done by the force of several masterly hands.* Indeed the same 
gentleman appears to have chang’d his sentiment in his Essay on the 
Art of sinking in reputation, (printed in Mist’s Journal, March 30, 
1728.) where he says thus: ‘In order to sink in reputation, let him 
take it into his head to descend into Homer (let the world wonder, 
as it will, how the devil he got there) and pretend to do him into 
English, so his version denote his neglect of the manner how.’ 
Strange Variation! We are told in 

Mist’s Journal, June 8. 

‘That this translation of the Iliad was not in all respects conform¬ 
able to the fine taste of his friend Mr. Addison; insomuch that he 
employed a younger muse., in an undertaking of this kind, which he 
supervised himself.’ Whether Mr. Addison did find it conformable 
to his taste, or not, best appears from his own testimony the year 
following its publication, in these words: 

Mr. Addison, Freeholder, N° 40. 

‘When I consider myself as a British freeholder, I am in a particular 
manner pleased with the labours of those who have improved our 
language with the translations of old Greek and Latin authors.—We 
have already most of their Historians in our own tongue, and what is 
more for the honour of our language, it has been taught to express 
with elegance the greatest of their Poets in each nation. The illiter¬ 
ate among our own countrymen may learn to judge from Dr>'den’s 
Virgil of the most perfect Epic performance. And those parts of 
Homer which have been published already by Mr. Pope, give us 
reason to think that the Iliad will appear in English with as little 
disadvantage to that immortal poem.’ 


* Onsor, vol. ii. n. 33. 
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As to the rest, there is a slight mistake, for this younger muse was 
an elder: Nor was the gentleman (who is a friend of our author) 
employ’d by Mr. Addison to translate it after him^ since he saith 
himself that he did it before'^. Contrariwise that Mr. Addison en¬ 
gaged our author in this work appeareth by declaration thereof in 
the preface to the Iliad, printed some time before his death, and by his 
own letters of October 26, and November 2, 1713. where he declares 
it is his opinion, that no other person was equal to it. 

Next comes his Shakespear on the stage: ‘Let him (quoth one, 
whom I take to be 

Mr. Theobald, Mist’s Journal, June 8, 1728.) 

publish such an author as he has least studied, and forget to dis¬ 
charge even the dull duty of an editor. In this project let him lend 
the bookseller his name (for a competent sum of money) to promote 
the credit of an exorbitant subscription.’ Gentle reader, be pleased 
to cast thine eye on the Proposal below quoted, and on what follows 
(some months after the former assertion) in the same Journalist of 
June 8. ‘The bookseller proposed the book by subscription, and 
raised some thousands of pounds for the same: I believe the gentle¬ 
man did not share in the profits of this extravagant subscription.’ 

‘After the Iliad, he undertook (saith 

Mist’s Journal, June 8, 1728.) 

the sequel of that work, the Odyssey; and having secured the success 
by a numerous subscription, he employed some underlings to per¬ 
form what, according to his proposals, should come from his own 
hands.’ To which heavy charge wc can in truth oppose nothing but 
the words of 

Mr. Pope’s Proposal for the Odyssey, 

(printed by J. Watts, Jan. 10, 1724.) 

‘I take this occasion to declare that the subscription for Shakespear 
belongs wholly to Mr. T onson: And that the benefit of this Proposal 
IS not solely for my own use, but for that of two of my friends^ who 
have assisted me in this work' But these very gentlemen are extolled 
above our poet himself in another of Mist’s Journals, March 30, 
*728. saying, ‘That he would not advise Mr. Pope to try the experi- 

^ Vid. pref. to Mr. TivkcKs translation of the first hook of the Iliad, 410. 
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merit again of getting a great part of a book done by assistants, lest 
those extraneous parts should unhappily ascend to the sublime, and 
retard the declension of the whole.’ Behold! these Underlings are 
become good writers 1 

If any say, that before the said Proposals were printed, the sub¬ 
scription was begun without declaration of such assistance; verily 
those who set it on foot, or (as their term is) secured it, to wit, the 
right honourable the Lord Viscount Harcourt, were he living, 
would testify, and the right honourable the Lord Bathurst, now 
living, doth testify the same is a falshood. 

Sorry I am, that persons professing to be learned, or of whatever 
rank of authors, should either falsely tax, or be falsely taxed. Yet let 
us, who are only reporters, be impartial in our citations, and pro¬ 
ceed. 


Mist’s Journal, June 8, 1728. 

‘Mr. Addison raised this author from obscurity, obtained him the 
acquaintance and friendship of the whole body of our nobility, and 
transferred his powerful interests with those great men to this rising 
bard, who frequently levied by that means unusual contributions on 
the public.’ Which surely cannot be, if, as the author of The Dun- 
ciad dissected reporteth; ‘Mr. Wycherley had before introduced 
him into a familiar acquaintance with the greatest Peers and brightest 
Wits then living.’ 

‘No sooner (saith the same Journalist) was his body lifeless, but 
this author, reviving his resentment, libelled the memory of his 
departed friend; and, what was still more heinous, made the scandal 
public.’ Grievous the accusation! unknown the accuser! the person 
accused no witness in his own cause; the person, in whose regard 
accused, dead! But if there be living any one nobleman whose friend¬ 
ship, yea any one gentleman whose subscription Mr. Addison pro¬ 
cured to our author; let him stand forth, that truth may appear! 
Amicus Plato, amicus Socrates, sed magis arnica veritas. In verity, the 
whole story of the libel is a lye; witness those persons of integrity, 
who several years before Mr. Addison’s decease, did see and approve 
of the said verses, in no wise a libel, but a friendly rebuke sent 
privately in our author’s own hand to Mr. Addison himself, and 
never made public, ’till after their own Journals, and Curl had 
printed the same. One name alone, which I am here authorised to 
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declare, will sufficiently evince this truth, that of the right honour¬ 
able the Earl of Burlington. 

Next is he taxed with a crime (in the opinion of some authors, I 
doubt, more heinous than any in morality) to wit, Plagiarism, from 
the inventive and quaint-conceited 

James Moore Smith Gent. 

‘*Upon reading the third volume of Pope’s Miscellanies, I found 
five lines which I thought excellent; and happening to praise them, 
a gentleman produced a modern comedy (the Rival Modes) pub¬ 
lished last year, where were the same verses to a tittle. 

‘These gentlemen are undoubtedly the first plagiaries, that pretend 
to make a reputation by stealing from a man’s works in his own life¬ 
time, and out of a Public print.’ Let us join to this what is written by 
the author of the Rival Modes, the said Mr. James Moore Smith, 
in a letter to our author himself, who had informed him, a month 
before that play was acted, Jan. 27, 172^, that ‘These verses, which 
he had before given him leave to insert in it, would be known for his, 
some copies being got abroad. He desires, nevertheless, that, since 
the lines had been read in his comedy to several, Mr. P. would not 
deprive it of them,* ( 5 c. Surely if we add the testimonies of the Lord 
Bolingbroke, of the Lady to whom the said verses were originally 
addressed, of Hugh Bethel Esq. and others, who knew them as our 
author’s, long before the said gentleman composed his play; it is 
hoped, the ingenuous that affect not error, will rectify their opinion 
by the suffrage of so honourable personages. 

And yet followeth another charge, insinuating no less than his 
enmity both to Church and State, which could come from no other 
informer than the said 

Mr. James Moore Smith. 

‘‘The Memoirs of a Parish clerk was a very dull and unjust abuse 
of a person who wrote in defence of our Religion and Constitution, 
and who has been dead many years.’ This seemeth also most untrue; 
*t being known to divers that these memoirs were written at the seat 
of the Lord Harcourt in Oxfordshire, before that excellent person 
(bishop Burnet’s) death, and many years before the appearance of 
that history, of which they are pretended to be an abuse. Most true 

• Daily Journal, March 18, 1728. 


• Daily Journal, April 3, 1728. 
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it is, that Mr. Moore had such a design, and was himself the man who 
prest Dr. Arbuthnot and Mr. Pope to assist him therein; and that he 
borrowed those Memoirs of our author, when that History came 
forth, with intent to turn them to such abuse. But being able to 
obtain from our author but one single hint, and either changing 
his mind, or having more mind than ability, he contented himself 
to keep the said Memoirs, and read them as his own to all his 
acquaintance. A noble person there is, into whose company Mr. 
Pope once chanced to introduce him, who well remembereth the 
conversation of Mr. Moore to have turned upon the ‘G)ntempt he 
had for the work of that reverend prelate, and how full he was of a 
design he declared himself to have of exposing it.’ This noble 
person is the Earl of Peterborough. 

Here in truth should we crave pardon of all the foresaid right 
honourable and worthy personages, for having mentioned them in 
the same page with such weekly riff-raff railers and rhymers; but 
that we had their ever-honoured commands for the same; and that 
they are introduced not as witnesses in the controversy, but as 
witnesses that cannot be controverted; not to dispute, but to decide. 

Certain it is, that dividing our writers into two classes, of such who 
were acquaintance, and of such who were strangers, to our author; 
the former are those who speak well, and the other those who speak 
evil of him. Of the first class, the most noble 

John Duke of Buckingham 

sums up his character in these lines: 

‘^And yet so wond’rous, so sublime a thing, 

As the great Iliad, scarce could make me sing. 

Unless I justly could at once commend 
A good companion^ and as firm a friend ; 

One moraly or a mere well-natured deedy 
Can all desert in sciences exceed,’ 

So also is he decyphered by the honourable 

Simon Harcourt. 

‘•^Say, wond’rous youth, what column wilt thou chuse, 

What laurel’d arch, for thy triumphant Muse ? 

^ Verses to Mr. P. on his transbtion of Homer. 

‘ Poem prefix’d to his works. 
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Tho’ each great ancient court thee to his shrine, 

Tho’ ev’ry laurel thro’ the dome be thine, 

Go to the good and just^ an awful train! 

Thy souFs delight. -’ 

Recorded in like manner for his virtuous disposition, and gentle 
bearing, by the ingenious 

Mr. Walter Hart, 

in this apostrophe: 

‘‘*0! ever worthy, ever crown’d with praise! 

Blest in thy life and blest in all thy lays. 

Add, that the Sisters ev’ry thought refine, 

And ev’n thy life., be faultless as thy line. 

Yet envy still with fiercer rage pursues, 

Obscures the virtue., and defames the Muse. 

A soul like thine, in pain, in grief, resign’d. 

Views with just scorn the malice of mankind.’ 

The witty and moral satyrist 

Dr. Edward Young, 

wishing some check to the corruption and evil manners of the times, 
callcth out upon our poet to undertake a task so worthy of his virtue: 

‘*Why slumbers Pope, who leads the Muse’s train. 

Nor hears that Virtue^ which he loves, complain V 

Mr. Mai.LET, 

In his epistle on Verbal Criticism: 

‘Whose life, severely scan’d, transcends his lays; 

For wit supreme is but his second praise.’ 

Mr. Hammond, 

That delicate and correct imitator of Tibullus, in his Love Elegies, 
Elegy xiv. 

‘Now, fir’d by Pope and Virtue, leave the age. 

In low pursuit of self-undoing wrong. 

And trace the author thro’ his moral page, 

Whose blameless life still answers to his song.’ 

^ In his Poems, printed for B. I.iniot. 

• Universal Passion, Satyr i. 
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Mr. Thomson, 

In his elegant and philosophical poem of the Seasons: 

‘Altho* not sweeter his own Homer sings, 

Yet is his the more endearing song.’ 

To the same tune also singeth that learned clerk of Suffolk 

Mr. William Broome. 

‘^Thus, nobly rising in fair Virtue's cause, 

From thy own life transcribe th’ unerring laws' 

And, to close all, hear the reverend Dean of St. Patrick’s: 

‘A Soul with ev’ry virtue fraught, 

By Patriots, Priests, and Poets taught. 

M^ose filial Piety excells 
Whatever Grecian story tells. 

A genius for each bus’ness fit, 

Whose meanest talent is his Wit,’ (^c. 

Let us now recreate thee by turning to the other side, and shewing 
his Character drawn by those with whom he never conversed, and 
whose countenances he could not know, though turned against him: 
First again commencing with the high voiced and never enough 
quoted 

Mr. John Dennis; 

Who, in his Reflections on the Essay on Criticism, thus describeth 
him: ‘A little affected hypocrite, who has nothing in his mouth but 
candour, truth, friendship, good-nature, humanity, and magna¬ 
nimity. He is so great a lover of falshood, that, whenever he has a 
mind to calumniate his cotemporaries, he brands them with some 
defect which is just contrary to some good qualityy for which all their 
friends and their acquaintance commend them. He seems to have a 
particular pique to People of Quality and authors of that rank. 
—He must derive his religion from St. Omer’s.*—But in the 
Character of Mr. P. and his writings (printed by S. Popping, 1716.) 
he saith, ‘Though he is a professor of the worst religion, yet he 
laughs at it, but that ‘nevertheless, he is a virulent Papist \ and yet 
a Pillar for the Church of England' 

Of both which opinions 

^ In his Poems, and at the end of the Odyssey. 
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Mr. Lewis Theobald 

seems also to be; declaring, in Mist's Journal of June 22, 1718, 
‘That, if he is not shrewdly abused, he made it his practice to cackle 
to both parties in their own sentiments.* But, as to his pique against 
People of Quality^ the same Journalist doth not agree, but saith 
(May 8, 1728.) ‘He had, by some means or other, the acquaintance 
and friendship of the whole body of our nobility.^ 

However contradictory this may appear, Mr. Dennis and Gildon, 
in the character last cited, make it all plain, by assuring us, ‘That he 
is a creature that reconciles all contradictions; he is a beast, and a man; 
a Whig, and a Tory; a writer (at one and the same time) of* Guar¬ 
dians and Examiners; an Assertor of liberty, and of the dispensing 
power of kings; a Jesuitical professor of truth; a base and a foul pre¬ 
tender to candour.* So that, upon the whole account, we must con¬ 
clude him either to have been a great hypocrite, or a very honest 
man; a terrible imposer upon both parties, or very moderate to either. 

Be it as to the judicious reader shall seem good. Sure it is, he is 
little favoured of certain authors, whose wrath is perilous: For one 
declares he ought to have a price set on his heady and to be hunted 
down as a wild beast^. Another protests that he does not know what 
may happen\ advises him to insure his person-y says he has bitter 
enemieSy and expressly declares it will be well if he escapes with his life'. 
One desires he would cut his own throatyOr hang himself'". But Pasquin 
seemed rather inclined it should be done by the Government, re¬ 
presenting him engaged in grievous designs with a Lord of Parlia¬ 
ment, then under prosecution*. Mr. Dennis himself hath written to a 
Minister y that he is one of the mostdangerous persons in this kingdom"''‘y 
and assureth the public, that he is an open and mortal enemy to his 
country‘y a monster, that willy one day, shew as daring a soul as a mad 
Indiany who runs a muck to kill the first Christian he meets". 
Another gives information of Treason discovered in his poem®. Mr. 
Curl boldly supplies an imperfect verse with Kings and Princesses^. 

• The Names of iwo weekly Papers. 

** Theobald, Letter in Mist’s Journal, June 22, 1728. 

‘ Smedley, Pref. to Guliiveriana, p. 14, 16. 

^ Guliiveriana, p. 332. ‘ Anno 1723. “ Anno 172^. 

® Preface to Rem. on the Rape of the Lock, p. r2. and in the last page of that treatise. 

® Page 6, 7. of the Preface, by Concanen, to a book intiticd .A Collection of all the 
I..«ttcrs, Essays, Verses, and Advertisements, occasioned by Pope and Swift’s Miscel¬ 
lanies. Printed for A. Moore, octavo, 1712. 

P Key to the Dunciad, 3d edit. p. 18. 
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And one Matthew G)ncanen, yet more impudent, publishes at 
length the Two most Sacred Names in this Nation, as members 
of the Dunciad'*! 

This is prodigious I yet it is almost as strange, that in the midst of 
these invectives his greatest Enemies have (I know not how) bom 
testimony to some merit in him. 

Mr. Theobald, 

in censuring his Shakespear, declares, ‘He has so great an esteem for 
Mr. Pope, and so high an opinion of his genius and excellencies'^ 
that, notwithstanding he professes a veneration almost rising to 
Idolatry for the writings of this inimitable poet, he would be very 
loth even to do him justice, at the expence of that other gentleman's 
character^.’ 

Mr. Charles Gildon, 

after having violently attacked him in many pieces, at last came to 
wish from his heart, ‘That Mr. Pope would be prevailed upon to give 
us Ovid’s Epistles by his hand, for it is certain we see the original of 
Sappho to Phaon with much more life and likeness in his version, 
than in that of Sir Car. Scrope. And this (he adds) is the more to be 
wished, because in the English tongue we have scarce any thing truly 
and naturally written upon Love*.’ He also, in taxing Sir Richard 
Blackmore for his heterodox opinions of Homer, challenged! him to 
answer what Mr. Pope hath said in his preface to that poet. 

Mr. Oldmixon 

calls him a great master of our tongue; declares ‘the purity and 
perfection of the English language to be found in his Homer; and, 
saying there are more good verses in Dryden’s Virgil than in any 
other work, excepts this of our author only‘.’ 

The Author of a Letter to Mr. Cibber 

says, ‘'"Pope mas so good a versifier [oncel that his predecessor Mr. 
Dryden, and his contemporary Mr. Prior excepted, the harmony of 

A List of Persons, &c. at the end of the forementioncd Collection of all the Letters, 
Essays, &c. 

' Introduction to his Slukespear restored, in quarto, p. 3. 

• Commentary on the Duke of Buckingham’s Elssaj, octavo, 1721, p. 97, 98. 

* In his prose Essay on Criticism. Plinth by J. Roberts, 1742, p. 12. 
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his numbers is equal to any body’s. And, that he had all the merit 
that a man can have that way.’ And 

Mr. Thomas Cooke, 

after much blemishing our author’s Homer, crieth out, 

‘But in his other works what beauties shine! 

While sweetest Music dwells in ev’ry line. 

These he admir’d, on these he stamp’d his praise, 

And bade them live to brighten future days.^* 

So also one who takes the name of 

H. Stanhope, 

the maker of certain verses to Duncan Campbell*, in that poem, 
which is wholly a satyr on Mr. Pope, confesseth, 

“Tis true, if finest notes alone could show 
(Tun’d justly high, or regularly low) 

That we should fame to these mere vocals give; 

Pope more than we can offer should receive: 

For when some gliding river is his theme, 

His lines run smoother than the smoothest stream,* ( 5 c. 

Mist’s Journal, June 8, 1728. 

Although he says, ‘The smooth numbers of the Dunciad are all that 
recommend it, nor has it any other merit;’ yet that same paper hath 
these words: ‘The author is allowed to be a perfect master of an easy 
and elegant versification. In all his works we find the most happy 
turnSj and natural simileSy wonderfully short and thick sown.’ 

The Essay on the Dunciad also owns, p. 25. it is very full of 
beautiful images. But the panegyric, which crowns all that can be said 
on this Poem, is bestowed by our Laureate, 

Mr. Colley Cibber, 

who ‘grants it to be a belter Poem of its kind than ever was writ;’ but 
adds, ‘it was a victory over a parcel of poor wretches, whom it was 
almost cowardice to conquer.—A man might as well triumph for 
having killed so many silly flies that offended him. Could he have 

" Battle of Poets, folio, p. 15. 

* Primed under the title of the Progress of Dulness, duodecimo, 1723. 
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let them alone, by this dme, poor souls! they had all been buried in 
oblivion^.’ Here we see our excellent Laureate allows the justice of 
the satyr on every man in it, but himself \ as the great Mr. Dennis did 
before him. 

The said 


Mr. Dennis and Mr. Gildon, 

in the most furious of all their works (the forecited Character, p. 5.) 
do in concert* confess, ‘That some men of good understanding value 
him for his rhymes.’ And (p. 17.) ‘That he has got, like Mr. Bays in 
the Rehearsal, (that is, like Air. Dryden) a notable knack at rhyming, 
and writing smooth verse.’ 

Of his Essay on Man, numerous were the praises bestowed by his 
avowed enemies, in the imagination that the same was not written by 
him, as it was printed anonymously. 

Thus sang of it even 


Bezaleel Morris. 

‘Auspicious bard! while all admire thy strain, 

All but the selfish, ignorant, and vain; 

I, whom no bribe to servile flatt’ry drew. 

Must pay the tribute to thy merit due: 

Thy Muse, sublime, significant, and clear, 

Alike informs the Soul, and charms the Ear,’ ($c. 

And 

y Gbber’s Letter to Mr. Pope, p. 9, 12. 

* In concert] Hear how Mr. Dennis hath proved our mistake in this place; ‘As to my 
writing in concert with Mr. Gildon, I declare upon the honour and word of a gentleman, 
that I never wrote so much as one line in concert writh any one man whatsoever. And 
these two Letters from Mr. Gildon will plainly shew that we are not writers in concert 
with each other.’ 

Sir, 

—The height of my Ambition is to please Men of the best judgment; and finding that I 
have entertained my Master agreeably, I have the extent of the Reward of my labour. 

Sir, 

I had not the opportunity of hearing of your excellent Pamphlet Uillthis day. I am infinitely 
satisfied and pleased with it, and hope you will meet with that encouragement your admirable 
performance deserves, (Sc. Ch, Gildon. 

‘Now is it not plain, that any one who sends such compliments to another, has not 
been used to write in partnership with him to whom he sends them ?* Dennis, Rem. on 
the Dune. p. 50. Mr. Dennis is therefore welcome to take ibis piece to himself. 
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Mr. Leonard Welsted 

thus wrote* to the unknown author, on the first publication of the 
said Essay: ‘I must own, after the reception which the vilest and most 
immoral ribaldry hath lately met with, I was surprised to see what I 
had long despaired, a performance deserving the name of a poet. 
Such, Sir, is your work. It is, indeed, above all commendation, and 
ought to have been published in an age and country more worthy of 
it. If my testimony be of weight any where, you are sure to have it in 
the amplest manner,* (Sc. (Sc. (Sc. 

Thus we see every one of his works hath been extolled by one or 
other of his most inveterate Enemies; and to the success of them all 
they do unanimously give testimony. But it is sufficient, instar 
omnium^ to behold the great critic, Mr. Dennis, sorely lamenting it, 
even from the Essay on Criticism to this day of the Dunciad! ‘A most 
notorious instance (quoth he) of the depravity of genius and taste, 
the approbation this Essay meets with**—I can safely affirm, that I 
never attacked any of these writings, unless they had success in¬ 
finitely beyond their merit.—This, though an empty, has been a 
popular scribler. The epidemic madness of the times has given him 
reputation^. —If, after the cruel treatment so many extraordinary 
men (Spencer, Lord Bacon, Ben. Johnson, Milton, Butler, Otway, 
and others) have received from this country, for these last hundred 
years, I should shift the scene, and shew ail that penury changed at 
once to riot and profuseness; and more squandered away upon one 
object., than would have satisfied the greater part of those extra¬ 
ordinary men; the reader to whom this one creature should be un¬ 
known, would fancy him a prodigy of art and nature, would believe 
that all the great qualities of these persons were centered in him 
alone.—But if I should venture to assure him, that the People of 
England had made such a choice—the reader would either believe 
me a malicious enemy, and slanderer', or that the reign of the last 
(Queen Anne’s) Aiinistry was designed by fate to encourage Fools^.' 

But it happens, that this our Poet never had any Place, Pension, or 
Gratuity, in any shape, from the said glorious Queen, or any of her 
Ministers. All he owed, in the whole course of his life, to any court, 
was a subscription, for his Homer, of 200 /. from King George I, and 
too /. from the prince and princess. 

“ In a Letter under his hand, dated March 12, 1733. 

Dennis, Pref. to his Reflect, on the Essay on Criticism. 

' Pref. to his Rem. on Homer. ^ Rem. on Homer, p. 8, 9. 
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However, lest we imagine our Author’s Success was constant and 
universal, they acquaint us of certain works in a less degree of repute, 
whereof, although owned by others, yet do they assure us he is the 
writer. Of this sort Mr. Dennis® ascribes to him two Farces^ whose 
names he does not tell, but assures us that there is not one jest in them: 
And an imitation of Horace, whose title he does not mention, but 
assures us it is much more execrable than all his works^. The Daily 
Journal, May ii, 1728. assures us, ‘He is below Tom. Durfey in 
the Drama, because (as that writer thinks) the Marriage Hater 
matched, and the Boarding School are better than the What-d*-ye- 
call-it;’ which is not Mr. P.’s, but Mr. Gay’s. Mr. Gildon assures 
us, in his New Rehearsal, p. 48. ‘That he was writing a play of the 
Lady Jane Grey;’ but it afterwards proved to be Mr. Row’s. We 
are assured by another, ‘He wrote a pamphlet called Dr. Andrew 
Tripe*;’ which proved to be one Dr. Wagstaff’s. Mr. Theobald 
assures us, in Mist of the 27th of April, ‘That the treatise of the 
Profound is very dull, and that Mr. Pope is the author of it.’ The 
writer of Gulliveriana is of another opinion; and says, ‘the whole, 
or greatest part, of the merit of this treatise must and can only be 
ascribed to Gulliver^.’ [Here, gentle reader! cannot I but smile at 
the strange blindness and positiveness of men; know’ing the said 
treatise to appertain to none other but to me, Martinus Scriblerus.] 

We are assured, in Mist of June 8, ‘That his own Plays and 
Farces would better have adorned the Dunciad, than those of Mr. 
Theobald; for he had neither genius for Tragedy nor Comedy.’ 
Which whether true or not, is not easy to judge; in as much as he 
hath attempted neither. Unless we will take it for granted, with Mr. 
Cibber, that his being once \tTy angry at hearing a friend’s Play 
abused, was an infallible proof the Play was his own; the said Mr. 
Cibber thinking it impossible for a man to be much concerned for any 
but himself: ‘Now let any man judge (saith he) by this concern, who 
was the true mother of the child* ?’ 

But from all that hath been said, the discerning reader will collect, 
that it little availed our author to have any Candour, since w’hen he 
declared he did not write for others, it w'as not credited; as little to 
have any Modesty, since, when he declined w riting in any way himself, 
the presumption of others was imputed to him. If he singly enter- 

® Ibid. p. 8. * Character of Mr. Pope, p. 7. 

* Character of Mr. Pope, p. 6. ^ Gulliv. p. 336. 

‘ Gbber’s Letter to Nt. P. p. 19. 
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prised one great work, he was taxed of Boldness and Madness to a 
prodigy*': If he took assistants in another, it was complained of, and 
represented as a great injury to the public’. The loftiest heroics, the 
lowest ballads, treatises against the state or church, satyrs on lords 
and ladies, raillery on wits and authors, squabbles with booksellers, 
or even full and true accounts of monsters, poisons, and murders; of 
any hereof was there nothing so good, nothing so bad, which hath not 
at one or other season been to him ascribed. If it bore no author’s 
name, then lay he concealed; if it did, he fathered it upon that author 
to be yet better concealed: If it resembled any of his styles, then 
was it evident; if it did not, then disguised he it on set purpose. Yea, 
even direct oppositions in religion, principles, and politics, have 
equally been supposed in him inherent. Surely a most rare and 
singular character! Of which let the reader make what he can. 

Doubtless most Commentators would hence take occasion to turn 
all to their Author’s advantage, and from the testimony of his very 
Enemies would affirm. That his Capacity was boundless, as well as 
his Imagination; that he was a perfect master of all Styles, and all 
Arguments; and that there was in those times no other Writer, in 
any kind, of any degree of excellence, save he himself. But as this is 
not our own sentiment, we shall determine on nothing; but leave 
thee, gentle reader, to steer thy judgment equally between various 
opinions, and to chuse whether thou wilt inclinetotheTestimoniesof 
Authors avowed, or of Authors concealed; of those who knew him, 
or of those who knew him not. 

^ Burnet’s Homeridcs, p. r. of his translation of the Iliad. 

^ The London and Mist’s Journals, on his undertaking of the Odyssey. 



MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 

of the POEM 


T his poem, as it celebrateth the most grave and ancient of 
things, Chaos, Night, and Dulness; so is it of the most grave and 
ancient kind. Homer (saith Aristotle) was the first who gave the Form^ 
and (saith Horace) who adapted the Measure^ to heroic poesy. But 
even before this, may be rationally presumed from what the Ancients 
have left written, was a piece by Homer composed, of like nature and 
matter with this of our poet. For of Epic sort it appeareth to have 
been, yet of matter surely not unpleasant, witness what is reported of 
it by the learned archbishop Eustathius, in Odyss. x. And accordingly 
Aristotle, in his Poetic, chap. iv. doth further set forth, that as the 
Iliad and Odyssey gave example to Tragedy, so did this poem to 
Comedy its first idea. 

From these authors also it should seem, that the Hero, or chief 
personage of it was no less obscure^ and his understanding and senti¬ 
ments no less quaint and strange (if indeed not more so) than any 
of the actors of our poem. M ar G i TES was the name of this personage, 
whom Antiquity recordeth to have been Dunce the firsts and surely 
from what we hear of him, not unworthy to be the root of so spreading 
a tree, and so numerous a posterity. The poem therefore celebrating 
him was properly and absolutely a Dunciad\ which though now un¬ 
happily lost, yet is its nature sufficiently known by the infallible 
tokens aforesaid. And thus it doth appear, that the first Dunciad was 
the first Epic poem, written by Homer himself, and anterior even to 
the Iliad or Odyssey. 

Now, forasmuch as our poet had translated those two famous 
works of Homer which are yet left, he did conceive it in some sort 
his duty to imitate that also which was lost: And was therefore in¬ 
duced to bestow on it the same form which Homer’s is reported to 
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have had, namely that of Epic poem; with a title also framed after the 
ancient Greek manner, to wit, that of Dunciad. 

Wonderful it is, that so few of the modems have been stimulated 
to attempt some Dunciad! since, in the opinion of the multitude, 
It might cost less pain and oil than an imitation of the greater 
Epic. But possible it is also, that, on due reflection, the maker might 
find it easier to paint a Charlemagne, a Brute, or a Godfrey, with 
just pomp and dignity heroic, than a Margites, a Codrus, or a 
Fleckno. 

We shall next declare the occasion and the cause which moved our 
poet to this particular work. He lived in those days, when (after Pro¬ 
vidence had permitted the invention of Printing as a scourge for the 
sins of the learned) Paper also became so cheap, and Printers so 
numerous, that a deluge of Authors covered the land: Whereby not 
only the peace of the honest unwriting subject was daily molested, 
but unmerciful demands were made of his applause, yea of his 
money, by such as would neither earn the one, nor deserve the other. 
At the same time, the licence of the Press was such, that it grew 
dangerous to refuse them either; for they w'ould forthw'iih publish 
slanders unpunished, the authors being anonymous, and skulking 
under the wings of Publishers, a set of men w ho never scrupled to 
vend either Calumny or Blasphemy, as long as the Towm w'ould call 
for it. 

“Now our author, living in those times, did conceive it an endeavour 
well worthy an honest Satyrist, to dissuade the dull, and punish the 
wicked, the only way that was left. In that public-spirited view he 
laid the plan of this Poem, as the greatest service he was capable 
(without much hurt, or being slain) to render his dear countr)'. First, 
taking things from their original, he considcreth the Causes creative 
of such Authors, namely Dulness and Poverty^ the one born w ith 
them, the other contracted by neglect of their proper talents, through 
self-conceit of greater abilities. This truth he wrappeth in an 
yillegory^ (as the construction of Epic poesy requireth) and feigns 
that one of these Goddesses had taken up her abode with the other, 
and that they jointly inspired all such writers and such works.^^ He 
proceedeth to shew the qualities they bestow’ on these authors, and 
the effects they produce**: then the materials^ or stocky with which 
they furnish them'; and (above all) that self-opinion^ which causeth 

Vide Bossu, Du Pocme Epique, ch. viii, ^ Bossu, chap. vii. 

Book \. V. 32, Sec. ^ Vcr. 45 to 54. • Vcr. 57 to 77. f Vcr. 80. 
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it to seem to themselves vastly greater than it is, and is the prime 
motive of their setting up in this sad and sorry merchandice. The 
great power of these Goddesses acting in alliance (whereof as the 
one is the mother of Industry, so is the other of Plodding) was to be 
exemplified in some one^great and remarkable Action^ : And none could 
be more so than that which our poet hath chosen, viz. the restoration 
of the reign of Chaos and Night, by the ministry of Dulness their 
daughter, in the removal of her imperial seat from the City to the 
polite World; as the Action of the ^neid is the restoration of the 
empire of Troy, by the removal of the race from thence to Latium. 
But as Homer singing only the Wrath of Achilles, yet includes in his 
poem the whole history of the Trojan war; in like manner our author 
hath drawn into this single Action the whole history of Dulness and 
her children. 

A Person must next be fixed upon to support this Action. This 

Phantom in the poePs mind must have a Name^: He finds it to be-; 

and he becomes of course the Hero of the poem. 

The Fable being thus, according to the best example, one and 
entire, as contained in the Proposition; the Machinery is a continued 
chain of Allegories, setting forth the whole Power, Ministry, and 
Empire ofDulness, extended through her subordinate instruments, in 
all her various operations. 

This is branched into Episodes^ each of which hath its Moral apart, 
though all conducive to the main end. The Crowd assembled in the 
second book, demonstrates the design to be more extensive than to 
bad poets only, and that we may expect other Episodes of the Patrons, 
Encouragers, or Paymasters of such authors, as occasion shall bring 
them forth. And the third book, if well considered, seemeth to 
embrace the whole World. Each of the Games relateth to some or 
other vile class of writers: The first concemeth the Plagiary, to 
whom he giveth the name of More; the second the libellous Novellist, 
whom he styleth Eliza; the third, the flattering Dedicator; the fourth, 
the bawling Critic, or noisy Poet; the fifth, the dark and dirty Party- 
writer; and so of the rest; assigning to each some proper name ot 
other, such as he could find. 

As for the Characters, the public hath already acknowledged how 
justly they are drawn: The manners are so depicted, and the senti¬ 
ments so peculiar to those to whom applied, that surely to transfer 

« Ibid. chap, vii, viii. 

Ibid. chap. viii. Vide Aristot. Poetic, cap. ix. 
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them to any other or wiser personages, would be exceeding difficult: 
And certain it is that every person concerned, being consulted apart, 
hath readily o^vned the resemblance of every portrait, his own 
excepted. So Mr. Cibber calls them, ‘a parcel of poor wretches^ so 
many silly flies^\ but adds, our Author’s Wit is remarkably more 
bare and barren, whenever it would fall foul on Cibber, than upon 
any other Person whatever.’ 

The Descriptions are singular, the Comparisons very quaint, the 
Narration various, yet of one colour: The purity and chastity of 
Diction is so preser\ed, that in the places most suspicious, not the 
tpords but only the images have been censured, and yet are those 
images no other than have been sanctified by ancient and classical 
Authority, (though, as was the manner of those good times, not so 
curiously wrapped up) yea, and commented upon by most grave 
Doctors, and approved Critics. 

As it beareth the name of Epic, it is thereby subjected to such 
severe indispensable rules as are laid on all Neoterics, a strict imitation 
of the Ancients; insomuch that any deviation, accompanied with 
whatever poetic beauties, hath always been censured by the sound 
Critic. How exact that Imitation hath been in this piece, appeareth 
not only by its general structure, but by particular allusions infinite, 
many whereof have escaped both the commentator and poet himself; 
yea divers by his exceeding diligence arc so altered and interwoven 
with the rest, that several have already been, and more will be, by the 
Ignorant abused, as altogether and originally his own. 

In a word, the whole poem proveth itself to be the work of our 
Author, when his faculties were in full vigour and perfection; at 
that exact time when years have ripened the Judgment, without 
diminishing the Imagination: which, by good Critics, is held to be 
punctually at forty. Tor, at that season it was that Virgil finished his 
Georgies; and Sir Richard IBIackmore at the like age composing his 
Arthurs, declared the same to be the'very Acme and pilch of life 
for Epic poesy: Though since he hath altered it to sixty, the year in 
which he published his Alfred''. T rue it is, that the talents for 
Criticism, namely smartness, quick censure, vivacity of remark, cer¬ 
tainty of asseveration, indeed all but acerbity, seem rather the gifts 
of Youth than of riper Age: Hutitis far otherwise in Poetry, witness 
the works of Mr. Rymcr and Mr. Dennis, who beginning with 

* Cibber’s Letter 10 Mr. P, pag. 9, 12, 41. 

See his Essays. 
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Criticism, became afterwards such Poets as no age hath paralleled. 
With good reason therefore did our author chuse to write his Essay 
on that subject at twenty, and reserve for his maturer years this 
great and wonderful work of the Dunciad. 



RICARDUS ARISTARCHUS 


OF THE 

HERO of the POEM 


O F the Nature of Dunciad in general, whence derived, and on 
what authority founded, as well as of the art and conduct of this 
our poem in particular, the learned and laborious Scriblenis hath, 
according to his manner, and with tolerable share of judgment, 
dissertated. But when he cometh to speak of the Person of the Hero 
fitted for such poem, in truth he miserably halts and hallucinates. 
For, misled by one Monsieur Bossu, a Gallic critic, he prateth of I 
cannot tell what Phantom of a HerOy only raised up to support the 
Fable. A putid conceit! As if Homer and Virgil, like modern Under¬ 
takers, who first build their house and then seek out for a tenant, had 
contrived the story of a War and a Wandering, before they once 
thought cither of Achilles or yEneas. We shall therefore set our good 
brother and the world also right in this particular, by giving our 
word, that in the greater EpiCy the prime intention of the Muse is to 
exalt Heroic Virtue, in order to propagate the love of it among the 
children of men; and consequently that the Poet’s first thought must 
needs be turned upon a real subject meet for laud and celebration; 
not one whom he is to make, but one whom he may find, truly 
illustrious. This is the primum mobile of his poetic world, whence 
every thing is to receive life and motion. For this subject being found, 
he is immediately ordained, or rather acknowledged, an HerOy and 
put upon such action as befitteih the dignity of his character. 

But the Muse ceases not here her Eagle-flight. Sometimes, satiated 
With the contemplation of these Suns of glory, she turneth down¬ 
ward on her wing, and darts like lightning on the Goose and Serpent 
kind. For we may apply to the Muse in her various moods, what an 
ancient master of Wisdom affirmeth of the Gods in general; Si Dii 
^on irascuntur impiis et injustisy nee pios utique justosquediligunt. In rebus 
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enim diversis^ aut in utramque partem moveri necesse est^ aut in neutram, 
Itaque qui bonos diligity ($ malos odit'y ^ qui malos non odity nec bonos 
diligit. Quia diligere bonos ex odio malorum venit\ malos odisse ex 
bonorum caritate descendit. Which in the vernacular idiom may be 
thus interpreted: ‘If the Gods be not provoked at evil men, neither 
are they delighted with the good and just. For contrary objects must 
either excite contrary affections, or no affections at all. So that he 
who loveth good men, must at the same time hate the bad; and he 
who hateth not bad men, cannot love the good; because to love good 
men proceedeth from an aversion to evil, and to hate evil men from a 
tenderness to the good.’ From this delicacy of the Muse arose the 
little EpiCy (more lively and choleric than her elder sister, whose 
bulk and complexion incline her to the flegmatic) and for this some 
notorious Vehicle of vice and folly was sought out, to make thereof an 
example. An early instance of which (nor could it escape the 
accurate Scriblerus) the Father of Epic poem himself affordeth us. 
From him the practice descended to the Greek Dramatic poets, his 
offspring; who in the composition of their Tetralogyy or set of four 
pieces, were wont to make the last a Satyric Tragedy, Happily one of 
these ancient Dunctads (as we may well term it) is come down to us 
amongst the Tragedies of Euripides. And what doth the reader 
think may be the subject } Why truly, and it is worth his observation, 
the unequal G)ntention of an old, dully debauchedy buffoon CyclopSy 
with the heaven-directed Favourite of Minerva; who after having 
quietly bom all the monster’s obscene and impious ribaldry, endeth 
the farce in punishing him with the mark of an indelible brand in his 
forehead. May we not then be excused, if for the future we consider 
the Epics of Homer, Virgil, and Milton, together with this our poem, 
as a complete Tetralogyy in which the last worthily holdeth the place 
or station of the satyric piece } 

Proceed we therefore in our subject. It hath been long, and alas for 
pity! still remaineth a question, whether the Hero of greater Epic 
should be an honest man? or, as the French critics express it, un 
honnete homme*; but it never admitted of any doubt but that the 
Hero of the little Epic should not be so. Hence, to the advantage of 
our Dunciad, we may obser\'e how much juster the Moral of that 
Poem must needs be, where so important a question is previously 
decided. 

■ Si un Hcros Pocdque doit ctre un honnete homme. Bossu, du Potoie Epique, lib. 

V. ch. 5. 
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But then it is not every Knave, nor (let me add) Fool, that is a fit 
subject for a Dunciad. There must still exist some Analogy, if not 
Resemblance of Qualities, between the Heroes of the two Poems; 
and this in order to admit what Neoteric critics call the Parody^ one 
of the liveliest graces of the little Epic. Thus it being agreed that the 
constituent qualities of the greater Epic Hero, are IVtsdom^ Bravery^ 
and Love^ from whence springeth heroic Virtue; it followeth that 
those of the lesser Epic Hero, should be Vanity^ Impudence^ and 
Debauchery^ from which happy assemblage resulteth heroic Dulness^ 
the never-dying subject of this our Poem. 

This being confessed, come we now to particulars. It is the character 
of true Wisdom^ to seek its chief support and confidence within itself; 
and to place that support in the resources which proceed from a con¬ 
scious rectitude of Will.—And are the advantages of Vanity^ when 
arising to the heroic standard, at all short of this self-complacence.^ 
Nay, are they not, in the opinion of the enamoured owner, far 
beyond it.^ ‘Let the world’ (will such an one say) ‘impute to me what 
Folly or weakness they please; but till Wisdom can give me some¬ 
thing that will make me more heartily happy, 1 am content to be 
GAZED 7'his wc see is Vanity according to the heroic gage or 
measure; not that low and ignoble species which pretendeth to 
Virtues we have noty but the laudable ambition of being gazed at for 
glorying in those Vices which all the world know me have. ‘The 
world may ask (says he) why I make my follies publick.^ Why not? 
I have passed my time very pleasantly with them‘d.’ In short, there is 
no sort of Vanity such a Hero would scruple, but that which might 
go near to degrade him from his high station in this our Dunciad; 
namely, ‘Whether it would not be Vanity in him, to take shame to 
himself for not being a wise man'^?* 

Braveryy the second attribute of the true Hero, is Courage mani¬ 
festing itself in every limb; while, in its correspondent virtue in the 
mock Hero, that Courage is all collected into the Face. And as Power 
when drawn together, must needs be more strong than when dis¬ 
persed, we generally find this kind of courage in so high and heroic 
a degree, that it insults not only Men, but Gods. Mezentius is 
without doubt the bravest character in all the Aineis; but how ? His 
bravery, we know, was an high courage of blasphemy. And can wc 
say less of this brave man’s, who having told us that he placed ‘his 

^ Dedication to the Life of C. C. 

* Life, p. 2 . octavo Ed. 


^ Life, ibid. 
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Summum bonum in those follies, which he was not content barely to 
possess but would likewise glory in,’ adds, '‘If 1 am misguided^ ’tis 
nature’s fault, and I follow her'".* Nor can we be mistaken in 
making this happy quality a species of Couragey when we consider 
those illustrious marks of it, which made his Face ‘more known (as 
he justly boasteth) than most in the kingdom,’ and his Language to 
consist of what we must allow to be the most daring Figure of Speech, 
that which is taken from the Name of God, 

Gentle Lovey the next ingredient in the true Hero’s composition, is 
a mere bird of passage, or (as Shakespear calls it) summer-teeming 
Lusty and evaporates in the heat of Youth ; doubtless by that refine¬ 
ment it suffers in passing through those certain strainers which our 
Poet somewhere speaketh of. But when it is let alone to work upon 
the LeeSy it acquireth strength by Old age'y and becometh a standing 
ornament to the little Epic. It is true indeed, there is one objection to 
its fitness for such an use: For not only the Ignorant may think it 
commouy but it is admitted to be so, even by Him who best knoweth 
its nature. ‘Don’t you think (saith he) to say only a man has his 
IV/wrCy ought to go for little or nothing ^ Because defendit mmeruSy 
take the first ten thousand men you meet, and I believe you would 
be no loser if you betted ten to one, that every single sinner of them, 
one w'ith another, had been guilty of the same frailty^’ But here he 
secmeth not to have done himself justice: The man is sure enough a 
Hero, who has his Lady at fourscore. How doth his Modesty herein 
lessen the merit of a whole well-spent Life: not taking to himself the 
commendation (which Horace accounted the greatest in a theatrical 
character) of continuing to the very dregSy the same he w’as from the 
beginning, 

- Servetiir ad I.MUM 

Qiialis ab incepto processerat - 

But let us farther remark, that the calling her his whore, implieth 
she was his owtiy and not his neighbour's. Truly a commendable Con¬ 
tinence! and such as Scipio himself must have applauded. For how 
much Self-denial was necessary not to covet his Neighbour’s whore ? 
and what disorders must the coveting her have occasioned, in that 
Society, where (according to this Political Calculator) nine in ten of all 
ages have their concubines? 

We have now, as briefly as w'e could devise, gone through the three 
* Life, p. 23. octavo. ^ Letter to Mr. P. p. 46. 
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constituentQualities of either Hero. But it is not in any, or all of these, 
that Heroism properly or essentially resideth. It is a lucky result 
rather from the collision of these lively Qualities against one another. 
Thus, as from Wisdom, Bravery, and Love, ariseth Magnanimity^ 
the object of Admiration^ which is the aim of the greater Epic; so 
from Vanity, Impudence, and Debauchery, springeth Buffoonry^ the 
source of Ridicule^ that ‘laughing ornament,’ as he well termeth it®, 
of the little Epic. 

He is not ashamed (God forbid he ever should be ashamed!) of this 
Character; who deemeth, that not Reason but Risibility distinguish- 
eth the human species from the brutal. ‘As Nature (saith this profound 
Philosopher) distinguished our species from the mute creation by 
our Risibility, her design must have been by that faculty as evidently 
to raise our happiness, as by our os sublime (our erected faces) 
to lift the dignity of our FORM above them**.* All this considered, how 
complete a Hero must he be, as well as how happy a Man, whose 
Risibility lieth not barely in his muscles as in the common sort, but 
(as himself informeth us) in his very spirits ? And whose Os sublime is 
not simply an erect face^ but a Brazen head, as should seem by his 
comparing it with one of Iron, said to belong to the late king of 
Sweden*! 

But whatever personal qualities a Hero may have, the examples of 
Achilles and ;Eneas shew us, that all those are of small avail, without 
the constant assistance of the Gods: for the subversion and erection of 
Empires have never been judgedthe workof Man. How greatly soever 
then we may esteem of his high talents, we can hardly conceive his 
personal prowess alone sufficient to restore the decayed empire of 
Dulness. So weighty an atchievement must require the particular 
favour and protection of the Great: who being the natural patrons 
and supporters of Letters^ as the ancient Gods were of Troy^ must 
first be drawn off and engaged in another Interest, before the total 
subversion of them can be accomplished. To surmount, therefore, 
this last and greatest difficulty, we have in this excellent man a pro¬ 
fessed Favourite and Intimado of the Great. And look of what force 
ancient Piety was to draw the Gods into the party of ^Eneas, that, 
and much stronger is modern Incense, to engage the Great in the 
party of Dulness. 

Thus have we essayed to pourtray or shadow out this noble Imp of 
Fame. But now the impatient reader will be apt to say, if so many and 

• Letter to Mr. P. p. 31. ** Life, p. 23, 24. ‘ Letter, p. 8. 
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various graces go to the making up of a Hero, what mortal shall 
suffice to bear this character ? Ill hath he read, who sees not in every 
trace of this picture, that individual^ All-accomplished PERSON, 
in whom these rare virtues and lucky circumstances have agreed to 
meet and concentre with the strongest lustre and fullest harmony. 

The good Scriblerus indeed, nay the World itself might be im¬ 
posed on in the late spurious editions, by I can’t tell what Sham- 
hero ^ or Phantom: But it was not so easy to impose on him whom this 
egregious error most of all concerned. For no sooner had the fourth 
book laid open the high and swelling scene, but he recognized his 
own heroic Acts: And when he came to the words, 

Soft on her lap her Laureat son reclines^ 

(though Laureat imply no more than one crowned with laurel^ as be- 
fitteth any Associate or Consort in Empire) he roar’d (like a Lion) 
and VINDICATED HIS RIGHT OF FAME: Indeed not without cause, 
he being there represented as fast asleep\ so unbeseeming the eye of 
Empire, which, like that of Providence, should never slumber. *Hah! 
(saith he) fast asleep it seems! that’s a little too strong. Pert and 
dull at least you might have allowed me, but as seldom asleep as any 
fooP.’ However, the injured Hero may comfort himself with this 
reflexion, that tho’ it be sleep, yet it is not the sleep of death, but of 
immortality. Here he will* live at least, tho’ not awake', and in no 
worse condition than many an enchanted Warrior before him. The 
famous Durandarte, for instance, was, like him, cast into a long slum¬ 
ber hy Merlin the British BarddJid. Necromancer: and his example, 
for submitting to it with so good a grace, might be of use to our Hero. 
For this disastrous knight being sorely pressed or driven to make his 
answer by several persons of quality, only replied with a sigh. Patience, 
and shuffle the cards'^. 

But now, as nothing in this world, no not the most sacred or 
perfect things either of Religion or Government, can escape the teeth 
or tongue of En\y, methinks I already hear these carpers objecting 
to the clear title of our Hero. 

‘It would never (say they) have been esteemed sufficient to make 
an Hero for the Iliad or iEneis, that Achilles was brave enough to 
overturn one Empire, or ^neas pious enough to raise another, had 
they not been Goddess-born, and Princes bred. What then did this 

Letter, p. S 3 - • Letter, p. i. 

“ Don Quixote, Part ii. Book ii. ch. 22. 
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Author mean, by erecting a Player instead of one of his Patrons, (a 
person “never a hero even on the stage,"”) to this dignity of Collegue 
in the empire of Dulness, and Atchiever of a work that neither old 
Omar, Attila, nor John of Leiden could entirely compass/ 

To all this we have, as we conceive, a sufficient answer from the 
Roman historian, Fabrum esse sua quemque fortunes: Every man is the 
Smith of his onm fortune. The politic Florentine Nicholas Machiavel 
goeth still farther, and affirms that a man needs but to believe him¬ 
selfa Hero to be one of the best. ‘Let him (saith he) but fancy himself 
capable of the highest things, and he will of course be able to atchieve 
them/ Laying this down as a principle, it will certainly and incon¬ 
testably follow, that, if ever Hero was such a character, ours is: For 
if ever man thought himself such, ours doth. Hear how he constantly 
paragons himself, at one time to Alexander the Great and Charles 
the XII. of Sweden, for the excess and delicacy of his Ambition®; to 
Henry the IV. of France, for honest PolicyP; to the first Brutus, 
for love of Liberty"’; and to Sir Robert Walpole, for good Govern¬ 
ment while in power*^: At another time, to the godlike Socrates, for 
his diversions and amusements*; to Horace, Montaigne, and Sir 
William Temple, for an elegant Vanity that makes them for ever 
read and admired*; to two Lord Chancellors, for Law, from 
whom, when confederate against him at the bar, he carried away the 
prize of Eloquence''; and, to say all in a word, to the right reverend 
the Lord Bishop of London himself, in the art of pastoral 

letters'^. 

Nor did his Actions fall short of the sublimity of his Conceptions. 
In his early youth he met the Revolution at Nottingham* face to face, 
at a time when his betters contented themselves with following her. 
But he shone in Courts as well as Camps; He was called up when the 
nation fell in labour of this Revolution^ : and was a gossip at her 
christening, with the Bishop and the ladies*. 

As to his Birthy it is true he pretendeth no relation either to 
Heathen God or Goddess; but, what is as good, he was descended 
from a Maker of both*. And that he did not pass himself on the world 
for a Hero, as w'cll by birth as education, was his own fault: For, his 
lineage he bringeth into his life as an Anecdote, and is sensible he had 


“ See Life, p. 148. 

® P. 366. 

‘ P. 425. 

“ P. 47. 


“ Life, p. 149. 

* P. 457 - 
'' P. 436, 437. 

* P. 58. 59 - 


P P. 424- 

• P. 18. 

P. 52. 

• A Statuary. 


” P. 57. 



THE DUNCIAD 


468 

it in his power to be thought no body's son at all^ : And what is that but 
coming into the world a Hero ? 

There is in truth another objection of greater weight, namely. 
‘That this Hero still existeth, and hath not yet finished his earthly 
course. For if Solon said well, that no man could be called happy 
till his death, surely much less can any one, till then, be pronounced 
a Hero: this species of men being far more subject than others to the 
caprices of Fortune and Humour.’ But to this also we have an 
answer, that will be deemed (we hope) decisive. It cometh from 
himself^ who, to cut this dispute short, hath solemnly protested that 
he mill never change or amend. 

With regard to his Vanity, he declared! that nothing shall ever 
part them. ‘Nature (saith he) hath amply supplied me in Vanity; a 
pleasure which neither the pertness of Wit, nor the gravity of 
Wisdom, will ever persuade me to part with'^.’ Our poet had 
charitably endeavoured to administer a cure to it: But he telleth us 
plainly, ‘My superiors perhaps may be mended by him; but for my 
part I own myself incorrigible. I look upon my Follies as the best 
part of my Fortune.*^’ And with good reason: We see to what they 
have brought him! 

Secondly, as to Buffoonry, ‘Is it (saith he) a time of day for me to 
leave off these fooleries, and set up a new character.? I can no more 
put off my Follies than my Skin; I have often tried, but they stick 
too close to me; nor am I sure my friends are displeased with them, 
for in this light I afford them frequent matter of mirth, 

Having then so publickly declared himself incorrigible, he is become 
dead in lam, (I mean the law Epopocian) and descendeth to the Poet 
as his property; who may take him, and deal with him, as if he had been 
dead as long as an old Egyptian hero; that is to say, embowel and 
embalm him for posterity. 

Nothing therefore (we conceive) remains to hinder his own Pro¬ 
phecy of himself from taking immediate effect. A rare felicity! and 
what few prophets have had the satisfaction to see, alive! Nor can 
we conclude better than with that extraordinary one of his, which 
is conceived in these Oraculous words, my dulness will find 

SOMEBODY TO DO IT RIGHT^ 

^ Life, p. 6. ' P. 424. ^ P. 19. e p. 17. 

^ Ibid. p. 243. octavo edit 
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Templey unfolds her ArtSy and initiates him into her Mysteries; then 
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Book the First 


T H E Mighty Mother, and her Son who brings 
The Smithfield Muses to the ear of Kings, 

I sing. Say you, her instruments the Great! 

Call’d to this work by Dulness, Jove, and Fate; 


The Dunciad, sic MS. It may well be disputed whether this be a right reading: 
Ought it not rather to be spelled Duncdad, as the Etymology evidently demands? 
Dunce with an therefore Dunceiad with an e. That accurate and punctual Man of 
Letters, the Restorer of Shakespeare^ constantly observes the preservation of this very 
Letter e, in spelling the Name of his beloved Author, and not like his common careless 
Editors, with the omission of one, nay sometimes of two ee's [as Shakspear) which is 
utterly unpardonable. ‘Nor is the neglect of a Single Letter so tririal as to some it may 
appear; the alteration whereof in a learned language is an Atchievement that brings 
honour to the Critic who advances it; and Dr. Bentley will be remembered to posterity 
for his performances of this sort, as long as the world shall have any esteem for the 
remains of Menander and Philemon.’ Theobald. 

This is surely a slip in the learned author of the foregoing note; there having been 
since produced by an accurate Antiquary, an Autograph of Shakspeare himself, where¬ 
by it appears that he spelled his own name without the first e. And upon this authority it 
was, that those most Critical Curators of his Monument in Westminster Abby erased the 
former wrong reading, and restored the true spelling on a new piece of old iEgyptian 
Granite. Nor for this only do they deserve our thanks, but for exhibiting on the same 
Monument the first Specimen of an Edition of an author in Marble; where (as may be 
seen on comparing the Tomb with the Book) in the space of five lines, two Words and a 
whole Verse arc changed, and it is to be hoped will there stand, and outlast whatever 
hath been hitherto done in Paper; as for the future, our Learned Sister University (the 
other Eye of England) is taking care to perpetuate a Total new Shakespear, at the Claren¬ 
don press. Bentl. 

It is to be noted, that this great Critic also has omitted one circumstance; which is, 
that the Inscription with the Name of Shakspeare was intended to be placed on the 
Marble Scroll to which he points with his hand; instead of which it is now placed behind 
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You by whose carc, in vain dccrv’d and curst, 

Still Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first; 
Say how the Goddess bade Britannia sleep, 

And pour’d her Spirit o’er the land and deep. 


his back, and that Specimen of an Edition is put on the Scroll, which indeed Shakspcarc 
hath great reason to point at. .\.von'. 

Though I have as just a value for the letter £, as any Grammarian living, and the same 
affection for the Name of this Poem a.s any Critic for that of his .\uthor; vet cannot it 
induce me to agree with those who would add yet another <■ to it, and call it the Duficcii7Je\ 
which being a French and foreign termination, is no way proper to a word entirely 
English, and vernacular. One c therefore in this case is right, and two e's w rong, ^'et upon 
the whole I shall follow the .Manuscript, and print it without any e at all; moved thereto 
by Authority (at all times, with Critics, equal, if not superior to Reason.) In which 
method of proceeding, I can never enough praise my good friend, the e.vact Mr. Tho. 
Hcame; who if any word occur, which to him and all mankind is evidently wrong, yet 
keeps he it in the Text with due reverence, and only remarks in the Margin sic MS. In 
like manner we shall not amend this error in the Title itself, hut only note it ohitcr, to 
evince to the lc.irned that it w as not our fault, nor any ctfcct of our ignorance or inatten¬ 
tion. SCRIBLERVS. 

This Poem was written in the year 1726. In the next year an imperfect Edition was 
published at Dublin, and reprinted at London in twelves; another at Dublin, and another 
at London in octavo; and three others in twelves the same year. But ilierc was no per¬ 
fect Edition before tliat of London in quarto; which was attended with Notes. Sciioi,. 
Vet. 

It was expressly confessed in the Preface to the first edition, that this Poem was not 
published hy the .Author himself. It was printed originallv in a foreign Country. And 
what foreign Country? Why. one notorious for blunders; where finding blanks only 
instead of proper names, these blunderers filled tlicm up at their pleastire. 

The very Hero of the I’ocm hath been mistaken 10 this h<»ur; so that wc arc obliged to 
open our Notes with a discovery who he really was. Wc le.irn from the former Editor, that 
this Piece was presented by the Hands of Sir Robert Walpole to King Geor'ac II. Now 
the author directly tells us, his Hero is the Man 

- jrho briui’S 

The SmilhfieU Muses lo the ear of Kings. 

And it is notorious who was the person on whom this Prince conferred the honour of 
the Laurel. 

It appears as plainly from the .-ffioslrophe to the Creat in the third verse, that 'Pihbald 
could not !>c the person, who was never an .Aiiiluir in fashion, or caressed by the Circat; 
whereas this single characteristic is sufTicicnt to point out the true I lero; wijo, above all 
other Poets of his time, was the Peculiar Delight and Chosen Conipaninn of the Nol>ility of 
Engbnd; and wrote, as he himself tells us, certain of his Works at the earnest Desire of 
Persons of Quality. 

Lastly, The sixth verse affords full proof; this Poet being tlie only one who was 
universally known to have had a Son so exactly like him, in his poetical, theatrical, 
political, and moral Capacities, that it could justly be said of him 

Still Dunce the second reign'd lil-e Dunce the first. 

t. "pie Reader ought lierc to be cautioned, that the Mother, and not the Son, is the 
principal .Agent of this Poem: The latter of them is onlv chosen as her Collcguc (.is was 
anciently the custom in Rome before some great Expedition) the main action of the 
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In eldest time, e’er mortals writ or read, 

E*er Pallas issu’d from the Thund’rer’s head, lo 

Dulness o’er all possess’d her ancient right. 

Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night: 

Fate in their dotage this fair Ideot gave, 

Gross as her sire, and as her mother grave. 

Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, and blind, 15 

She rul’d, in native Anarchy, the mind. 

Poem being by no means ihe Coronation of the Laureate, which is perfomied in the very 
first book, but the Restoration of the Empire of Outness in Britain, which is not accom> 
plished ’dtl the last. 

Wonderful is the stupidity of all the former Critics and Commentators on this workl 
It breaks forth at the very first line. The author of the Critique prefixed to Saamey^ a 
Poem, p. 5. hath been so dull as to explain the Alan who brings. C'r.not of thcHeroof the 
piece, but of our Poet himself, as if he vaunted that Kings were to be his readers; an 
honour which though this Poem hath had, yet knoweth he how to receive it with more 
modesty. 

We remit this Ignorant to the first lines of the /Enrii, assuring him that Virgil there 
speaketh not of himself, but of y£neas: 

Arma virumque cano, Troja qui primus ab oris 
Italiam,fato profugus, Lavinaque renit 
Littora: multum ille (S terris jactatus (S altOy C$e. 

I cite the whole three verses, that I may by the way offer a Conjectural Emendation, 
purely my own, upon each: First, oris should be read aris, it being, as we see y£n. ii. 513. 
from the altar of Jupiter Hercitus that y£neas fled as soon as he saw Priam shin. In the 
second line I would radjlatu for fato, since it is most clear it was by Hjnds that he 
arrived at the shore of Italy. Jactatus,in the third, is surely as improperly applied to terris, 
as proper to alto; to say a man is tost on land, is much at one sajnng he walks at sea: 
Risum teneatis, amici? Correct it, as I doubt not it ought to be, vexalus. 

SCRIBLERUS. 

2. Smithfield is the place where Bartholomew Fair was kept, whose shews, machines, 
and dramatical entertainments, formerly agreeable only to the taste of the Rabble, were, 
by the Hero of this poem and others of equal genius, brought to the Theatres of Covent- 
garden, Lincolns-inn-fictds, and the Hay-market, to be the reigning pleasures of the 
Court and Town. This happened in the Reigns of King George I. and II. See Book 3. 

4. By Dulness, Jove, and Fate:] i.e. By their Judgments, their Interests, and their 
Inclinations. 

12. The beauty of this whole Allegory being purely of the poetical kind, we think it 
not our proper business, as a Scholiast, to meddle with it: But leave it (as we shall in 
general all such) to the reader; remarking only, that Chaos (according to Hesiod'^ 
Ofoyovla) was the Progenitor of all the Gods. Scriblerus. 

15. I wonder the learned Scriblerus has omitted to advertise the Reader, at the 
opening of this Poem, that Dulness here is not to be taken contractedly for mere 
Stupidity, hut in the enlarged sense of the word, for all Slowness of Apprehension, 
Shortness of Sight, or imperfect Sense of things. It includes (as we see by the Poet’s own 
words) Labour, Industry, and some degree of Activity and Boldness: a ruling principle 
not inert, but turning topsy-turvy the Understanding, and inducing an Anarchy or 
confused State of Mind. This remark ought to be carried along with the reader through- 
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Still her old Empire to restore she tries, 

For, born a Goddess, Dulness never dies. 

O Thou! whatever title please thine ear, 

Dean, Drapier, BickerstafF, or Gulliver! 2< 

WTiether thou chuse Cervantes* serious air, 

Or laugh and shake in Rab’Iais* easy chair, 

Or praise the Court, or magnify Mankind, 

Or thy griev’d Country’s copper chains unbind; 

From thy Boeotia tho’ her Pow’r retires, 25 

Mourn not, my Swift, at ought our Realm acquires. 

Here pleas’d behold her mighty wings out-spread 
To hatch a new Saturnian age of Lead. 

Close to those walls where Folly holds her throne, 

And laughs to think Monroe would take her down, 30 
Where o’er the gates, by his fam’d father’s hand 
Great Cibber’s brazen, brainless brothers stand; 

out the work; and without this caution he will be apt to niistake the Importance of many 
of the Characters, as well as of the Design of the Poet. Hence it is that some have com¬ 
plained he chuses too mean a subject, and imagined he employs himself, like Domitian, 
in killing flies; whereas those who have the true key will find he sports with nobler quarry, 
and embraces a larger compass; or (as one saith, on a like occasion) 

Will iee his Wort, like Jacob's ladder, rise. 

Its foot in dirt, its head amid the skies. Bentl. 

ft 

16. The native Anarchy of the mind is that stale which precedes the time of Reason’s 
assuming the rule of the Passions. But in that state, the uncontrolled violence of the 
Passions would soon bring things to confusion, were it not for the intervention of Dulness 
in this absence of Reason; who, though she cannot regulate them like Reason, yet blunts 
and deadens their Vigour, and, indeed, produces some of the good effects of it: Hence 
It IS that Dulness has often the appearance of Reason. This is the only good she ever did; 
and the Poet takes particular care to tell it in the very introduction of his Poem. It is to be 
observed indeed, that this is spoken of the universal rule of Dulness in ancient days, but 
we may form an idea of It from her partial Government in later times. 

17. TTiis Restoration makes the O>mplction of the Poem. Fide Book 4. 

23 - Ironiei, alluding to Gulliver's representations of both.—The next line relates to the 
papers of the Drapier against the currency of Wood’s Copper coin in Ireland, which, upon 
the great discontent of the people, his M.ijcsly was graciously pleased to recal. 

aS. The ancient Golden Age is by Poets styled Saturnian; but in the Chemical 
language Saturn is Lead. She is said here only to be spreading her wings to hatch this 
age; which is not produced completely till the fourth book. 

^ 3 * • By his fam'd father's hand'\ Mr. Caius-Gabriel Cibber, father of the Poet Laureate. 
The two Statues of the Lunatics over the gates of Bedlam-hospital were done by him, 
*nd (as the son justly says of them) are no ill monuments of his fame as an Artist- 
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One Cell there is, conceal’d from vulgar eye, 

The Cave of Poverty and Poetry. 

Keen, hollow winds howl thro’ the bleak recess, 35 

Emblem of Music caus’d by Emptiness. 

Hence Bards, like Proteus long in vain ty’d down. 

Escape in Monsters, and amaze the town. 

33. The cell of poor Poetry is here very properly represented as a little unendowed Hall 
in the neighbourhood of the Magnific College of Bedlam; and as the surest Seminary to 
supply those learned walls with Professors. For there cannot be a plainer indication of 
madness than in mens persisting to starve themselves and offend the public by scribling, 

Escape in Monsters^ and amaze the town. 

when they might have benefited themselves and others in profitable and honest employ* 
ments. The Qualities and Productions of the students of this private Academy are 
afterwards described in this first book; as are also their Actions throughout the second; by 
which it appears, how near allied Dulness is to Madness. This naturally prepares us for 
the subject of the third book, where we find them in union, and acting in conjunction to 
produce the Catastrophe of the fourth; a mad poetical Sibyl leading our Hero through 
the Regions of Vision, to animate him in the present undertaking, by a view of the past 
triumphs of Barbarism over Science. 

34 .1 cannot here omit a remark that will greatly endear our Author to every one, who 
shall attentively observe that Humanity and Candor, which every where appears in him 
towards those unhappy objects of the ridicule of all mankind, the bad Poets. He here 
imputes all scandalous rh>’mes, scurrilous weekly papers, base flatteries, wretched elegies, 
songs, and verses (even from those sung at Court to ballads in the streets) not so much to 
malice or servility as to Dulness; and not so much to Dulness as to Necessity. And thus, 
at the very commencement of his Satyr, makes an apologj’ for all that are to be satyrized. 

37. Sunt quibus in plures jus est transire figuras: 

Ut tibi, cf'mplexi terram maris incola, Proleu; 

Nunc violcntus aper, nunc quern tetigisse timerent, 

Anguis eras, modo te faciebant cornua Taunim, 

Seepe Lapis poleras. Ovid. Met. viii. 

Neither Palacphatus, Phumutus, nor Hcraclides give us any steddy light into the 
mythology of this mysterious fable. If I be not deceived in a part of learning which has so 
long exercised my pen, by Proteus must certainly be meant a hacknied Town soibler; 
and by his Transformations, the various disguises such a one assumes, to elude the 
pursuit of his irreconcilable enemy, the Bailiff. Proteus is represented as one bred of the 
mud and slime of jEgypt, the original soil of Arts and Letters: And what is a Town- 
scribler, but a creature made up of the excrements of luxurious Science ? By the change 
then into a Boar is meant his character of a furious and dirty Party-writer; the Snake 
signifies a Libeller; and the Horns of the Bull, the Dilemmas of a Polemical Answerer. 
These are the three great parts he acts under; and when he has completed his circle, he 
sinks back again, as the last change into a Stone denotes, into his natural state of immove* 
able Stupidity. If I may expect thanks of the learned world for this discovery, I would by 
no means deprive that excellent Critic of his share, who discovered before me, that in 
the character of Proteus was designed Sophistam, Magum, Politicum, prasertim rebus 
omnibus sese accommodantem. Which in English is, A Political writer, a Libeller, and a 
Disputer, writing indifferently for or against every party in the State, every sect in Religion, 
and every character in private life. Sec my Fables of Ovid explained. Abbe Banier. 
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Hence Miscellanies spring, the weekly boast 
Of Curl’s chaste press, and Lintot’s rubric post: 
Hence hymning Tyburn*,s elegiac lines, 

Hence Journals, Medleys, Merc’ries, Magazines: 
Sepulchral Lyes, our holy walls to grace, 

And New-year Odes, and all the Grub-street race. 

In clouded Majesty here Dulness shone; 

Four guardian Virtues, round, support her throne: 
Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 
Of hisses, blows, or want, or loss of ears: 

Calm Temperance, whose blessings those partake 
Who hunger, and who thirst for scribling sake: 
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40. Curl's chaste press, and Linioi's rubric post:] Two Booksellers, of whom see Book 2. 
The former was Hned by the Court of King’s Bench for publishing obscene books; the 
latter usually adorned his shop with titles in red letters. 

- Genus unde Latinunty 

Albanique panes y atque a It a mania Roma. Virg. JEn. i. 

4 *- It is an ancient English custom for the Malefactors to sing a Psalm at their 
execution at Tyburn; and no less customary to print Elegies on their deaths, at the same 
time, or before. 


42. Magazines,] Miscellanies in prose and verse, in which at some times 


— new-horn nonsense first is taught to cry, 

at others, dead>bom Dulness appears in a thousand shapes. These were thrown out 
weekly and monthly by every miserable scriblcr; or picked up picce-meal and stolen 
from any body, under the title of Papers, Essays, Queries, Verses, Epigrams, Riddles, 
^c. equally the disgrace of human Wit, Morality, and Decency. 

43 - Sepulchral Lyes,] Is a just satyr on the Flancrics and Falshoods admitted to be 
inscribed on the walls of Churches, in Epitaphs. 


44. New-year Odes,] Made by the Poet Laureate for the time being, to be sung at Court 
on every New-year’s day, the words of which are happily drowned in the voices and 
iwtnimenis. The New-year Odes of the Hero of this work were of a cast distinguished 
preceded him, and made a conspicuous part of his character as a writer, 
which doubtless induced our Author to mention them here so particularly. 


45 * - the Moon 

Rising in clouded Majesty - Milton, Book iv. 

See this Cloud removed, or rolled back, or ^thered up to her head, book iv. ver. 
17. 18. It is worth while to compare this description of the Majesty of Dulness in a 
sute of peace and tranquillity, with that more busy scene where she mounts the throne 
in triumph, and is not so much supported by her own Virtues, as by the princely con- 
roiousness of having destroyed all other. Scriul. 

48. Quern negue pauperies, neque mors, neque xincula terrent. Horat. 


5 °'an allusion to a text in Scripture, which shews, in Mr. Pope, a delight in 
prophancncss,’ said Curl upon this place. But it is \ery familiar with Shakespear to allude 
w passages of Scripture: Out of a great number I will select a few, in which he not only 
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Prudence, whose glass presents th’ approaching jayl: 

Poetic Justice, with her lifted scale, 

Where, in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs, 

And solid pudding against empty praise. 

Here she beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 55 

Where nameless Somethings in their causes sleep, 

’Till genial Jacob, or a warm Third day. 

Call forth each mass, a Poem, or a Play: 

How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lie. 

How new-born nonsense first is taught to cry, 6o 

Maggots half-form’d in rhyme exactly meet. 

And learn to crawl upon poetic feet. 

Here one poor word an hundred clenches makes. 

And ductile dulness new meanders takes; * 

There motley Images her fancy strike, 65 

Figures ill pair’d, and Similics unlike. 

She sees a Mob of Metaphors advance, 

Pleas'd with the madness of the mazy dance: 

alludes to, but quotes the very Texts from holy Writ. In All’s well that ends well, I am no 
great Nebuchadnezzar, I have not much skill in grass. Ibid. They are for the flowery way 
that leads to the broad gate and the great fire. Mat. vii. 13. In Much ado about nothing. 
All, all, and moreover Cod saw him when he was hid in the garden. Gen. Ui. 8. (in a very 
jocose scene.) In Love’s labour lost, he talk.s of Sampson’s carrying the gates on his back; 
in the Merry wives of Windsor, of Goliah and the weaver’s beam; and in Henry IV, 
Falstaff’s soldiers arc compared to Lazarus and the prodigal son. 

The first part of this note is Mr. Curl’s, the rest is Mr. TiiroD.'tLD’s, Appendix to 
Shakespeare Restored, p. 144. 

55, 56. That is to say, unformed things, which arc cither made into Poems or Plays, as 
the Booksellers or the Players bid most. These lines allude to the following in Garth’s 
Dispensary, Cant. vi. 

IVithin the chambers of the globe they spy 
The beds where sleeping vegetables lie, 

'Till the glad summons of a genial ray 
Unbinds the glebe, and calls them out to day. 

63. It may not be amiss to give an instance or two of ti'.csc operations of Dulness out of 
the Works of her Sons, celebrated in the Poem. A great Critic formerly held these 
clenches in such abhorrence, that he declared ‘he that would pun would pick a pocket.* 
Yet Mr. Dennis’s works afford us notable examples in this kind: * Alexander Pope hath 
sent abroad into the world as many Bulls as his namesake Pope Alexander. —Let us take 
the initial and final letters of his Name, viz. A. P — F, and they give you the idea of an 
Ape.—Pope comes from the Latin word Popa, which signifies a little W’art; or from 
poppysma, because he was continually popping out squibs of wit, or rather Popysmata, or 
Popisms.' De.\nis on Horn, and Daily Journal, ftme 11, 1728. 

64. A parody on a verse in Garth, Cant. I. 

How ductile matter new meanders takes. 
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How Tragedy and Comedy embrace; 

How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race; 

How Time himself stands still at her command. 

Realms shift their place, and Ocean turns to land. 

Here gay Description iEgypt glads with show’rs. 

Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca flowVs; 

Glitt’ring with ice here hoary hills are seen, 

There painted vallies of eternal green, 

In cold December fragrant chaplets blow, 

And heavy harvests nod beneath the snow. 

All these, and more, the cloud-compelling Queen 
Beholds thro’ fogs, that magnify the scene. So 

She, tinsel’d o’er in robes of varying hues. 

With self-applause her wild creation views; 

Sees momentary monsters rise and fall, 

And with her own fools-colours gilds them all. 

’Twas on the day, when * * rich and grave, 85 

Like Cimon, triumph’d both on land and wave: 

(Pomps without guilt, of bloodless swords and maces, 

Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners, and broad faces) 


70, fie. Allude to the transgressions of the Unities in the Plays of such poets. For the 
muscles wrought upon Ttme and Place, and the mixture of Tragedy and Comedy 
Farce and Epic, see Pluto and Proserpine, Penelope, &c. if yet extant. * 

73 - In the lower /£gypt Rain is of no use, the overflowing of the Nile being sufficient 
to impregnate the soil.—These six verses represent the Inconsistencies in the descrip- 
uons of poets, who heap together all glittering and gawdy images, though incompatible 
in one season, or in one scene. 

Guardian, N®. 40. parap. 6. See also EufJtn's whole works, if 10 be found, Ic 
would not have been unpleasant to have given Examples of all these species of bad 
writing from these Authors, but that it is already done in our Treatise of the Bathos. 

SatlBU 

79 * From Homcr^s Epithet of Jupiter, vt<f>€XriYtpiTa Ztvi. 

8s, 86. Viz. a Lord Mayor’s Day; his name the author had left in blanks, but most 
ceruinly could never be that which the Editor foisted in formerly, and which no wav 
agrees with the chronology of the poem. Blntl. 

The Procession of a Lord Mayor is made partly by land, and partly by water.— 

mon, the famous Athenian General, obuined a victory by sea, and another by land 
on the same day, over the Persians and Barbarians. ’ 


88. Ckdchatns,] The Ignorance of these Moderns! This was altered in one edition to 
'^ouehatns, shewing more regard to the metal of which the chains of Alderman are made 

I?f". ^ **** ^uty of the Latinism and Grxeism, nay of figurative speech itself: Laias 
**tefes, glad, for making glad, (Sc. SaiiBL. 
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Now Night descending, the proud scene was o’er, 

But liv’d, in Settle’s numbers, one day more. 90 

Now May’rs and Shrieves all hush’d and satiate lay, 

Yet eat, in dreams, the custard of the day; 

While pensive Poets painful vigils keep. 

Sleepless themselves, to give their readers sleep. 

Much to the mindful Queen the feast recalls 95 

What Gty Swans once sung within the walls; 

Much she revolves their arts, their ancient praise, 

And sure succession down from Heywood’s days. 

She saw, with joy, the line immortal run. 

Each sire imprest and glaring in his son: 100 

So watchful Bruin forms, with plastic care, 

Each growing lump, and brings it to a Bear. 

She saw old Pryn in restless Daniel shine, 

go. A beautiful manner of speaking, usual with poets in praise of poetry, in which 
kind nothing is finer than those lines of Mr. Addison: 

Somlmes, misguided by the tunejul throngs 
I look for streams immortaliz'd in song. 

That lost in silence and oblivion lie. 

Dumb are their fountains, and their channels dry'. 

Yet run for ever by the Muses skill. 

And in the smooth description murmur still. 

Settle was poet of the City of London. His office was to compose yearly panegyrics 
upon the Lord Mayors, and verses to be spoken in the Pageants: But that part of the 
shows being at length frugally abolished, the employment of Gty-poet ceased; so that 
upon Settle’s demise there was no successor to that place. 

98. John Heywood, whose Interludes were printed in the time of Henry VIII. 

103. The first edition had it, 

She saw in Norton all his father shine: 

a great Mistake! for Daniel De Foe had parts, but Norton Do Foe was a wretched writer, 
and never attempted Poetry. Much more justly is Daniel himself made successor to 
W. Pryn, both of whom wrote Verses as well as Politics; as appears by the Poem De jure 
divino, ^c. of De Foe, and by these lines in Cowley’s MisceUanies, on the other: 

- One lately did not fear 

{Without the Muses leave) to plant Verse here. 

But it produced such base, rough, crabbed, hedge- 
Rhymes, as e'en set the hearers ears on edge: 

Written by William Prynn Esqui-re, the 
Year of our Lord, six hundred thirty three. 

Brave Jersey Muse! and he's for his high style 
Call'd to this day the Homer of the Isle. 

And both these authors had a resemblance in their fates as well as writings, having been 
alike sentenced to the Pillory. 
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And Eusden eke out Blackmore’s endless line; 

She saw slow Philips creep like Tate’s poor page, 105 

And all the mighty Mad in Dennis rage. 

104. Laurence Eusden Poet laureate. Mr. Jacob gives a catalogue of some few only of 
his works, which were very numerous. Mr. Cook, in his Battle of Poets, saith of him, 

Eusden^ a laurtl’d Bard, by fortune rais'd. 

By very few was read, by fewer prais'd. 

Mr. Oldmixon, in his Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, p. 413, 414. affirms, ‘That of all the 
Galimatia’s he ever met with, none comes up to some verses of this poet, which have as 
much of the Ridiculum and the Fustian in them as can well be jumbled together, and are 
of that sort of nonsense, which so perfectly confounds all ideas, that there is no distinct 
one left in the mind.’ Farther he says of him, ‘That he hath prophecied his own poetry 
shall be sweeter than Catullus, Ovid, and Tibullus; but we have little hope of the accom¬ 
plishment of it, from what he hath lately published.’ Upon which Mr. Oldmixon has not 
spared a reflection, ‘That the putting the Laurel on the head of one who writ such verses, 
will give futurity a very lively idea of the judgment and justice of those who bestowed ic’ 
Ibid. p. 417. But the well-known learning of that Noble Person, who was then Lord 
Chamberlain, might have screened him from this unmannerly reflection. Nor ought Mr. 
Oldmixon to complain, so long after, that the Laurel would have better become his own 
brows, or any others: It were more decent to acquiesce in the opinion of the Duke of 
Buckingham upon this matter: 

—In rush'd Eusden, and cry'd, IVho shall have it. 

But I, the true Laureate, to whom the Ktng gave it? 

Apollo beg'd pardon, and granted his claim. 

But vow'd that 'till then he ne'er heard of his name. 

Session of Poets. 

The same plea might also serve for his successor, Mr. Cibber; and is further strength¬ 
ened in the following Epigram, made on that occasion: 

In merry old England it once was a rule. 

The King had his Poet, and also his Fool: 

But now we're so frugal, I'd have you to know it. 

That Cibber can serve both for Fool and for Poet. 

Of Blackmore, sec Book z. Of Philips, Book i. ver. 26a. and Book 3. prope fin. 

Nahum Tate was Poet Laureate, a cold writer, of no invention; but sometimes irans- 
uted tolerably when befriended by Mr. Drydcn. In his second part of Absalom and 
Achitophcl arc above two hundred admirable lines together of that great hand, which 
strongly shine through the insipidity of the rest. Something parallel may be observed of 
another author here mentioned. 

106. This is by no means to be understood literally, as if Mr. Dennis were really mad, 

acrording to the Narrative of Dr. Norris in Swift and Pope’s Miscellanies, vol. 3. No_ 

»t IS spoken of that Excellent and Divine Madness, so often mentioned by Plato; that 
poetical rage and enthusiasm, with which Mr. D. hath, in his time, been highly possessed; 
and of those extraordinary hints and motions whereof he himself so feelingly treats in his 
preface to the Rem. on Pr. Arth. [Sec notes on Book 2. ver. 268.) 

Theobald, in the Censor, vol. ii. N. 33. calls Mr. Dennis by the name of Furius. 

I he modem Furius is to be looked upon as more an object of pity, than of that which he 
// • contempt. Did we really know how much this poor man 

^ km! • ^tfltetion on poverty had been spared) suffers by being contradicted, or, 
which IS the same thing in effect, by hearing another praised; we should, in compassion’ 
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In each she marks her Image full exprest, 

But chief in Bays*s monster-breeding breast; 

sometimes attend to him with a silent nod, and let him go away with the triumphs of his 
ill nature.— Poor Furius (again) when any of his cotemporaries are spoken well of, 
quitting the grourtd of the present dispute, steps back a thousand years to call in the 
succour of the Ancients. His very panegyric is spiteful, and he uses it for the same reason 
as some Ladies do their commendations of a dead beauty, who would never have had 
their good word, but that a living one happened to be mentioned in their company. His 
applause is not the tribute of his Heart, but the sacrifice of his Revenge' (Sc. Indeed his 
pieces against our poet are somewhat of an angry character, and as they are now scarce 
extant, a taste of his style may be satisfactory to the curious. ‘A young, squab, short 
gentleman, whose outward form, though it should be that of downright monkey, would 
not dilfer so much from human shape as his unthinking immaterial part does from human 
understanding.—He is as stupid and as venomous as a hunch-back’d toad.—A book 
through which folly and ignorance, those brethren so lame and impotent, do ridiculously 
look very big and very dull, and strut and hobble, cheek by jowl, with their arms on 
kimbo, Wng led and supported, and bully-back’d by that blind Hector, Impudence.’ 
Reflect, on the Essay on Oiticism, p. 26. 29, 30. 

It would be unjust not to add his reasons for this Fur)’, they are so strong and so coer¬ 
cive: ‘I regard him (saith he) as an Enemy, not so much to me, as to my King, to my 
Ojuntry, to my Religion, and to that Liberty which has been the sole felicity of my life. 
A vagary of Fortune, who is sometimes pleased to be frolicksome, and the epidemic 
Madness of the times have given him Reputation, and Reputation (as Hobbes says) is 
Power, and that has made him dangerous. Therefore I look on it as my dut)’ to King 
George, whose faithful subject I am; to my Country, of which I have appeared a constant 
lover, to the Laws, under whose protection I have so long lived; and to the Liberty of my 
Country, more dear to me than life, of which I have now for forty years been a constant 
assertor, (Sc. I look upon it as my duty, I say, to do—yew shall see what~io pull the 
lion’s skin from this little Ass, which popular error has throwm round him; and to shew 
that this Author, who has been lately so much in vogue, has neither sense in his thoughts, 
nor English in his expressions.’ Dennis, Rem. on Horn. Pref. p. 2. 91, (Sc. 

Besides these public-spirited reasons, Mr. D. had a private one; which, by his manner 
of c.vprcssing it in p. 92. appears to have been equally strong. He was even in bodily fear 
of his life from the machinations of the said Mr. P. ‘The story (says he) is too long to be 
told, but who would be acquainted with it, may hear it from Mr. Curl, my bookseller.— 
However, what my reason has suggested to me, that I have with a just confidence said, in 
defiance of his two clandestine weapons, his Slander and his Poison.* Which last words 
of his book plainly discover Mr. D.’s suspicion was that of being poisoned, in like manner 
as Mr. Curl had been before him; of which fact sec A full and true account of a horrid and 
barbarous revenge, by poison, on the body of Edmund Curl, printed in 1716, the year 
antecedent to that wherein these Remarks of Mr. Dennis were published. But what puts 
it beyond all question, is a passage in a very warm treatise, in which Mr. D. was also con¬ 
cerned, price two pence, called A true character of Mr. Pope and his writings, printed for 
S. Popping, 1716; in the tenth page whereof he is said ‘to have insulted people on those 
calamities and diseases which he himself gave them, by administring Poison to them;’ 
and is called (p. 4) ‘a lurking way-laying coward, and a stabber in the dark.’ Which 
(with many other things most lively set forth in that piece) must have rendered him a 
terror, not to Mr. Dennis only, but to all Christian people. 

For the rest; Mr John Dennis was the son of a Sadler in London, bom in 1657. He 
paid court to Mr. Dryden: and having obtained some correspondence with Mr. Wycherly 
and Mr. Congreve, he immediately obliged the public with their Letters. He made 
himself known to the Government by many admirable schemes and projects; which the 
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Bays, form’d by nature Stage and Town to bless, 

And act, and be, a Qjxcomb with success. 

Dulness with transport eyes the lively Dunce, 

Remembring she herself was Pertness once. 

Now (shame to Fortune!) an ill Run at Play 
Blank’d his bold visage, and a thin Third day: 

Swearing and supperless the Hero sate, ”5 

Blasphem’d his Gods, the Dice, and damn d his Fate. 

Then gnaw’d his pen, then dash’d it on the ground, 

Sinking from thought to thought, a vast profound! 

Plung’d for his sense, but found no bottom there, 

Yet wrote and flounder’d on, in mere despair. 120 

Ministry, for reasons best known to themselves, constantly kept private. For his chi^c- 
tcr, as a writer, it is given us as follows: ‘Mr. Dennis is excellent at Pindaric writings, 
perfectly regular in all his performances, and a person of tound Leamtng. That he is 
master of a great deal of Penetration and Judgment., his criticisms, (particularly on 
Prince Arthur) do sufficiently demonstrate.’ From the same account it also appears that 
he writ Plays ‘more to get Reputation than Money.' Dennis of himself. Sec Giles Jacob s 
Lives of Dram, Poets, p. 68, 69. compared with p. a86. 

109. It is hoped the poet here hath done full justice to his Hero’s Character, which it 
were a great mistake to imagine was wholly sunk in stupidity; he is allowed to have 
supported it with a wonderful mixture of Vivacity. This character is heightened 
according to his own desire, in a Letter he wrote to our author. ‘Pert and dull at least you 
might have allowed me. What lam I only to be dull, and dull still, and again, and for ever. 
He then solemnly appealed to his own conscience, that ‘he could not think himself so, 
nor beUeve that our poet did; but that he spoke worse of him than he could possibly 
ihink; and concluded it must be merely to shew his W'l/, or for some Profit or Lucre to 
himself.’ Life of C. C. chap, vii, and Letter to Mr. P. pag. 15. 40. 53. 

*13. shame to Fortune] Because she usually shews favour to persons of this Character, 
who have a three-fold pretence to it. 

Its. It is amazing how the sense of this hath been mistaken by aU the former commen¬ 
tators, who most idly suppose it to imply that the Hero of the poem wanted a supper. In 
truth a great absurdity! Not that wc arc ignorant that the Hero of Homer s Odyssey is 
frequenUy in that circumsuncc. and therefore it can no way derogate from the grandeur 
of Epic Poem to represent such Hero under a calamity, to which the greatest, not only of 
CriUcs and Poets, but of Kings and Warriors, have been subject. But much more 
refined, 1 will venture to say, is the meaning of our author: It was to give us, obliquely, a 
curious precept, or, what Bossu calls, a disguised sentence, that ‘Temperance is the life of 
Study.’ The Unguage of poesy brings all into action; and to represent a Critic encom¬ 
passed with books, but without a supper, is a picture which lively expresseth how much 
the true Oitic prefers the diet of the mind to that of the body, one of which he always 
castigates, and often touUy neglects for the greater improvement of the other. SotiBU 

But since the discovery of the true Hero of the poem, may we not add that nothing wai 
*0 natural, after so great a loss of Money at Dice, or of Reputation by his Play, as that the 
Poet should have no great stomach to eat a supper ? Besides, how well has the Poet con¬ 
sulted his Heroic Character, in adding that he sipore all the lime ? Bentu 
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Round him much Embryo, much Abortion lay, 
Much future Ode, and abdicated Play; 

Nonsense precipitate, like running Lead, 

That slip’d thro’ Cracks and Zig-zags of the Head; 
All that on Folly Frenzy could beget, 

Fruits of dull Heat, and Sooterkins of Wit. 

Next, o’er his Books his eyes began to roll, 

In pleasing memory of all he stole, 

How here he sipp’d, how there he plunder’d snug 
And suck’d all o’er, like an industrious Bug. 

Here lay poor Fletcher’s half-eat scenes, and here 
The Frippery of crucify’d Moliere; 

There hapless Shakespear, yet of Tibbald sore, 
Wish’d he had blotted for himself before. 

The rest on Out-side merit but presume. 

Or serve (like other Fools) to fill a room; 

Such with their shelves as due proportion hold. 

Or their fond Parents drest in red and gold; 

Or where the pictures for the page attone, 

And Quarles is sav’d by Beauties not his own. 


I2S 


130 




i^i.poor Fletcher's kalf-eat scenes,] A great number of them taken out to patch up his 
Plays. 

132. The Frippery] ‘When I fitted up an old play, it was as a good housewife will mend 
old linncn, when she has not better employment.’ Life, p. 217. octavo. 

133. It is not to be doubted but Ba)'s was a subscriber to Tibbald’s Shakespear. He 
was frequently liberal this way; and, as he tells us, ‘subscribed to Mr. Pope’s Homer, out 
of pure Generosity and Civility; but when Mr. Pope did so to his Nonjuror, he con¬ 
cluded it could be nothing but a joke.’ Letter to Mr. P. p. 24. 

This Tibbald, or Theobald, published an edition of Shakespear, of which he was so 
proud himself as to say, in one of Mist’s Journals, June 8, That to expose any Errors in 
it was impracticable.’ And in another, April 27, ‘TTtai whatever care might for the 
future be taken by any other Editor, he would still give above five hundred Emendations, 
that shall escape them alL* 

134. It was a ridiculous praise which the Players gave to Shakespear, ‘that he never 
blotted a line. Ben Johnson honestly wished be had blotted a thousand; and Shakespear 
would certainly have wished the same, if he had lived to see those alterations in his works, 
which, not the Actors only (and especially the daring Hero of this poem) have made on 
the Stage, but the presumptuous Critics of our days in their Editions. 

135. This Library is divided into three parts; the first consists of those authors from 
whom he stole, and whose works he mangled; Ac second, of such as fitted Ac shelves, 
or were gilded for shew, or adorned wiA pictures; Ae third rla« our auAor calls solid 
learning, old bodies of Divimt)*, old Commentaries, old English Printers, or old English 
Translations; all verj- voluminous, and fit to erect altars to Dulness. 
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Here swells the shelf with Ogilby the great; 

There, stamp'd with arms, Newcastle shines complete: 

Here all his sufTring brotherhood retire, 

And 'scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire: 

A Gothic Library! of Greece and Rome 145 

Well purg’d, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome. 

But, high above, more solid Learning shone, 

The Classics of an Age that heard of none; 

There Caxton slept, with Wynkyn at his side, 

One clasp’d in wood, and one in strong cow-hide; 150 

141. ‘Joim Ogilby was one, who, from a late initiation into literature, made such a 
progress as might well style him the prodigy of his time! sending into the world so many 
large Volumes! His translations of Homer and Virgil done to the life, and atth such 
excellent sculptures! And (what added great grace to his worts) he printed them all on 
special good paper, and in a very good letter.' Winstanly, Lives of Poets. 

142. ‘The Duchess of Newcastle was one who busied herself in the ravishing delights of 
Poetry; leaving to posterity in print three ample Volumes of her studious endeavours.’ 
WtNSTANLY, ibid. Langbaine reckons up eight Folios of her Grace's; which were usually 
adorned with gilded covers, and had her coat of arms upon them. 

146. The Poet has mentioned these three authors in pirticubr, as they arc parallel 
to our Hero in his three capacities: i. Settle was his Brother Laureate; only indeed upon 
half-pay, for the City instead of the Ciourt; but equally famnus for unintelligible flights in 
his poems on public occasions, such as Shows, Birth-days, (He. 2. Banks was his Rival in 
Tragedy tho’ more successful in oncof his Tragedies, the Esrlof Essex, which is yet alive: 
Anna Boleyn, the Queen of Scots, and Cyrus the Great, arc dead and gone. These he drest 
in a sort of Beggars Velvet, or a happy mixture of the thick Fustian and thin Prosaic; 
exactly imitated in Perella and Isidora, C<esar in /€gypt, and the Heroic Daughter. 3. 
Broome was a serving-man of Ben. Johnson, who once picked up a Comedy from his 
Betters, or from some cast scenes of his Master, not entirely contemptible. 

147. Some have objected, that books of this sort suit not so well the library of our Bays, 
which they imagine consisted of Novels, Plays, and obscene books; but they arc to con¬ 
sider, that he furnished his shelves only for ornament, and read these books no more 
than the Dry bodies of Divinity, which, no doubt, were purch.iscd by his Father when he 
designed him for the Gown. Sec the note on v. aoo. 

*49- Caxton] A Printer in the time of Ed. IV. Rich. III. and Hen, VII. Wynkyn dc 
Word, his successor, in that of Hen. VII. and VIII. The former translated into prose 
Virgil’s yEneis , as a history; of which he speaks, in his Proemc, in a very singular manner, 
M of a book hardly known. ‘Happened that to my hande cam a lytyl book in frcnchc, 
whiche late was translated out of latyn by some noble clcrkc of fraunce, whichc bookc is 
named Eneydos (made in latyn by that noble poctc & gretc clerk Vyrgylc) whichc bookc 
I sawe over and redde therein, How after the general dcsiruccyon of the grete Trov, 
Eneas departed beryngc his olde fader anchises upon his sholdrcs, his lytyl son yolas on 
his hande, his wyfe with mochc other people followynge, and how he shipped and 
departed; wyth allc thystorye of his adventures that he had cr he came to the atchieve- 
tnent of his conquest of ylalye, as all alonge shall be shewed in this present booke. In 
whichc bookc I had grete playsyr, by cause of the fayr and honest termes & wordes in 
frcnchc, whichc I never saw to fore lyke, nc none so playsaunt ne so well ordred ; whiche 
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There, sav’d by spice, like Mummies, many a year, 

Dry Bodies of Divinity appear: 

De Lyra there a dreadful front extends, 

And here the groaning shelves Philemon bends. 

Of these twelve volumes, twelve of amplest size, 155 
Redeem’d from tapers and defrauded pies, 

Inspir’d he seizes: These an altar raise: 

An hecatomb of pure, unsully’d lays 

That altar crowns: A folio Common-place 

Founds the whole pile, of all his worb the base: 160 

Quartos, octavos, shape the less’ning pyre; 

A twisted Birth-day Ode completes the spire. 

Then he: Great Tamer of all human artl 
First in my care, and ever at my heart; 

Dulness! whose good old cause I yet defend, 165 

With whom my Muse began, with whom shall end; 

E’er since Sir Fopling’s Periwig was Praise, 

To the last honours of the Butt and Bays: 

booke as me semed sholdc be moche requysi(e to noble men to see, as wel for the eloquence 
as the hystoryes. How wel that many hondred ycr}’s passed was the sayd booke of 
Eneydos wyth other workes made and Icmed dayly in scolis, especyally in ytayle and 
other places, which historye the sayd Vyrgyle made in metre.’ 

* 53 - Nich. de Lyra, or Ilarpsficld, a ver)’ voluminous commentator, whose works, in 
five vast folios, were printed in 1472. 

154. Philemon Holland^ Doctor in Physic. He translated so many books, that a man 
would think he had done noshing else', insomuch that he might be called Translator general 
ofhts age. The books alone of his turning into English are sufficient to make a Country 
Gentleman a complete Library. U’ixstanl, 

166. A te principiutn, tibi desinet. - Virg. Eel. viii. 

Ek Jio? apywfieada, koj els Ala AjjycTe, Movaai.. Theoc. 

Prima dicte mthi, summa dicende Camarna. Horat. 

167. The first visible cause of the passion of the Town for our Hero, was a fair flaxen 
fuU-bottom’d Periwig, which, he tells us. he wore in his first play of the Fool in fashion. 
It attracted, in a particuUr manner, the Friendship of Col Brett, who wanted to purchase 
it. ‘Whatever contempt (says he) Philosophers may have for a fine Periwig, my friend, 
who was not to despise the world but to live in it, knew very well that so material an 
article of dress upon the head of a man of sense, if it became him, could never fail of 
drawing to him a more partial Regard and Benevolence, than could possibly be hoped for 
in an ill-made one. This perhaps, may soften the grave censure which so youthful a pur¬ 
chase might otherwise have laid upon him. In a word, he made his attack upon this Peri¬ 
wig, as your young fellows generally do upon a lady of pleasure, first by a few familiar 
praises of her person, and then a civil enquiry into the price of it; and we finished our 
bargain that night over a bottle. See Life, octavo p. 303- This remarkable Periwig usually 
made its entrance upon the stage in a sedan, brought in by two chairmen, with infinite 
approbation of the audience. 
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O thou! of Business the directing soul! 

To this our head like byass to the bowl, 170 

Which, as more ponderous, made its aim more true, 
Obliquely wadling to the mark in view: 

O! ever gracious to perplex’d mankind, 

Still spread a healing mist before the mind; 

And lest we err by Wit’s wild dancing light, 175 

Secure us kindly in our native night. 

Or, if to Wit a coxcomb make pretence, 

Guard the sure barrier between that and Sense; 

Or quite unravel all the reas’ning thread. 

And hang some curious cobweb in its stead! 180 

As, forc’d from wind-guns, lead itself can fly, 

And pond’rous slugs cut swiftly thro the sky; 

As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe, 

The wheels above urg’d by the load below: 

Me Emptiness, and Dulncss could inspire, 185 

And were my Elasticity, and Fire. 

Some Daemon stole my pen (forgive th’offence) 

And once betray’d me into common sense: 

Else all my Prose and Verse were much the same; 

This, prose on stilts, that, poetry fall’n lame. 190 

Did on the stage my Fops appear confin’d ? 

My Life gave ampler lessons to mankind. 

Did the dead Letter unsuccessful prove } 

The brisk Example never fail’d to move. 

Yet sure had Heav’n decreed to save the State, 195 

Heav’n had decreed these works a longer date. 

Could Troy be sav’d by any single hand. 

This grey-goose weapon must have made her stand. 

What can I now } my Fletcher cast aside, 

178, 179. For Wit or Reasoning arc never grrcatly hurtful to Dulncss, but when the 
first is founded in Truths and the other in Usefulness. 

* 95 ' Me si calicola voluissent ducere vitam, 

Has mihi servassent sedes. - Virg. /En. ii. 

* 97 > *98. - Si Pergama dexira 

Defendi possent, etiam hae defensa fuissent. Virg. ibid. 

199. my Fletcher'] A familiar manner of speaking, used by modern Critics, of a favour¬ 
ite author. Bays might as justly speak thus of Fletcher, as a French Wit did of Tully, 
6«eing his works in a library, ‘Ah! mon cher Ciceroni je Ic connois bicn; e’est Ic mcme 
que Marc Tulle.’ But he had a better title to call Fletcher his own, having made so free 

with him, 
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Take up the Bible, once my better guide? 200 

Or tread the path by vent’rous Heroes trod, 

This Box my Thunder, this right hand my God ? 

Or chair’d at White’s amidst the Doctors sit, 

Teach Oaths to Gamesters, and to Nobles Wit? 

Or bidst thou rather Party to embrace ? 205 

(A friend to Party thou, and all her race; 

’Tis the same rope at different ends they twist; 

To Dulness Ridpath is as dear as Mist.) 

Shall I, like Curtius, desp’rate in my zeal, 

O’er head and ears plunge for the Commonweal ? 210 

Or rob Rome’s ancient geese of all their glories, 

And cackling save the Monarchy of Tories ? 

200. \Vhen, according to his Father’s intention, he had been a Clergyman, or (as he 
thinks himself) a Bishop of the Church of England. Hear his own words: ‘At the time 
that the fate of King James, the Prince of Orange and Mvself, were on the anvU, Provi¬ 
dence thought fit to postpone mine, ’till theirs were determined; But had my father carried 
me a month sooner to the Universir>-, who knows but that purer fountain might have 
washed my Imperfections into a capaciu' of writing, instead of Plays and annual Odes, 
Sermons and Pastoral Letters?' Apology for his Life, chap. iii. 

202. Dextra miht Dcus, (S telum quod missile libro. 

Virgil of the Gods of Mezentius. 

203. ‘These Doctors had a modest and fair Appearance, and, Uke true Masters of Arts, 
were habited in black and trhite\ they were justly styled suhttles andgr<ii «, but not alwavs 
trrefragahleSy being sometimes examined, laid open, and split.’ Scribl. 

This learned Critic is to be understood allegorically: The Doctors in this place mean 
no more than/a/je Dice, a C^nt phrase used amongst Gamesters, so the meaning of these 
four sonorous Lines is only this, ‘Shall I play fair, or foul.^’ 

208. RiJfiath—Mist.] George Ridpath. author of a \\hig paper, called the Flying posf 
Nathanael Misr^ of a famous Tory Journal. ^ 

211. Relates to the well-known stor>- of the geese that saved the Capitol; of which 
\ irgil, .T.n. viii. 

Atque hie aura tis volitans argent eus anser 
Porticibus^ Gallos tn hmtne adesse canebat. 

A passage I have always suspected. Who secs not the antithesis of auratis and argenieus 
to be unworthy the \’irgilian majesty ? And what absurdity to say a goose sings? canebat. 
Virgil gives a contrary character of the voice of this silly bird, in Eel. i.x. 

- argutos interstrepere anser olores. 

Read it, therefore, adesse strepebat. .And why auratis porticibus? does not the very verse 
preceding this inform us, 

Romuleoque recens horrebat regia culmo. 

Is this thatch in one line, and gold in another, consistent ? I scruple not {repugnantihus 
omnibus manuscriptis) to correct it auritis. Horace uses the same epithet in the same sense, 

-.Auritas fidibus canoris 

Ducere quercus. 

And to say that walls have ears is common even to a proverb. Scribl. 

212. Not out of any preference or affection to the Tories. For what Hobbes so ingen- 



BOOK I 


487 


Hold—to the Minister I more incline; 

To serve his cause, O Queen! is serving thine. 

And see! thy very Gazetteers give o’er, 

Ev’n Ralph repents, and Henly writes no more. 

What then remains ? Ourself. Still, still remain 
Cibberian forehead, and Cibberian brain. 

This brazen Brightness, to the ’Squire so dear; 

This polish’d Hardness, that reflects the Peer; 

This arch Absurd, that wit and fool delights; 

This Mess, toss’d up of Hockley-hole and White’s; 
Where Dukes and Butchers join to wreathe my crown, 
At once the Bear and Fiddle of the town. 

O born in sin, and forth in folly brought! 

Works damn’d, or to be damn’d! (your father’s fault) 
Go, purify’d by flames ascend the sky, 

My better and more Christian progeny! 

Unstain’d, untouch’d, and yet in maiden sheets; 

While all your smutty sisters walk the streets. 


215 


220 


225 


230 


uously confesses of himself, is true of all Party-wriiers whatsoever: ‘That he defends the 
supreme powers, as the Geese by their cackling defended the Romans, who held the 
Capitol; for they favoured them no more than the Gauls their Enemies, but were as 
ready to have defended the Gauls if they had been possessed of the Capitol.' Epist. Dcdic. 
to the Leviathan. 


215. Gazetteers] A band of ministerial writers, hired at the price mentioned in the note 
on book ii. ver. 316. who on the very day their Patron quitted his post, laid down their 
paper, and declared they would never more meddle in Politics. 

218. Cibberian forehead] So indeed all the MSS. read; but I make no scruple to pro¬ 
nounce them all wrong, the Laureate being elsewhere celebrated by our Poet for his great 
Modesty—modest Cibber —Read, therefore, at my peril, Cerbehan forehead. This is 
perfectly classical, and, what is more, ffomerical; the Dog was the ancient, as the Bitch is 
the modem, symbol of Impudence; (Kwos ouftar says Achilles to Agamemnon) 

which, when in a superlative degree, may well be denominated from Cerberus, the Dog 
ssnth three heads .— But as to the latter part of this verse, Cibberian brain, that is certainly 
the genuine reading. Ben 11.. 

225. This is a tender and passionate Apostrophe to his own works, w hich he is going to 
sacrifice, agreeable to the nature of man in great affliction; and reflecting like a parent on 
the many miserable fates to which they would otherwise be subject. 

228. ‘It may be observable, that my muse and my spouse were equally prolific; that 
the one was seldom the mother of a Child, but in the same year the other made me the 
father of a Play. 1 think we had a dozen of each sort between us; of both which kinds 
some died in their Infancy,' ( 5 c. Life of C. C. p. 217. 8vo edit. 

** 9 - - Felix Priam'eia virgo! 

Jussa mori: quae sortitus non perlulit ullos, 

Nec viftoris heri tetigif captiva cubilef 

Nos, pairia incensa, diversa per eequora vecta, ( 5 c. Virg. /En. iii. 
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Ye shall not beg, like gratis-given Bland, 

Sent with a Pass, and vagrant thro’ the land; 

Not sail, with Ward, to Ape-and-monkey climes, 
Where vile Mundungus trucks for viler rhymes; 
Not sulphur-tipt, emblaze an Ale-house fire; 

Not wrap up Oranges, to pelt your sire! 

0 ! pass more innocent, in infant state. 

To the mild Limbo of our Father Tate: 

Or peaceably forgot, at once be blest 
In ShadwelPs bosom with eternal Rest! 

Soon to that mass of Nonsense to return, 

Where things destroy’d are swept to things unborn. 

With that, a Tear (portentous sign of Grace!) 
Stole from the Master of the sevenfold Face: 

And thrice he lifted high the Birth-day brand, 

And thrice he dropt it from his quiv’ring hand; 
Then lights the structure, with averted eyes: 

The rowling smokes involve the sacrifice. 

The op’ning clouds disclose each work by turns, 
Now flames the Cid, and now Perolla bums; 


235 


240 


245 


250 


23** 232. It was a practice so to give the Daily Ga2etteer and ministerial pamphlets (in 
which this B. was a writer) and to send them Post-free to all the Towns in the kingdom. 

233. ‘Edward Ward, a very voluminous Poet in Hudibrastic verse, but best known by 
the London Spy, in prose. He has of Ute years kept a public house in the City, (but in 
a genteel way) and with his wit, humour, and good liquor (ale) afforded his guests a 
pleasurable entertainment, especially those of the high-church party.’ Jacob, Lives of 
Poets, vol. ii. p. 225. Great numbers of his works were yearly sold into the PUntadons.— 
Ward, in a book caUed Apollo’s Maggot, declared this account to be a great falsity, pro¬ 
testing that his public house was not in the City, but in Moorfields. 

238 & 240. Tate — Shadtpell] Two of hts predecessors in the Laurel. 

241. Ovid of Althafa on a like occasion, burning her offspring (Met. viii.): 

Turn eonata quater flammis imponere torrem, 

Capta quater tenuit. 

243. It is to be observed that our Poet hath made his Hero, in imitation of ^^rgil’s, 
obnoxious to the tender Passions. He was indeed so given to weeping, that he tells us, 
when Goodman the player swore, if he did not make a good actor, he'd be damn'd\ ‘the 
surprise of being commended by one who had been himself so eminent on the stage, and 
in so positive a manner, was more than he could support. In a word (says he) it almost 
took away my breath and (laugh if you please) fairly drew tears from my eyes.’) P. 149. 
of his Life, octavo. 

250. - fam Deiphobi dedit ampla ruinam 

Vuicano superante domus; jam proximus ardet 
UeaUgon. - Virg. ^n. ii. 
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Great Caesar roars, and hisses in the fires; 

King John in silence modestly expires; 

No merit now the dear Nonjuror claims, 

Moliere’s old stubble in a moment flames. 

Tears gushM again, as from pale Priam’s eyes 
When the last blaze sent Ilion to the skies. 

Rowz’d by the light, old Dulness heav’d the head; 
Then snatch’d a sheet of Thul^ from her bed, 



255 


In the first notes on the Duncud itwas said, that this Author was particularly excellent 
at Tragedy. ‘This (says he) is as unjust as to say I could not dance on a Rope.’ But 
cert^n it is that he had aaempted to dance on this Rope, and fell most shamefully, having 
produced no less than four Tragedies (the names of which the Poet preserves in these 
few lines) the three first of them were fairly printed, acted, and damned; the fourth 
suppressed, in fear of the like treatment 


253-4. iht dear Nonjuror—MoUere's old stubble] A Comedy threshed out of Molierc’s 
TaTOffc, and so much the Translator’s favourite, that he assures us all our author’s 
dislike to it could only arise from disaffection to the Government; 

Qui meprise Ce/in, n'eslime point son Roi, 

El n'a, sehn Cotin, ni Dieu, ni foi, ni loi. Boil. 

He wsures us, that ‘when he had the honour to kiss his Majesty’s hand upon presenting 
ms dedication of it, he was graciously pleased, out of his Royal bounty, to order him two 
hundred pounds for it. And this he doubts not grieved Mr. P.’ 

256. See Virgil, JEn. ii. where I would advise the reader to peruse the story of Troy’s 

d«tniction, rather than in Wynkyn. But I caution him alike in both to beware of a most 

gnevous error, that of thinking it was brought about by I know not what Trojan Horse; 

rtere never having been any such thing. For, first, it was not Trojan, being made by the 

Orrr*r; and, secondly, it was not a horse, but a mare. This is clear from many verses in 
Vu-gil: 

—Utcrum^tt^ armato complcnt, - 

Inchisos utcro Danaos - 

Can a horse be said Uttro g^ere? Again, 

- XJi^roquf recusso^ 

Inionutre cava - 

- Atquc ucero sonitum qua ter arma dcdcrc. 

Nay, is it not expresly said 


Scandit fatalis machina muros 
FccU armis - 

if ** v/ord fata can agree with a horse? And indeed can it be con¬ 

ceived ^at the chaste and virgin Goddess Pallas would employ herself in forming and 
Mhioning the Male of that species .> But this shall be proved to a demonstration in our 
restored. Scribl. 

258. ThiM] An unfinished poem of that name, of which one sheet was printed many 
years ago, by Amb. Philips, a northern author. It is an usual method of putting out a fire 
o cast wet sheets upon it. Some critics have been of opinion that this sheet was of the 
wmre of the /^bestos, which cannot be consumed by fire: But I rather think it an 
egoncal allusion to the coldness and heaviness of the writing. 
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Sudden she flies, and whelms it o’er the pyre; 

Down sink the flames, and with a hiss expire. 260 

Her ample presence fills up all the place; 

A veil of fogs dilates her awful face: 

Great in her charms! as when on Shrieves and May’rs 
She looks, and breathes herself into their airs. 

She bids him wait her to her sacred Dome: 265 

Well pleas’d he enter’d, and confess’d his home. 

So Spirits ending their terrestrial race, 

Ascend, and recognize their Native Place. 

This the Great Mother dearer held than all 

The clubs of Quidnuncs, or her own Guild-hall: 270 

Here stood her Opium, here she nurs’d her Owls, 

And here she plann’d th’ Imperial seat of Fools. 

Here to her Chosen all her works she shews; 

Prose swell’d to verse, verse loit’ring into prose: 

How random thoughts now meaning chance to find, 275 
Now leave all memory of sense behind: 

How Prologues into Prefaces decay, 

And these to Notes are fritter’d quite away: 

How Index-learning turns no student pale, 

Yet holds the eel of science by the tail: 280 

How, with less reading than makes felons scape, 

Less human genius than God gives an ape, 

Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 

A past, vamp’d, future, old, reviv’d, new piece, 

’Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespear, and Corneille, 285 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozell. 

263, 264. Alma parens confessa Deam; qualisque vidert 

Carlicolis, O' quanta solet - Virg. JEn. ii. 

Et lalos oculis aJJJarat honores. Id. yEn. i. 

265. sacred Dome-] Where he no sooner enters, but he reconnoitres the place of his 
original; as Plato says the spirits shall, at their entrance into the celestial regions. 

269 &c. Urbs antiqua full - 

Quam Juno fertur terris magis omnibus unam 
Posthahita coluisse Same: hie illius arma, 

I lie eurrus fuit: hie regnum Dea gentibus esse 

{Si qua fata sinani) jam turn tenditque fovetque. Virg. vEn. i. 

Great Mother] Magna mater, here applied to Dulness. The Qptdnuncs, a name given 
to the ancient members of certain political clubs, who were constantly enquiring quid 
nunc? what news ? 

286. Tibbald,] Lewis Tibbald (as pronounced) or Theobald (as written) was bred an 
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The Goddess then, o’er his anointed head, 
With mystic words, the sacred Opium shed. 

And lo! her bird, (a monster of a fowl, 
Something betwixt a Heideggre and owl,) 

Perch’d on his crown, ‘All hail! and hail again. 
My son! the promis’d land expects thy reign. 
Know, Eusden thirsts no more for sack or praise; 
He sleeps among the dull of ancient days; 

Safe, where no Critics damn, no duns molest, 
Where wetched Withers, Ward, and Gildon rest. 


Attorney, and son to an Attorney (says Mr. Jacob) of Sittenbum in Kent. He was Author 
of some forgotten Plays, Translations, and other pieces. He was concerned in a paper 
called the Censor, and a Translation of Ovid. ‘There is a notorious Idiot, one hight 
Whachum, who, from an under-spur-leather to the Law, is become an under-strapper to 
the Play-house, who hath lately burlesqued the Metamorphoses of Ovid bya vile Trans¬ 
lation, (He. This fellow is concerned in an impertinent paper called the Censor.’ Dennis 
Rem. on Pope's Horn. p. 9, 10. 

Ibid. OzeUJ] ‘Mr. John Ozell (if we credit Mr. Jacob) did go to school in Leicester¬ 
shire, where somebody left him something to live on, when he shall retire from business. 
He was designed to be sent to Cambridge, in order for priesthood; but he chose rather 
to be placed in an office of accounts, in the City, being qualified for the same by his skill in 
arithmetic, and writing the necessary hands. He has obliged the world with many trans¬ 
lations of French Plays.’ Jacob, Lives of Dram. Poets, p. 198. 

Mr. Jacob’s character of Mr. Ozell seems vastly short of his merits, and he ought to 
have further justice done him, having since fully confuted all Sarcasms on his learning 
and genius, by an advertisement of Sept. 20, 1720. in a paper called the Weekly Medley, 
^c. ‘As to my learning, every body knows that the vfwle bench of Bishops, not long ago, 
were pleased to give me a purse of guineas, for discovering the erroneous translations of 
the Common-prayer in Portuguese, Spanish, French, Italian, (He. As for my genius, let 
Cleland shew better verses in all Pope’s works, than Ozcll’s version of Boilcau’s 
Lutrin, which the late Lord Halifax was so pleased with, that he complimented him 
with leave to dedicate it to him, (Sc. (Sc. Let him shew better and truer Poetry in the 
Rape of the Lock, than in Ozell's Rape of the Bucket {la Secchia rapita.) And Mr. 
Toland and Mr. Gildon publicly declared Ozell’s translation of Homer to be, as it 
was prior, so likewise superior to Pope’s.—Surely, surely, every man is free to deserve 
well of his country!’ John Ozell. 

We cannot but subscribe to such reverend testimonies, as those of the Bench of Bishops 
Mr. Toland, and Mr. Gildon. 


* 90 - A Heideggre] A strange bird from Switzerland, and not (as some have supposed) 
the name of an eminent person who was a man of parts, and, as was said of Petronius, 
Arbiter Elegantiarum. 

*q6. Withers,] ‘George Withers was a great Pretender to Poetical Zeal, and abused the 
peatest Personages in power, which brought upon him frequent correction. The 
Marshalsea and Newgate were no strangers to him.’ Winstanly, Lives of PoeLs. 

Ibid. Gildon] Charles Gildon, a writer of criticisms and libels of the last age, bred at 
bt. Omer’s with the Jesuits; but renouncing popery, he published Blount’s books 
»gainst the divinity of Christ, the Oracles of Reason, (Sc. He signalized himself as a 
crttic, having written some very bad plays; abused Mr. P. very scandalously in an anony- 
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And high-born Howard, more majestic sire, 

With Fool of Quality compleats the quire. 

Thou Cibber! thou, his Laurel shalt support. 

Folly, my son, has still a Friend at Court. 300 

Lift up your Gates, ye Princes, see him come! 

Sound, sound ye Viols, be the Cat-call dumb! 

Bring, bring the madding Bay, the drunken Vine; 

The creeping, dirty, courtly Ivy join. 

And thou! his Aid de camp, lead on my sons, 305 

Light-armM with Points, Antitheses, and Puns. 

Let Bawdry, Bilingsgate, my daughters dear. 

Support his front, and Oaths bring up the rear: 

And under his, and under Archer’s wing, 

Gaming and Grub-street skulk behind the King. 310 

0 ! when shall rise a Monarch all our own. 

And I, a Nursing-mother, rock the throne, 

’Twixt Prince and People close the Curtain draw. 

Shade him from Light, and cover him from Law; 

Fatten the Courtier, starve the learned band, 315 

And suckle Armies, and dry-nurse the land: 


mous pamphlet of the Life of Mr. Wycherley, printed by Cur!; in another, called the 
New Rehearsal, printed in 1714; in a third, entituled the Complete Art of English 
Poetry, in two volumes; and others. 

297. Howard,] Hon. Edward Howard, author of the British Princes, and a great num¬ 
ber of wonderful pieces, celebrated by the late Earls of Dorset and Rochester, Duke of 
Buckingham, Mr. Waller, (Sc. 

309, 3 to. When the Statute against Gaming was drawn up, it was represented, that the 
King, by ancient custom, plays at Hazard one night in the year; and therefore a clause 
was inserted, with an exception as to that particular. Under this pretence, the Groom- 
porter had a Room appropriated to Gaming all the summer the Court was at Kensington, 
which his Majesty accidentally being acquainted of, with a just indignation prohibited. 
It is reported, the same practice is yet continued wherever the Court resides, and the 
Hazard Table there open to all the professed Gamesters in towm. 

Greatest and justest Sov’reign 1 know you this? 

Alas! no more, than Thames’ calm head can know 
Whose meads his arms drown, or whose com d’erjiow. 

Donne to Queen Eliz. 

311. Boilcau, Luirin, Chant. 2. 

Helas! qtt'esl devenu cet terns, cet heureux terns, 

Ou les Rois s'konoroient du nom du Faineans: 

S'endormoient sur le trone, (S me servant sans honte, 

IMssoient leur sceptre au mains ou d'un mair, ou d'un comte: 

Aucun soin n'approchoit de leur paisible cour. 

On reposoit la nuit, on dormoit tout le jour, (Sc. 
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’Till Senates nod to Lullabies divine, 
And all be sleep, as at an Ode of thine.’ 


She ceas’d. Then swells the Chapel-royal throat: 
God save king Cibber! mounts in ev’ry note. 
Familiar White’s, God save king Colley! cries; 

God save king Colley! Drury-lane replies: 

To Needham’s quick the voice triumphal rode, 

But pious Needham dropt the name of God; 

Back to the Devil the last echoes roll. 

And Coll! each Butcher roars at Hockley-hole. 

So when Jove’s block descended from on high 
(As sings thy great forefather Ogilby) 

Loud thunder to its bottom shook the bog. 

And the hoarse nation croak’d, God save King Log! 


320 


325 


330 


3 * 9 * The Voices and Instruments used in the service of the Chapel-royal being also 
employed in the performance of die Birth-day and New-year Odes. 

324. But pious Needham] A Matron of great fame, and very religious in her way; 
wh^ consunt prayer it was, that she might ‘get enough by her profession to leave it off 
in time, and maLe her peace with God.’ But her fate was not so happy; for being con- 
Weted, and set in the pillory, she was (10 the lasting shame of all her great Friends and 
Votanes) so ill used by the populace, that it put an end to her days. 

325. Back to the Devil] The Devil Tavern in Fleet-street, where these Odes are usually 
rehearsed before they are performed at Court. 

328-330. Sec Ogilby’s /Esop’s Fables, where, in the story of the Frogs and their King 
this excellent hemistic is to be found. 

Our Author manifests here, and clsew here, a prodigious tenderness for the had spriters. 
We see he selects the only good passage, perhaps, in all that ever Ogilby writ; which 
thews how candid and patient a reader he must have been. What can be more kind and 
affectionate than these words in the preface to his Poems, where he labours to call up all 
our humanity and forgiveness toward these unlucky men, by the most moderate repre¬ 
sentation of their case that has ever been given by any author? ‘Much may be said to 
exteniute the fault of bad poets: What we call a genius is hard to be distinguished, by a 
man himself, from a prevalent inclination: And if it be never so great, he can at first dis- 
'*."0 other way than by that strong propensity which renders him the more liable 
to be retaken. He has no other method but to make the experiment, by writing, and so 
2 pp«ling to the judgment of others: And if he happens to w rite ill (which is certainly 
00 sin in itself) he is immediately made the object of ridicule! I wish we had the human¬ 
ity to reflect, that even the worst authors might endeavour to please us, and, in that en¬ 
deavour, deserve something at our hands. We have no cause to quarrel with them, but 
or their obstinacy in persisting, and even that may admit of alleviating circumstances: 
ror their panicular friends may be either ignorant, or unsinccre; and the rest of the 

World too well bred to shock them with a truth which generally their booksellers are the 
httt that inform them of.’ 

But how much all indulgence is lost upon these people may appear from the just 
retlcction made on their constant condua, and consunt fate, in the following Epigram: 
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Ye little JVits, that gleam'd a tphile, 
When Pope vouchsaf'd a ray., 

Alas! depriv'd of his kind smilCy 
How soon ye fade away! 

To compass Phahus' car about. 

Thus empty vapours rise'. 

Each lends his cl^, to put Him out, 
That rear'd him to the skies. 

Alas! those skies are not your sphere; 

There He shall ever hum: 

Weep, weep, and fall! for Earth ye were, 
And must to Earth return. 


The End of the First Book. 
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ARGUMENT 


The King being proclaimed^ the solemnity is graced with public Games 
and sports of various kinds; not instituted by the Hcro^ as by ALneas in 
but for greater honour by the Goddess in person {in like 
manner as the games Pythiuy Isthmia, ( 5 c. were anciently said to be 
ordained by the Gods^ and as Thetis herself appearings according to 
Homers Odyss. 24. proposed the prizes in honour of her son Achilles.) 
Hither flock the Poets and Critics^ attendeds as is but Just, with their 
Patrons and Booksellers. The Goddess is first pleasedsfor her disport^ 
to propose games to the Booksellers, and setteth up the Phantom of a 
Poets a^hich they contend to overtake. The Races describeds with their 
divers accidents. Nexty the game for a Poetess. Then follow the 
Exercises for the Poets, o/'tickling, vociferating, diving: The first 


Two things there are, upon the supposition of which the very basis of all Verbal criti¬ 
cism is founded and supported: The first, that an .Author could never fail to use the l/tst 

occasion; the second, that a Critic cannot chuse but know irA/VA lhat is. 
^ being granted, whenever any word doth not fully content us, we take upon us to 
conclude, first, lhat the author could naer have used it \ and, secondly, lhat he must have 

'vhich we conjecture in its stead. 

Wc cannot, therefore, enough admire the learned Scriblcrus for his alteration of the 
m the two last verses of the preceding book, which in all the former editions stood 


I/oarse thunder to its bottom shook the bogy 
And the hud nation croak'dy Cod save king Log, 

He has, with great judgment, transposed these two epithets; putting hoarse to the 

thunder: And this being evidently the true reading, he vouch- 
^ not so much as to mention the former; for which assertion of the just right of a 
he merits the acknowledgment of all sound Commentators. 
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holds forth the arts and practices of Dedicators, the second of Dis¬ 
putants and fustian Poets, the third of profound, dark, and dirty 
Party-writers. Lastly^ for the Critics, the Goddess proposes (with 
great propriety) an Exercisey not of their partSy hut their patiencey in 
hearing the works of two voluminous AuthorSy one in verse, and the 
other in prose, deliberately ready without sleeping: The various effects 
of whichy with the several degrees and manners of their operatiotiy are 
here set forth; 'till the whole numbery not of Critics onlyy but of 
spectatorsy actorSy and all presenty fall fast asleep; which naturally 
and necessarily ends the games. 

H igh on a gorgeous seat, that far out-shone 
Henley’s gilt tub, or Fleckno’s Irish throne, 

Or that where on her Curls the Public pours. 

All-bounteous, fragrant Grains and Golden show’rs. 

Great Cibber sate: The proud Parnassian sneer, 5 

The conscious simper, and the jealous leer. 

Mix on his look: All eyes direct their rays 
On him, and crowds turn Coxcombs as they gaze. 

I. High on a gorgeous seat] Parody of Milton, book 2. 

High on a throne of royal state, that far 
Outshom the wealth of Ormus and of Ind, 

Or where the gorgeous East with richest hand 
Show'rs on her Kings Barbaric pearl and gold 
Satan exalted sate, - 

2. Henley's gilt tub,] The pulpit df a Dissenter is usually called a Tub; but that of Mr. 
Orator Henley was covered with velvet, and adorned with gold. He had also a fair altar, 
and over it is this extraordinary inscription, The Primitive Eucharist. See the history of 
this person, book 3. v. 199. 

Ibid, or Fleckno'sTrish throne,] Richard Fleckno was an Irish priest, but had laid aside 
(as himself expressed it) the mechanic part of priesthood. He printed some plays, poems, 
letters, and travels. I doubt not our author took occasion to mention him in respect to the 
Poem of Mr. Dryden, to which this bears some resemblance, though of a character more 
different from it than that of the iEneid from the Iliad, or the Lutrin of Boileau from the 
Dcfait de Bouts rim6es of Sarazin. 

It may be just worth mentioning, that the Eminence from whence the ancient Sophists 
entertained their auditors, was called by the pompous name of a Throne;— evl Spdvov 
Ttvdj vilrqXov fidXa ootburriKiZs *fcu oo/Sapuir. Themistius, Oral. i. 

3. Edmund Curl stood in the pillory at Charing-cross, in March 1727-8. 

Mr. Curl loudly complained of this note, as an untruth; protesting ‘that he stood in 
the pillory, not in March, but in February.* And of another on ver. 152., saying, *he was 
not tossed in a Blanket, but a Rug.' Curliad, duodecimo, 1729, p. 19, 25. Much in the 
same manner Mr. Gbber remonstrated that his Brothers at Bedlam, mentioned Book L 
were not Brazen, but Blocks', yet our author let it pass unaltered, as a trifle, that no 
way lessened the Relationship. 
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His Peers shine round him with reflected grace, 

New edge their dulness, and new bronze their face. lo 
So from the Sun’s broad beam, in shallow urns 
Heav’ns twinkling Sparks draw light, and point their horns. 

Not with more glee, by hands Pontific crown’d, 

With scarlet hats wide-waving circled round, 

Rome in her Capitol saw Quemo sit, 15 

Thron’d on sev’n hills, the Antichrist of wit. 

And now the Queen, to glad her sons, proclaims 
By herald Hawkers, high heroic Games. 

They summon all her Race: An endless band 

Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land. 20 

A motley mixture! in long wigs, in bags, 

In silks, in crapes, in Garters, and in rags, 

From drawing rooms, from colleges, from garrets. 

On horse, on foot, in hacks, and gilded chariots: 

All who true Dunces in her cause appear’d, 25 

And all who knew those Dunces to reward. 

Amid that area wide they took their stand, 

Where the tall may-pole once o’er-look’d the Strand; 

But now (so Anne and Piety ordain) 

A Church collects the saints of Dniry-lane. 30 

With Authors, Stationers obey’d the call, 

(The field of glory is a field for all.) 

Glory, and gain, th’industrious tribe provoke; 

And gentle Dulness ever loves a joke. 

A Poet’s form she plac’d before their eyes, 3S 

And bade the nimblest racer seize the prize; 


IS- Camillo Quemo was of Apulia, who hearing the great Encouragement which 
Leo X. gave to poets, travelled to Rome with a harp in his hand, and sung to it twenty 
thousand verses of a poem called Alexias. He was introduced as a Buffoon to Leo, and 
promoted to the honour of the Laurel\ a jest which the court of Rome and the Pope 
himself entered into so far, as to cause him to ride on an elephant to the Capitol, and to 
hold a solemn festival on his coronation; at which it is recorded the Poet himself was so 
transported as to a«p for joy*. He was ever after a constant frequenter of the Pope’s table, 
drank abundantly, and poured forth verses without number. Paulus Jovius, Elog. 
Vir. doct chap. Ixxxii. Some idea of his poetry is given by Fam. Strada, in his Prolusions. 

* See Life of C. C. chap. vi. p. 149. 

3S. This is what Juno does to deceive Tumus, iEn. x. 

Turn Dea nuhe cava, tenuem sine viribus umbram 
In facUm /Enea {wsu mirabile monstrum!) 

R 
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No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thin, 

In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin; 

But such a bulk as no twelve bards could raise. 
Twelve starv’lmg bards of these degenerate days. 
All as a partridge plump, full-fed, and fair, 

She formM this image of well-body’d air; 

With pert flat eyes she window’d well its head; 
A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead; 

And empty words she gave, and sounding strain. 
But senseless, lifeless! idol void and vain! 

Never was dash’d out, at one lucky hit, 

A fool, so just a copy of a wit; 

So like, that critics said, and courtiers swore, 

A Wit it was, and call’d the phantom More. 

Dardaniii omat felis, dypcumque jubasqtu 
Divini assimilat capitis—— 

- Dat inania verba, 

Dat sine mente sonum- 


The reader will observe how exactly some of these verses suit with their allegorical 
application here to a Plagiary: There seems to me a great propriety in this Episode, where 
such an one is imaged by a phantom that deludes the grasp of the expecting Bookseller. 

39 - yix illud Ucti bis sex — 

Qualia nunc hominum producit corpora tellus. Virg. xii. 

44. A brain of feathers^ and a heart of lead'^ i.e. 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart, 

as the poet, book 4. describes the accomplished Sons of Dulness; of whom this is only an 
Image^ or Scarecrow, and so stuffed out with these corresponding materials. SotiBL. 

47. Our author here seems wiling to give some account of the possibility of Dulness 
making a Wit (which could be done no other way than by chance.) The fiction is the more 
reconciled to probabiUty, by the known story of Apelles, who being at a loss to express the 
foam of Alexander’s horse, dashed his pencil in despair at the picture, and happened to do 
it by that fortunate stroke. 


so. and call'd the phantom More.] Curl, in his Key to the Dunciad, affirmed this to be 
James More Smith esq. and it is probable (considering what is said of him in the 
Testimonies) that some might fancy our author obliged to represent this gentleman as a 
plagiary, or to pass for one himself. His case indeed was like that of a man I have heard of, 
who, as he was sitting in company, perceived his next neighbour had stolen his hand¬ 
kerchief. ‘Sir’ (said the thief, finding himself detected) ‘do not expose me, I did it for 
mere want; be so good but to take it privately out of my pocket again, and say nothing.’ 
The honest man did so, but the other cry’d out, ‘Sec, gentlemen, what a thief we have 
among us! look, he is stealing my handkerchicfl’ 

The plagiarisms of this p>crson gave occasion to the following Epigram: 

More always smiles whenever he recites; 

He smiles {you think) approving what he writes. 

And yet in this no vanity is shown; 

A modest man may like what's not his ossm. 
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All gaze with ardour: Some a poet’s name. 

Others a sword-knot and lac’d suit inflame. 

But lofty Lintot in the circle rose: 

*This prize is mine; who tempt it are my foes; 

With me began this genius, and shall end.’ 55 

He spoke: and who with Lintot shall contend ? 

Fear held them mute. Alone, untaught to fear, 

Stood dauntless Curl; 'Behold that rival here! 

His only work was a Comedy caUed the Rival Modes; the town condemned it In the 
acaon, but he printed it in with this modest Motto, 

Hi( eastus ariemque repuno. 

50. the phantom More.] It appears from hence, that this is not the name of a real 
person, but fictitious. More from fj.wpos, siu/tus,fi(npia,stulniia, to represent the folly of a 
plagiary. Thus Erasmus, AJmonuu me Mori cognomen tiN, quod tarn ad Mori® locabulum 
aceedtt quam es ipse a re alienus. Dedication of Morix Encomium to Sir Tho. More • the 
farcwcU of which may be our author’s to his plagiary, i ule. More! CS monam iuam 
gnaviler defende. Adieu, More! and be sure strongly to defend thy own folly. SCRIBL. 

53 - We enter here upon the episode of the Booksellers; Persons, whose names being 
more know n and famous in the learned world than those of the Authors in this poem, do 
f explanation. The action of Mr. Lintot here imitates that of Dares in 

Virgil, rising just in this manner to lay hold on a ffu//. This en.inent Bookseller printed 
the Jfiva/ Mod^s before mentioned. 

58. We come now to a character of much respect, that of Mr. Edmund Curl. As a plain 
repetition of great actions is the best praise of them, we shall only say of this eminent 
carried the Trade many lengths beyond what it ever before had arrived at; 
and that he was the envy and admiration of all his profession. I le possessed himself of a 
command over all authors whatever; he caused them to write what he pleased; they could 
not call their very Names their own. He was not only famous among these; he was taken 

notice of by the State, the Chprch, and the Latt\ and received particular marks of distinc¬ 
tion from each. 

It will be owned that he is here introduced w ith all possible dignity: 1 Ic speaks like the 
intrepid Diomed; he runs like the swift-footed Achilles; if he falls, ’tis like the beloved 
j>isus; and (what Homer makes to be the chief of all praises) he is favoured of the Cods\ 
nc says three words, and his prayer is heard; a Goddess conveys it to the seat of 
Jupiter: Though he loses the prize, he gains the victory; the great Mother herself com- 
jorts him, she inspires him with expedients, she honours him with an immortal present 
(such as Achilles receives from Thetis, and /Eneas from Venus) at once Instructive 
and prophetical; After this he is unrivalled and triumphant. 

nKv author here pays him is a grateful return for several unmerited 

DUgaUons; Many weighty animadversions on the public aflairs, and many excellent and 
ivertmg pieces on private persons, ha.s he given to his name. If ever he owed two verses 
he owed Mr. Curl some thousands. He was every day extending his fame 
enlarging his Writings: Witness innumerable instances; but it shall suffice only to 
enuon the Court Poems, which he meant to publish as the work of the true writer a 
J^ay of quality; but being first threatned. and afterwards punished for it by Mr. Pone 
L A"’ to and ever since printed it in his name 1’hc 

ow’d^llTk incident he 

'thatanv^* ftom him: So true is the saying of Dr. Sydenham, 

for having but seen 

or spoken to a good or bad man.’ 
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The race by vigour, not by vaunts is won; 

So take the hindmost, HeL’—He said, and run. 6o 

Swift as a bard the bailiff leaves behind, 

He left huge Lintot, and out-strip’d the wind. 

As when a dab-chick waddles thro’ the copse 
On feet and wings, and flies, and wades, and hops; 

So laboring on, with shoulders, hands, and head, 65 

Wide as a wind-mill all his hgure spread. 

With arms expanded Bernard rows his state. 

And left-leggM Jacob seems to emulate: 

Full in the middle way there stood a lake, 

Which Curl’s Corinna chanc’d that mom to make ; 70 

(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop 
Her evening cates before his neighbour’s shop,) 

Here fortun’d Curl to slide; loud shout the band. 

And Bernard! Bernard I rings thro’ all the Strand. 

Obscene with filth the miscreant lies bewray’d, 7S 

Fal’n in the plash his wickedness had laid: 

60. Occupet extremum seahies; mihi turpe reJinqui est. Horat de Arte. 

61. (Sc. Something like this is in Homer, IL i. v. 320. of Diomed. Two different 
manners of the same author in his similies are also imitated in the two following; the 
fust, of the Bailiff, is short, unadorned, and (as the Critics well know) from familiar life; 
the second, of the Water-fowl, more extended, picturesque, and from rural life. The 
59th verse is likewise a literal translation of one in Homer. 

64* 65* - So eagerly the Fiend 

O'er bog, o'er steep, thro' streight, rough, dense, or rare, 

With head, hands, wings, or feet pursues his way. 

And swims, or sinks, or wades, or creeps, or flies. Milton, Book 2. 
67, 68. Milton, of the motion of the Swan, 

- rows 

His state with oary feet. 

And Dryden, of another’s,—ff/rA two left legs— 

70. Curl's Corinna] This name, it seems, was taken by one Mrs. T-, who procured 

some private letters of Mr. Pope’s, while almost a boy, to Mr. Cromwell, and sold them 
without the consent of either of those Gentlemen to Curl, who printed them in larao, 

1 727. He discovered her to be the publisher, in his Key, p. 11. We only take this oppor¬ 
tunity of mentioning the manner in which those letters got abroad, which the author was 
ashamed of as very trivial things, full not only of levities, but of wrong judgments of men 
and books, and only excusable from the youth and inexperience of the writer. 

73 - Labitur infelix, casis ut forte juvencis 

Fusus humum viridesque super madefecerat herbas— 

Concidit, immundoque flmo, sacroque eruore. Virg. ,/En. v. of Nisus. 

74 - littus, Hyla, Hyla, omne sonaret. Virg. EcL v. 

75 * Though this incident may seem too low and base for the dignity of an Epic poem, 

the learned very well know it to be but a copy of Homer and Virgil; the very words 5 y 9 os 
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Then first (if Poets aught of truth declare) 

The caitiff Vaticide conceiv’d a pray’r. 

Hear Jove! whose name my bards and I adore, 

As much at least as any God’s, or more; 

And him and his, if more devotion warms, 

Down with the Bible, up with the Pope’s Arms. 

A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and seas, 

Where, from Ambrosia, Jove retires for ease. 

There in his seat two spacious vents appear, 

On this he sits, to that he leans his ear. 

And hears the various vows of fond mankind; 

Some beg an eastern, some a western wind: 

All vain petitions, mounting to the sky. 

With reams abundant this abode supply; 

Amus’d he reads, and then returns the bills 
Sign’d with that Ichor which from Gods distils. 

In office here fair Cloacina stands, 

And ministers to Jove with purest hands. 

and fmui are used by them, though our poet (in compliance to modem nicety) has 
renurkably enriched and coloured his language, as well as raised the versification, in this 
Episode, and in the following one of Eliza. Mr. Dryden in Mack-FUckno, has not 
scrupled to mention the Morning Toast at which the fishes bite in the Thames, Pissing 
Reliques of the Bum, (Sc. but our author is more grave, and (as a fine writer says of 
Virgil in his Georgies) tosses about his Dung srith an air 0/Majesty. If we consider that 
the exercises of his /iuthors could with justice be no higher than tickling, chattering, 
braymg, or diving, it was no easy matter to invent such games as were proportioned to the 
m«ner degree of Booksellers. In Homer and Virgil, Ajax and Nisus the persons drawn in 
th« plight arc Heroes -, whereas here they arc such with whom it had been great impro> 
T joined any but vile ideas; besides the natural connection there is between 

Libellers and common Nusances. Nevertheless I have heard our author own, that this 
part ofhis Poem was (as it frequently happens) what cost him roost trouble and pleased him 
least; but that he hoped it was excusable, since levelled at such as understand no delicate 
satyr: Thus the politest men are sometimes obliged to swear, when they happen to have 
to do with porters and oyster-wenches. 

82. The Bible, Curl’s sign; the Cross-keys, Lintot’s. 

83. See Lucian’s Icaro<Menippus; where this fiction is more extended. 

Orbe locus medio est, inter terrasque, fretumque, 

Coelestesque plagas - Ovid. Met. xii. 

9 ** Alludes to Homer, Iliad v. 

- pit 8’ a^/9porot' aT^a 0iou>. 

'/X<up, ofof trip rt pin patedptooi Seotoiv. 

A stream of neet’rous humour issuing flow'd. 

Sanguine, such as celestial spirits may bleed. Milton. 

93 - Cloacina] The Roman Goddess of the common^wers. 
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Forth from the heap she pick’d her Vot’ry’s pray’r, 95 
And plac’d it next him, a distinction rare! 

Oft had the Goddess heard her servant’s call, 

From her black grottos near the Temple-wall, 

List’ning delighted to the jest unclean 

Of link-boys vile, and watermen obscene; 100 

Where as he fish’d her nether realms for Wit, 

She oft had favour’d him, and favours yet. 

Renew’d by ordure’s sympathetic force, 

As oil’d with magic juices for the course, 

Vig’rous he rises; from th’ effluvia strong 105 

Imbibes new life, and scours and stinks along; 

Re-passes Lintot, vindicates the race, 

Nor heeds the brown dishonours of his face. 

And now the victor stretch’d his eager hand 
Where the tall Nothing stood, or seem’d to stand; no 
A shapeless shade, it melted from his sight. 

Like forms in clouds, or visions of the night. 

To seize his papers. Curl, was next thy care; 

His papers light, fly diverse, tost in air; 

Songs, sonnets, epigrams the winds uplift, 115 

And whisk ’em back to Evans, Young, and Swift. 
Th’embroider’d suit at least he deem’d his prey; 

That suit an unpay’d taylor snatch’d away. 

loi. See tlie preface to Swift’s and Pope’s Miscellanies. 

104. Alluding to the opinion that there are ointments used by w itches to enable them 
to Hy in the air, (Sc. 

108. - faciem ostentabat, (S udo 

Turpia membra fimo - Virg. ;En. v. 

in. - Effugit imago 

Par levibus ventisy volucrique simillima somno. Virg. ./En. vi. 

114. Virgil, ;En. vi. of the Sibyls leaves, 

Carmina - 

Turbata volent rapidis ludibria ventis. 

116. Evans, Young, and Swi/i.] Some of those persons whose writings, epigrams, or 
jests he had owned. Sec Note on ver. 50. 

118. This line has been loudly complained of in Mist, June 8, Dedic. to Sawney, and 
others, as a most inhuman sat>T on the poverty of Poets; But it is thought our author 
would be acquitted by a jury of Taylors. To me this instance seems unluckily chosen; 
if it be a satyr on any body, it must be on a bad paymaster, since the person to whom they 
have here applied it, was a man of fortune. Not but poets may well be jealous of so great 
a prerogative as non-payment; which Mr. Dennis so far asserts, as boldly to pronounce 
that ‘if Homer himself was not in debt, it was because nobody would trust him.’ Pref. to 
Rem. on the Rape of the Lock, p. 15. 



BOOK II 


503 


No rag, no scrap, of all the beau, or wit, 

That once so flutter’d, and that once so writ. 120 

Heav’n rings with laughter: Of the laughter vain, 

Dulness, good Queen, repeats the jest again. 

Three wicked imps, of her own Grubstreet choir, 

She deck’d like Congreve, Addison, and Prior; 

Mears, Warner, Wilkins run: delusive thought! 125 

Breval, Bond, Besalecl, the varlets caught. 

Curl stretches after Gay, but Gay is gone. 

He grasps an empty Joseph for a John: 

So Proteus, hunted in a nobler shape. 

Became, when seiz’d, a puppy, or an ape. *30 

To him the Goddess; ‘Son! thy grief lay down. 

And turn this whole illusion on the town: 

As the sage dame, experienc’d in her trade, 

By names of Toasts retails each batter’d jade; 

(Whence hapless Monsieur much complains at Paris 135 
Of wrongs from Duchesses and Lady Maries;) 

Be thine, my stationer! this magic gift; 

Cook shall be Prior, and Concanen, Swift: 

124. like Congreve, Addison, and Prior \\ These authors being such whose names will 
reach posterity, we shall not give any account of them, but proceed to those of whom it is 
necessary.—Bcsalccl Morris was author of some satyrs on the translators of Homer, 
with many other things printed in news-papers.—‘Bond writ a satyr against Mr. P . 
Capt. Breval was author of The Confederates, an ingenious dramatic performance to 
expose Mr. P. Mr. Gay, Dr. Arb. and some ladies of quality,’ says Curl, Key, p. 11. 

125. Mears, Warner, Wilkins] Book-sellers, and Printers of much anonymous stuff. 

126. Breval, Bond, Besaleel,] I foresee it will be objected from this line, that we were in 
an error in our assertion on vcr. 50. of this book, that More was a fictitious name, since 
these persons arc equally represented by the poet as phantoms. So at first sight it may 
seem; but be not deceived, reader; these also are not real persons. Tis true. Curl 
declares Breval, a captain, author of a piece called The Confederates; but the same Curl 
first said it was written by Joseph Gay: Is his second assertion to he credited any more than 
his first? He Ukewise affirms Bond to be one who writ a satyr on our poet: But where is 
such a satyr to be found? where was such a writer ever heard of? As for Besalecl, it 
carries forgery in the very name; nor is it, as the others arc, a surname. Thou may st 
depend upon it, no such authors ever lived: all phantoms. SCRIDL. 

128. Joseph Cay, a fictitious name put by Curl before several pamphlets, which made 
them pass with many for Mr. Gay’s. 

132. It was a common practice of this bookseller to publish vile pieces of obscure hands 
under the names of eminent authors. 

138. Cook shall be Prior,] The man here specified writ a thing called The B.tttlc of 
Poets, in which Phillips and Wclstcd were the Heroes, and Swift and Pope utterly 
routed. He also published some malevolent things in the British, London, and Daily 
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So shall each hostile name become our own, 

And we too boast our Garth and Addison.’ 140 

With that she gave him (piteous of his case, 

Yet smiling at his rueful length of face) 

Journals; and at the same time wrote letters to Mr. Pope, protesting his innocence. His 
chief work was a translation of Hesiod, to which Theobald writ notes and half-notes, 
which he carefully owned. 

138. and Concaneny In the first edition of this poem there were only asterisks in 

this place, but the names were since inserted, merely to fill up the verse, and give ease to 
the ear of the reader. 

140. Nothing is more remarkable than our author’s love of praising good writers. He 
has in this very poem celebrated Mr. Locke, Sir Isaac Newton, Dr. Barrow, Dr. 
Atterbury, Mr. Dryden, Mr. Congreve, Dr. Garth, Mr. Addison; in a word, almost every 
man of his time that deserved it; even Cibber himself (presuming him to be author of the 
Careless Husband.) It was very difficult to have that pleasure in a poem on this subject, 
yet he has found means to insert their panegjTic, and has made even Dulness out of her 
own mouth pronounce it. It must have been particularly agreeable to him to celebrate 
Dr. Garth; both as his constant friend, and as he was his predecessor in this kind of 
satyr. The Dispensary attacked the whole body of .apothecaries, a much more useful one 
undoubtedly than that of the bad Poets; if in truth this can be a body, of which no two 
members ever agreed. It also did what Mr. Theobald says is unpardonable, drew in parts 
of f^ivate character, and introduced persons independent of his subject. Much more would 
Boileau have incurred his censure, who left all subjects whatever, on all occasions, to fall 
upon the bad poets (which, it is to be feared, would have been more immediately his 
concern.) But certainly next tocommending good writers, the greatest service to learning 
is to expose the bad, who can only that way be made of any use to it. This truth is very 
well set forth in these lines addressed to our author: 

The craven Rook, and pert fackdaip, 

{Tho* neither birds of moral kind) 

Yet serve, if hang'd, or stuff'd mth straw. 

To shew us which way blows the wind. 

Thus dirty knaves, or chatt'ring fools. 

Strung up by dozens in thy lay. 

Teach more by half than Dennis' rules. 

And point instruction every way. 

IVith /Egypt's art thy pen may strive. 

One potent drop let this but shed, 

And ev'ry Rogue that stunk alive, 

Becomes a precious Mummy dead. 

141. 142. - Risit pater optimus illi .— 

Me liceat casus misereri insontis amici— 

Sic fatus, tergum Gatuli immane leonis, (Sc. Virg. jEn. v. 

142. ‘The decrepid person or figure of a man are no reflections upon his Genius: An 
honest mind will love and esteem a man of worth, though he be deformed or poor. Yet the 
author of the Dunclad hath libelled a person for his rueful length of face!' Mist’s 
Journal, June 8. This Genius and man of worth, whom an honest mind should love, is Mr. 
Curl. True it is, he stood in the Pillory, an incident which will lengthen the face of any 
man tho’ it were ever so comely, therefore is no reflection on the natural beauty of Mr. 
Curl. But as to reflections on any man’s face, or figure, Mr. Dennis saith excellently; 
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A shaggy Tap’stry, worthy to be spread 
On Codrus* old, or Dunton’s modem bed; 

‘Natunl deformity comes not by our fault; 'tis often occasioned by calamities and 
diseases, which a man can no more help than a monster can his deformity. There is no 
one misfortune, and no one disease, but what all the rest of mankind are subject to.— 
But the deformity of this Author is visible, present, lasting, xmaherable, and peculiar to 
himself. Tis the mark of God and Nature upon him, to give us warning that we should 
hold no society with him, as a creature not of our original, nor of our species: and they 
who have refused to take this warning which God and nature have given them, and have 
in spite of it by a senseless presumption ventured to be familiar with him, have severely 
suffered, ($e. Tis certain his original is not from Adam, but from the Devil,’ 
Dennis, Charact of Mr. P. octavo, 1716. 

Admirably it is observed by Mr. Dennis against Mr. Law, p. 33. That the language of 
Billingsgate can never be the language of charity, nor consequently of Christianity.’ I 
should else be tempted to use the language of a Critic; for what is more provoking to a 
commenutor, than to behold his author thus portrayed? Yet I consider it really hurts 
not him ; whereas to call some others dull, might do them prejudice with a world too apt 
to believe it: Therefore, though Mr. D. may call another a link ass or a young toad, far be 
it from us to call him a toothless lion or an old serpent. Indeed, had I written these notes 
(as was once my intent) in the learned language, I might have given him the appellations 
of balatro, calceatum eaput, scurra in triviis, being phrases in good esteem and frequent 
usage among the best learned; But in our mother-tongue, were I to tax any gentleman of 
the Dunciad, surely it should be in words not to the vulgar intelligible; whereby Christian 
charity, decency, and good accord among authors, might be preserved. Sc3tiBL. 

The good Scriblerus here, as on all occasions, eminently shews his humanity. But it 
was far otherwise with the gentlemen of the Dunciad, whose scurrilities were always 
personal, and of that nature which provoked every honest man but Mr. Pope; yet never 
to be lamented, since they occasioned the following amiable Verses: 

IVhile Malice, Pope, denies thy page 
Its cam cekstialfire. 

While Critics, and while Bards in rage. 

Admiring, won't admire: 

WhiU wayward pens thy worth assail, 

And envious tongues decry; 

These times tho' many a Friend bewail. 

These times bewail not I. 

But when the World's loud praise is thine. 

And spUen no more shall blame. 

When with thy Homer thou shall shine 
In one establish'd fame: 

When none shall rail, and ev'ry lay 
Devote a areathe to thee; 

That day (for come it will) that day 
Shall I lament to see. 

143. A sorry kind of Tapestry frequent in old Inns, made of worsted or some coarser 
stuff; like that which is spoken of by Donne— Faces as frightful as theirs who whip Christ 
in old hangings. The imagery woven in it alludes to the mantle of Cloanthus, in <Cn. v. 

144. Of Codrus the poet’s bed, see Juvenal, describing his poverty very copiously, Sat. 
iii. ver. 203, C^c. 
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Instructive work! whose wry-mouth’d portraiture 145 

Display’d the fates her confessors endure. 

Earless on high, stood unabash’d De Foe, 

And Tutchin flagrant from the scourge below. 

There Ridpath, Roper, cudgell’d might ye view. 

The very worsted still look’d black and blue. 150 

Himself among the story’d chiefs he spies, 

As from the blanket high in air he flies. 

And oh! (he cry’d) what street, what lane but knows. 

Our purgings, pumpings, blankettings, and blows? 

In ev’ry loom our labours shall be seen, 155 

And the fresh vomit run for ever green I 

Lectus erat Codro, (Sc. 

Codrus had but one bed, so short to boot, 

That his short Wife's short legs hung dangling out. 

His cupboard's head six earthen pitchers grac'd. 

Beneath them was his trusty tankard plac'd'. 

And to support this noble plate, there lay 
A bending Chiron, cast from honest clay. 

His few Greek books a rotten chest contain'd. 

Whose covers muck of mouldiness complain'd. 

Where mice and rats devour'd poetic bread, 

.■\nd on heroic verse luxuriously were fed. 

'Tis true poor Codrus nothing had to boast, 

.And yet poor Codrus all that nothing lost. Dr)’den. 

But Mr. Concancn, in his dedication of the letters, advertisements, Cdc. to the author of 
the Dunciad, assures us that ‘Juvenal never sat)Ti2ed the Poverty of Codrus.’ 

John Dunton was a broken bookseller and abusive scribler; he writ Neck or Nothing, 
a violent satyr on some ministers of state; a libel on the Duke of Devonshire and the 
Bishop of Peterborough, (Sc. 

148. John Tutchin, author of some vile verses, and of a weekly paper called the Obser- 
vator: He was sentenced to be whipped through several towns in the west of England, 
upon which he petitioned King James II. to be hanged. When that prince died in exile, 
he wrote an invective against his memory, occasioned by some humane elegies on his 
death. He lived to the time of Queen Anne. 

149. There Ridpath, Roper,] Authors of the Flying-post and Post-boy, two scandalous 
papers on different sides, for which they equally and alternately deserved to be cudgelled, 
and were so. 

151. Se quoque principibus permixtum agnovit .dchivis — 

Constitit, (S lacrymans: Quis jam locus, inquit. Achate.' 

Qut regio in terris nostri non plena laboris? \'irg. .En. i. 

151. The history of Curl’s being tossed in a blanket, and whipped by the scholars of 
Westminster, is well known. Of his purging and vomiting, see a full and true Account of 
a horrid Revenge on the body of Edm. Curl, dc. in Swift and Pope’s Misccli. 

156. parody on these of a late noble author: 

His bleeding arm had furnish'd all their rooms. 

And run for ever purple in the looms. 
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See in the circle next, Eliza plac’d, 

Two babes of love close clinging to her waist; 

Fair as before her works she stands confess’d, 

In flow’rs and pearls by bounteous Kirkall dress’d. 160 
The Goddess then: ‘Who best can send on high 
The salient spout, far-streaming to the sky; 

His be yon Juno of majestic size. 

With cow-like udders, and with ox-like eyes. 

This China Jordan let the chief o’ercome 165 

Replenish, not ingloriously, at home.’ 

Osborne and Curl accept the glorious strife, 

(Tho’ this his Son dissuades, and that his Wife.) 

157' In this g^aine is exposed, in the most contemptuous manner, the profligate 
licentiousness of those shameless scriblers (for the most part of that Sex, which ought 
least to be capable of such malice or impudence) who in libellous Memoirs and Novels, 
reveal the faults or misfortunes of both sexes, to the ruin of public fame, or disturbance of 
private happiness. Our good poet (by the whole cast of his work being obliged not to 
lake off the Irony) where he could not shew his indignation, hath shewn his contempt, as 
much as possible; having here drawn as vile a picture as could be represented in the 
colours of Epic poesy. Scribl. 

Ibid. Eliza Haywood-, this woman was authoress of those most scandalous books 
called the Court of Carimania, and the New Utopia. For the two babes of love, sec Curl, 
Key, p. 22. But whatever reflection he is pleased to throw upon this Lady, surely it was 
what from him she little deserved, who had celebrated Curl’s undertakings for Refor¬ 
mation of manners, and declared herself‘to be so perfectly acquainted with the ssreetness of 
his disposition, and that tenderness with which he considered the errors of his fellow creatures; 
that, though she should find the little inadvertencies of her oam hfe recorded in his 
papers, she was certain it would be done in such a manner as she could not but approve.’ 
Mrs. Haywood, Hist ofClar. printed in the Female Dunciad, p. 18. 

*58- Cressa genus, Fholoe, gemimque sub ubere nati. Virg./En. v. 

t6o. Kirkall, the name of an Engraver. Some of this Lady’s works were printed in 
four volumes in la**, with her picture thus dressed up before them. 

t63 » ^64* Id allusion to Homer’s Bouina norvia 'Hprj. 

•^5* Tertius/Ugolica hae galea contentus abito. Virg./En. v. 314. 

In the games of Homer, II. xxiii. there are set together, as prizes, a Lady and a Kettle, as 
tn this place Mrs. Haywood and a Jordan. But there the preference in value is given to 
the Kettle, at which Mad. Dacier is justly displeased. Mrs. H. is here treated with 
distinction, and acknowledged to be the more valuable of the two. 

167. Osborne] A Bookseller in Grays-Inn, very well qualified by his impudence to 
act this part; and therefore placed here instead of a less deserving Predecessor. This man 
^^hed advertisements for a year together, pretending to sell Mr. Pope’s Subscription 
b^ksofHorncr’slIiad at half the price: Of which books he had none, but cut to the size 
of them (which was Quarto) the common books in folio, without ciopper-platcs, on a 
worse paper, and never above half the value. 

Upon this Advertisement the Gazetteer harangued thus, July 6, 1739. ‘How melan¬ 
choly must it be to a Writer to be so unhappy as to see his works hawked for sale in a 
manner so faul to his fame! How, with Honour to your self, and Justice to your Sub- 
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One on his manly confidence relies, 

One on his vigour and superior size. 170 

First Osborne lean’d against his letter’d post; 

It rose, and labour’d to a curve at most. 

So Jove’s bright bow displays its wat’ry round, 

(Sure sign, that no spectator shall be drown’d) 

A second effort brought but new disgrace, 175 

The wild Meander wash’d the Artist’s face: 

Thus the small jett, which hasty hands unlock. 

Spirts in the gard’ner’s eyes who turns the cock. 

Not so from shameless Curl; impetuous spread 

The stream, and smoking flourish’d o’er his head. 180 

So (fam’d like thee for turbulence and horns) 

Eridanus his humble fountain scorns; 

Thro’ half the heav’ns he pours th’exalted um; 

His rapid waters in their passage burn. 

scribers, can this be done ? What an Ingratitude to be charged on the Only honest Poet 
that lived in 173®* ^tl than whom Virtue has not had a shriller Trumpeter for many ages! 
That you were once generally admired and esteemed can be denied by none: but that you 
and your works are now despised, is verified by this fact:' which being utterly false, did 
not indeed much humble the Author, but drew this just chastisement on the Bookseller. 

169, 170. Ille melior motu, fretusque juventa\ 

Hie membris (S mole valens — Virg. iEn. v. 

173,174. The words of Homer, of the Rain-bow, in Iliad xi. 

-a? Kpoviuiv 

^Ev iA€p6n<i}y ivOpionwy. 

Que lefts de Saturn a fondez dans les nues, pour etre dans tous les ages une signe d tout let 
mortels. Dacier. 

i8r, 182. Virgil mentions these two qualifications of Eridanus, Georg, iv. 

Et gemina auratus taurino cornua vuUu, 

Eridanus, quo non alius per pinguia culta 
In mare purpureum violentior effluit amnis. 

The Poets fabled of this river Eridanus, that it flowed through the skies. Denham 
Cooper’s Hill: ’ 

Heav'n her Eridanus no more shall boast, 

Whose fame in thine, like lesser currents lost; 

Thy nobler stream shall visit Jove's abodes. 

To shine among the stars, and bathe the Gods. 

183. In a manuscript Dunciad (where are some marginal corrections of some gentle¬ 
men some time deceased) I have found another reading of these lines, thus, 

And lifts his um, thro' half the heav'ns to fow; 

His rapid spaters in their passage glow. 

This I cannot but think the right: For first, though the difference between bum and 
glotp may seem not very material to others, to me 1 confess the latter has an elegance, a 
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Swift as it mounts, all follow with their eyes: 185 

Still happy Impudence obtains the prize. 

Thou triumph’st, Victor of the high-wrought day, 

And the pleas’d dame, soft-smiling, lead’st away. 

Osborne, thro* perfect modesty o’ercome, 

Crown’d with the Jordan, walks contented home. 19° 

But now for Authors nobler palms remain; 

Room for my Lord! three jockeys in his train; 

Six huntsmen with a shout precede his chair: 

He grins, and looks broad nonsense with a stare. 

His Honour’s meaning Dulness thus exprest, 19s 

‘He wins this Patron, who can tickle best.* 

He chinks his purse, and takes his seat of state: 

With ready quills the Dedicators wait; 


jc nt tfay guoy, which is much easier to be conceived than explained. Secondly, every 
reader of our poet must have observed how frequently he uses this word glow in other 
parts of his works: To instance only in his Homer; 

(i.) Iliad, ix. V. 726.— ff'i.'A oru resentment glows, 

(2.) Iliad, xi. V. 626. — There the battle glows. 

(3.) Ibid. V. 985.—TAr closing flesh that instant ceas'd to glow. 

(4.) Iliad, xii. v. Encompass'd Hector glows. 

(5.) Ibid. V. 475.—//« beating breast with gen'rous ardour glows. 

(6.) Iliad, xviii. v. 591.— Another part glow'd with refulgent arms. 

(7.) Ibid. V. f>S^—And curl'd on silver props in order glow. 

I an) afraid of growing too luxuriant in examples, or I could stretch this catalogue to a 
great extent, but these are enough to prove his fondness for this beautiful word, which, 
therefore, let all future editions replace there. 

I am aware, after all, that bum is the proper word to convey an idea of what was said 
to be Mr. Curl’s condition at this time; But from that very reason I infer the direct con¬ 
trary. For surely every lover of our author will conclude he had more humanity than to 
insult a man on such a misfortune or calamity, which could never befal him purely by his 
own fault, but from an unhappy communication with another. This Note is half Mr. 
Theobald, half Scat bl. 

187. The high-wrought day,'\ Some affirm, this was originally, well p—st day; but the 
Poet’s decency would not suffer it. 

Here the learned Scriblerus manifests great anger; he exclaims against all such 
Conjectural Emendations in this manner: Let it suffice, O Pallas! that every noble Ancient, 
Greek or Roman, hath suffered the impertinent correction of every Dutch, German, and 
Swiiz Schoolmaster I Let our English at least escape, whose intrinsic is scarce of marble 
so solid, as not to be impaired or soiled by such rude and duty hands. Suffer them to call 
their works their own, and after death at least to find rest and sanctuary from Critics! 
When these men have ceased to rail, let them not begin to do worse, to comment I Let 
them not conjecture into nonsense, correct out of all correemess, and restore into 
obscurity and confusion. Miserable fate! which can befal only the sprightliest wits that 
have written, and will befal them only from such dull ones as could never write. 

SOUBL. 
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Now at his head the dextrous task commence, 

And, instant, fancy feels th’ imputed sense; 200 

Now gentle touches wanton o’er his face, 

He struts Adonis, and affects grimace; 

Rolli the feather to his ear conveys, 

Then his nice taste directs our Operas: 

Bentley his mouth with classic flatt’ry opes, 205 

And the puff’d orator bursts out in tropes. 

But Welsted most the Poet’s healing balm 
Strives to extract from his soft, giving palm; 

203. Paolo Antonio Rolli, an Italian Poet, and writer of many Operas in that language, 
which, partly by the help of his genius, prevailed in England near twenty years. He taught 
Italian to some fine Gentlemen, who affected to direct the Operas. 

205. Not spoken of the famous Dr. Richard Bentley, but of one Thom. Bentley, a 
small critic, who aped his uncle in a little Horace. The great one was intended to be 
dedicated to the Lord Hallifax, but (on a change of the Ministry) was given to the Earl 
of Oxford; for which reason the little one was dedicated to his son the Lord Harley. A 
taste of this Classic Elocution may be seen in his following Panegyric on the Peace of 
Utrecht. Cupimus Patrem tuum, fulgentissimum illud Orbis Anglicani jubar, adorare. 0 
ingens Reipublicas nostra columen! 0 forlunatam tanto Heroe Britanniamf I Hi tali tanto~ 
que viro Deum per Omnia adfuisse, manumque ejus £ 5 " mentem direxisse, Certissimum 
EST. Hujus enim Unius ferme opera, zquissimis perhonorificis conditionibus, diutumo, 
heu 7 iimium! bello, finem impositum indemus. O Diem atema memoria dignissimam I qua 
terrores Pairia omnes excidit, Pacem^ue diu exoptatam toti sere Europa restituit. Hie Populi 
Anglicani Amor, Harleius. 

Thus critically (that is verbally) translated: 

‘Thy Father, that most refulgent star of the Anglican Orb, we much desire to adore! 
Oh mighty Column of our Republic! Oh Britain, fortunate in such an Hero! That to 
such and so great a Man G 0 d was ever present, in every thing, and all along directed both 
his hand and his heart, is a Most Absolute Certainty! For it is in a manner by the opera¬ 
tion of this Man alone, that we behold a IVar (alas! how much too long an one!) brought 
at length to an end, on the most just and most honourable Conditions. Oh Day eternally to 
be memorated I wherein All the Terrors of his Country were ended, and a Peace (long 
wish’d for by almost all Europe) was restored by Harley, the Love and Delight of the 
People of England.’ 

But that this Gentleman can write in a different style, may be seen in a letter he 
printed to Mr. Pope, wherein several Noble Lords are treated in a most extraordinary 
language, particularly the Lord Boiingbroke abused for that very Peace which he here 
makes the single work of the Earl of Oxford, directed by Cod Almighty. 

207. Leonard WeIsted,author of The Triumvirate, or a Letter in verse from Palaemon 
to Celia at Bath, which was meant for a satyr on Mr. P. and some of his friends, about the 
year 1718. He writ other things which we cannot remember. Smedley in his Meta¬ 
morphosis of Scriblerus, mentions one, the H>Tnn of a Gentleman to his Creator: And 
there was another in praise either of a Cellar, or a Garret. L. W. characterized in the 
treatise Flepl BdBovs, or the Art of Sinking, as a Didapper, and after as an Eel, is said to be 
this person, by Dennis, Daily Journal of May 11,1728. He was ako characterized under 
another animal, a Mole, by the author of the ensuing Simile, which was handed about at 
the same time; 
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Unlucky Welsted! thy unfeeling master, 

The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster. 210 

While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain, 

And quick sensations skip from vein to vein; 

A youth unkno>^Ti to Phcebus, in despair, 

Puts his last refuge all in heav’n and pray’r. 

What force have pious vows! The Queen of Love 215 

Hk sister sends, her voi’ress, from above. 

As taught by Venus, Paris learnt the art 
To touch Achilles’ only tender part; 

Secure, thro’ her, the noble prize to carry, 

He marches off, his Grace’s Secretary. 220 

Now turn to diff’rcnt sports (the Goddess cries) 

And learn, my sons, the wond’rous pow’r of Noise. 

To move, to raise, to ravish ev’ry heart, 

With Shakespear’s nature, or with Johnson’s art, 

Let others aim: ’Tis yours to shake the soul 225 

With Thunder rumbling from the mustard bowl, 

Dear Wehted, mark, m dirty hole. 

That painful animal, a Mole: 

Above ground never born to grow; 

What mighty stir it keeps below? 

To make a Alole-hill all this strife! 

It digs, pokes, undermines for life. 

How proud a little dirt to spread; 

Conscious of nothing o'er its head! 

'Till, lab'ring on for want of eyes, 

It blunders into Light~and dies. 

You have him again in book 3. ver. i6y. 

213. The satyr of this Episode being levelled at the base flatteries of authors to worth¬ 
less wealth or greatness, concludes here with an excellent lesson to such men: That 
altho’ their pens and praises were as exquisite as they conceit of themselves, yet {even in 
their own mercenary views) a creature unlettered, who serveth the passions, or pinipcth 
to the pleasures, of such vain, braggart, puft Nobility, shall with those patrons be much 
more inward, and of them much higher rewarded. Scrhil. 

To move, to raise, (Sc. 

Let others aim: 'Tis yours to shake, C/c.] 

Excudent alii spirantia mollius ara. 

Credo equidem, vivos dueent de marmore vultus, (Sc. 

Tu regere imperto populos, llomane, memento, 

Hce tibi erunt artes - 

226. The old way of making 'I'hunder and Mustard were the same; but since, it is 
more advantageously performed by troughs of wood with stops in them. Whether Mr. 
Dennis was the inventor of that improvement, I know not; but it is certain, that being 
once at a Tragedy of a new author, he fell into a great passion at hearing some, and cried, 
“SdeathI that is my Thunder.’ 
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With horns and trumpets now to madness swell, 
Now sink in sorrows with a tolling bell; 

Such happy arts attention can command, 

When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand. 

Improve we these. Three Cat-calls be the bribe 
Of him, whose chatt’ring shames the Monkey tribe: 
And his this Drum, whose hoarse heroic base 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying Ass. 

Now thousand tongues are heard in one loud din: 
The Monkey-mimics rush discordant in; 

’Twas chattVing, grinning, mouthing, jabb’ring all, 
And Noise and Norton, Brangling and Breval, 
Dennis and Dissonance, and captious Art, 

And Snip-snap short, and Interruption smart. 

And Demonstration thin, and Theses thick. 

And Major, Minor, and Conclusion quick. 

‘Hold, (cryM the Queen) a Cat-call each shall win; 
Equal your merits! equal is your din! 

But that this well-disputed game may end, 

Sound forth my Brayers, and the welkin rend.* 

As when the long-ear’d milky mothers wait 
At some sick miser’s triple-bolted gate. 

For their defrauded, absent foals they make 
A moan so loud, that all the guild awake; 

Sore sighs sir Gilbert, starting at the bray, 

From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay. 

So swells each wind-pipe; Ass intones to Ass, 
Harmonic twang! of leather, horn, and brass; 

Such as from laboring lungs th’ Enthusiast blows. 
High Sound, attemp’red to the vocal nose; 
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228.—jpjVA a tolling bell;] A mechanical help to the Pathetic, not unuseful to the modem 
writers of Tragedy. 

231. Three Cat-ealh] Certain musical instruments used by one sort of Grides to con¬ 
found the Poets of the Theatre. 


238. Norton,] See ver. 417.—/ Durant Breval, Author of a 
of Travels, and some Poems. See before, Note on ver. 126. 


very extraordinary Book 


243. Non nostrum inter vos tantas componere lites, 

Et vitula tu dignus, CS hie - Virg. Ed. iiL 

247. As when the, (Sc.] A Simile with a long tail, m the manner of Homer. 
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Or such as bellow from the deep Divine; 

There Webster! peal’d thy voice, and Whitfield 1 thine. 

But far o’er all, sonorous Blackmore’s strain; 

Walls, steeples, skies, bray back to him again. 

In Tot’nam fields, the brethren, with amaze, 

Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze; 

Long Chanc’ry-Iane retentive rolls the sound, 

And courts to courts return it round and round, 

Thames wafts it thence to Rufus’ roaring hall, 

And Hungerford re-echoes bawl for bawl. 

All hail him victor in both gifts of song. 

Who sings so loudly, and who sings so long. 

258. WebUer-and Whitfield] The one the writer of a News-paper 

MiscelUny, the other a Field preacher. This thought ^ "m dcaJh of lire 

Chrbtianity was by the New-birth of religious madness, • ^ . abuse 

and faggot: And therefore they agreed in this, though m no ea^b ^ 

all the sober Clergy. From the small success of these V 4 ,„;,trarc Drudcntly 

learn how little hunful Bigotry and Enthusiam are, while the Civil 

forbears to lend his power to the one. in order to the employing it against the other. 

260. A figure of speech taken from Virgil: 

Et vox astemu nemorum ingonmata remugit. Georg, m. 

He hears his numerous herds low o'er the plain, r-^u.■Ii.v 

While neighb'ring hills low back to them again. txwley. 

The poet here celebrated. Sir R. B. delighted much in the «nrd 

deavoured to ennoble by applying it to the sound of . j • • Heroic 

him. and strengthened by his authority, our author has here admitted it into Heroic 

poetry. ... 

262. Immemor herbarum quos esl mirata juvenca. Virg. tcl. vill. 

The progress of the sound from place to place, and the 

regions. Toncnham-ficlds. Chanccry-Iane, the Thames. “J 

gerfordUtairs. are imiuted from Virgil. .\cn. vii. on the sounding the horn of Alecto. 

/ludiit (S Trivia longe lacus, aiidiil amms 
Sulphurea Nor albus aquajontesque Vehm, Oc. 

allcgorixcd in these lines. 

268. A iusl character of Sir Richard Blackmorc knight, who (as Mr. Dryden cxprcssclh 

Writ to the rumbling of his coach's wheels, 
and whose indefatigable Muse produ^^^ 

folio“!iicrhok B^k of PsaTms; the Creation, seven books Nature ' 

and many more. T'is in this sense he is styled afterwards 

withsunding all which, Mr. Gildon seems assured, that this admirable author did not 
think himself upon the some foot with Homer.' Comp. Art of Poetry, vol. i. p. io8. 
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This labour past, by Bridewell all descend, 

(As morning pray’r, and flagellation end) 370 

To where Fleet-ditch with disemboguing streams 

But how different is the judgment of the author of Characters of the times ? p. 25. 
who says, ‘Sir Richard Blackmore is tmfortunate in happening to mistake his proper 
talents; and that he has not for many years been so much as named, or even thought of 
among writers.’ Even Mr. Dennis differs greatly from his friend Gildon: ‘Black- 
more’s Action (saith he) has neither unity, nor integrity, nor morality, nor universality; 
and consequently he can have no Fable, and no Heroic Poem: His Narration is neither 
probable, delightful, nor wonderful; his Characters have none of the necessary qualifi¬ 
cations ; the things contained in his Narration are neither in their own nature delightful, 
nor numerous enough, nor rightly disposed, nor surprising, nor pathetic.’—Nay he 
proceeds so far as to say Sir Richud has no Genius; first laying down, that ‘Genius is 
caused by z furious joy and pride of soul, on the conception of an extraordinary Hint. 
Many Men (says he) have their Hints, without these motions of fury and pride of soul, 
because they want fire enough to agiute their spirits; and these we call cold writers. 
Others who have a great deal of fire, but have not excellent organs, feel the forementioned 
motions, without theextraordinary hints; and these we call fustian writers.’ But he declares 
that ‘Sir Richard had neither the Hints, nor the Motions'. Remarks on Pr. Arth. octavo, 
1696. Preface. 

This gentleman in his first works abused the character of Mr. Dryden; and in his last, 
of Mr. Pope, accusing him in very high and sober terms of profaneness and im¬ 
morality (Essay on Polite Writing, vol. ii. p. 270.) on a mere report from Edm. Curl, that 
he was author of a Travestie on the first Psalm, Dennis took up the same report, but 
with the addition of what Sir Richard had neglected, an Argument to prove it; which 
being very curious, we shall here transcribe. ‘It a-as he who burlesqued the Psalm of 
David. It is apparent to me that Psalm was burlesqued by a Popish rhymester. Let rhym¬ 
ing persons who have been brought up Protestants be otherwise what they will, let them 
be rakes, let them be scoundrels, let them be Atheists, yet education has made an in¬ 
vincible impression on them in behalf of the sacred writings. But a Popish rhymester has 
been brought up with a contempt for those sacred writings; now shew me another Popish 
rhymester but he.’ This manner of argumentation is usual with Mr. Dennis; he has 
employed the same against Sir Richard himself, in a like charge of Impiety and Irreligion. 
All Mr. Blackmore s celestial Machines, as they cannot be defended so much as 
by common received opinion, so are they directly contrary to the doctrine of the church 
of England; for the visible descent of an Angel must be a miracle. Now it is the doctrine 
of the Church of Engbnd that miracles had ceased a long time before Prince Arthur 
came into world. Now if the doctrine of the Church of England be true, as we are obliged 
to believe, then are all the celestial machines in Prince Arthur unsufferable, as wanting 
not only human, but divine probability. But if the machines arc sufferable, that is if 
they have so much as divine probability, then it follows of necessity that the doctrine 
of the Church is false. So I leave it to every impartial aergyman to consider,’ fSc. 
Preface to the Remarks on Prince Arthur. 

270. It is between eleven and twelve in the morning, after church service, that the 
criminals are whipt in Bridewell.—This is to mark punctually the time of the day: Homer 
does it by the circumstance of the Judges rising from court, or of the Labourer’s dinner; 
our author by one very proper both to the Persons and the Scene of his poem, which we 
may remember commenced in the evening of the Lord-mayor’s day: The first book 
passed in that night; the next morning the games begin in the Strand, thence along Fleet- 
street (places inhabited by Booksellers) then they proceed by Bridewell toward Fleet- 
ditch, and lastly thro’ Ludgate to the City and the Temple of the Goddess. 
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Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 

The King of dykes! than whom no sluice of mud 
With deeper sable blots the silver flood. 

'Here strip, my children! here at once leap in, 27s 

Here prove who best can dash thro* thick and thin. 

And who the most in love of dirt excel. 

Or dark dexterity of groping well. 

Who flings most filth, and wide pollutes around 

The stream, be his the Weekly Journals bound, 280 

A pig of lead to him who dives the best; 

A peck of coals a-piece shall glad the rest.* 

In naked majesty Oldmixon stands. 

And Milo-like surveys his arms and hands; 

273. Fluviorum rex Eridanus, 

- qw> non alius, per pinguia eulla. 

In mare purpureum violenlior in/luit amnis. Virg. 

276, 277, 278.— dash thro' thick and thin,—love of dirt—dark dexterity] The three 
chief qualifications of Party-writers; to stick at nothing, to delight in flinging dirt, and to 
slander in the dark by guess. 

280. the Weekly Journals] Papers of news and scandal intermixed, on different sides and 
parties, and frequently shifting from one side to the other, called the London Journal, 
British Journal, Daily Journal, (He. the concealed writers of which for some time were 
Oldmixon, Roome, AmalJ, Concanen, and others; persons never seen by our author. 

282. Our indulgent Poet, whenever he has spoken of any dirty or low work, constantly 
puts us in nund of the Poverty of the offenders, as the only extenuation of such practices. 
Let any one but remark, when a Thief, a Pick-pocket, an Highwayman, or a Knight of 
the post are spoken of, how much our hate to those characters is lessened, if they add a 
needy Thief, a poor Pick-pocket, an hungry Highwayman, a starving Knight of the post, 
&e. 

283. Mr. John Oldmixon, next to Mr. Dennis, the most ancient Critic of our Na- 
tion;aD unjust censurer of Mr. Addison in his prose Essay on Criticism, whom also in his 
imitation of Bouhours (called the Arts of Logic and Rhetoric) he misrepresents in plain 
matter of fact; for in p. 45. he cites the Spectator as abusing Dr. Swift by name, where 
there is not the least hint of it; and in p. 304. is so injurious as to suggest, that Mr. 
Addison himself writ that Tatlcr, N. 43. which says of his own Simile, that ‘ ’Tis as 
great as ever entered into the mind of man.’ ‘In Poetry he was not so happy as laborious, 
2nd therefore characterised by the 1 atler, N. 62. by the name of Omicron the Unborn 
Poet.' Curl, Key, p. 13. ‘He writ Dramatic works, and a volume of Poetry, consisting of 
heroic Epistles, (Se. some whereof arc very well done,’ saith that great Judge Mr. Jacob, 
in his Lives of Poets, vol. ii. p. 303. 

In his Essay on Criticism, and the Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, he frequently reflects 
on our Author. But the top of his character wa.s a Perverter of History, in that scandalous 
one of the Stuarts, in folio, and his Critical History of England, two volumes, octavo. 
®«ing employed by bishop Kennet, in publishing the Historians in his Collection, he 
falsified Daniel’s C^onicle in numberless places. Yet this very man, in the preface to the 
first of these books, advanced a particular Fad to charge three eminent persons of 
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Then sighing, thus, ‘And am I now three score ? 285 

Ah why, ye Gods! should two and two make four?’ 

He said, and climb’d a stranded lighter’s height. 

Shot to the black abyss, and plung’d down-right. 

The Senior’s judgment all the crowd admire. 

Who but to sink the deeper, rose the higher. 290 

Next Smedley div’d; slow circles dimpled o’er 
The quaking mud, that clos’d, and op’d no more. 

All look, all sigh, and call on Smedley lost; 

Smedley in vain resounds thro’ all the coast. 

Then * essay’d; scarce vanish’d out of sight, 295 

He buoys up instant, and returns to light: 

He bears no token of the sabler streams. 

And mounts far off among the Swans of Thames. 


falsifying the lord Clarendon’s History; whichfact has been disproved by Dr. Aiterbury, 
late bishop of Rochester, then the only survivor of them; and the particular part he pre¬ 
tended to be falsified, produced since, after almost ninety years, in that noble author’s 
original manuscript. He was all his life a virulent Party-writer for hire, and received his 
reward in a small place, which he enjoyed to his death. 

He is here likened to Milo, in allusion to that verse of Ovid, 

—FUtque Milan senior, cum special inanes 

Herculeis similes, fiuidos pendere lacertos’, 

either with regard to his Age, or because he was undone by trying to pull to pieces an 
Oak that was too strong for him. 

- Remember Milo's end 

IVedg'd in lhat timber which he strove to rend. Lord Rose. 

286. Very reasonably doth this ancient Critic complain: Without doubt it was a fault 
in the Constitution of things. For the World, as a great writer saith, being given to man for 
a subject of disputation, he might think himself mock’d with a penurious gift, were any 
thing made certain. Hence those superior masters of wisdom, the Sceptics and Acadanics, 
reasonably conclude that two and two do not make four. ScRiBL. 

But we need not go so far, to remark what the Poet principally intended, the absurdity 
of complaining of old age, which must necessarily happen, as long as we are indulged in 
our desires of adding one year to another. 

291. Next Smedley div'd,] The person here mentioned, an Irishman, was author and 
publisher of many scurrilous pieces, a weekly \\ hitehaU Journal, in the year 1722, in the 
name of Sir James Baker; and particularly whole volumes of Billingsgate against Dr. 
Swift and Mr. Pope, called Gulliveriana and Alexandriana, printed in octavo, 1728. 

293. Alcides wept in vain for Hylas lost, 

Hylas, in vain, resounds thro' all the coast. 

Lord Roscom. Translat. of Virgil’s 6th EcL 

295. Then • essay'd;] A Gentleman of genius and spirit, who was secretly dipt in some 
papers of this kind, on whom our Poet bestows a panegy ric instead of a satyr, as deserving 
to be better employed than in Party-quarrels and personal invectives. 
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True to the bottom, see Concanen creep, 

A cold, long-winded, native of the deep: 300 

If perseverance gain the Diver’s prize, 

Not everlasting Blackmore this denies: 

No noise, no stir, no motion can’st thou make, 

Th* unconscious stream sleeps o’er thee like a lake. 

Next plung’d a feeble, but a desp’rate pack, 305 

With each a sickly brother at his back: 

Sons of a Day! just buoyant on the flood, 

Then number’d with the puppies in the mud. 

Ask ye their names ^ I could as soon disclose 

The names of these blind puppies as of those. 310 

Fast by, like Niobe (her children gone) 

Sits Mother Osborne, stupify’d to stone! 

And Monumental Brass this record bears, 

‘These are,—ah no! these were, the Gazetteers!’ 

299. Matthew Concanen, an Irishman, bred to the law. Smedley (one of his breth¬ 
ren in enmity to Swift) in his Metamorphosis of Scriblcrus, p. 7. accuses him of ‘having 
boasted of what he had not written, but others had revised and done for him.’ He was 
author of several dull and dead scurrilities in the British and London Journals, and in a 
paper called the Speculatist. In a pamphlet, called a Supplement to the Profund, he 
dealt very unfairly with our Poet, not only frequently imputing to him Mr. Broome’s 
verses (for which he might indeed seem in some degree accountable, having corrected 
what that gentleman did) but those of the duke of Buckingham, and others: To this rare 
piece somebody humourously caused him to take for his motto, De profundis damavi. He 
was since a hired scribler in the Daily Courant, where he poured forth much Billingsgate 
against the lord Bolingbroke, and others; after which this man was surprisingly pro¬ 
moted to administer Justice and I-aw in Jamaica. 

302. Piec bonus Eurylion pralalo inviJil honori, (Sc. Virg. JEn. v. 

306, 307. These were daily Papers, a number of which, to lessen the expcnce, were 
printed one on the back of another. 

3”. like Niobe] See the story in Ovid, Met. vii. where the miserable Pctrcfaction of 
tltis old Lady is pathetically described. 

312. Osborne] A name assumed by the eldest and gravest of these writers, who at last 
being ashamed of his Pupils, gave his paper over, and in his age remained silent. 


314. We ought not to suppress that a modern Critic here faxeth the Poet with an 
Anachronism, affirming these Gazetteers not to have lived within the time of his poem, 
and challenging us to produce any such paper of that date. But we may with equal assur¬ 
ance assert, these Gazetiers not to have lived since, and challenge all the learned world to 
produce one such paper at this day. Surely therefore, where the point is so obscure, our 
author ought not to be censured too rashly Scribl. 

Notwithstanding this affected ignorance of the good Scriblcrus, the Daily Gazetteer 
was a title given very properly to certain papers, each of which lasted but a day. Into this, 
M a common sink, was received all the trash, which had been before dispersed in several 
Journals, and circulated at the public cxpence of the nation. Th^^.AiKhorswcrc the same, 
obscure men; though sometimes relieved by occasional cssy-a^om Swiesiftcn, Courtiers, 
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Not SO bold Amall; with a weight of skull, 3*5 

Furious he dives, precipitately dull. 

Whirlpools and storms his circling arm invest, 

With all the might of gravitation blest. 

No crab more active in the dirty dance, 

Downward to climb, and backward to advance. 320 

He brings up half the bottom on his head. 

And loudly claims the Journals and the Lead. 

The plunging Prelate, and his ponderous Grace, 

With holy envy gave one Layman place. 

When lo! a burst of thunder shook the flood. 325 

Slow rose a form, in majesty of Mud; 

Shaking the horrors of his sable brows, 

And each ferocious feature grim with ooze. 


Bishops, Deans, and Doctors. The meaner sort were rewarded with Money; others with 
Places or Benefices, from an hundred to a thousand a year. It ap[>ears from the Report of 
the Secret Committee for enquiring into the Conduct of R. Earl of O. ‘That no less than 
fifty^thousanJ, seventy~seven pounds, eighteen shillings, were paid to Authors and Printers 
of News-papers, such as Free-Britons, Daily-Courants, Corn-Cutter’s Journals, 
Gazetteers, and other political papers, between Feb. lo, 1731. and Feb. 10, 1741.’ 
Which shews the Benevolence of One Minister to have expended, for the current dulncss 
of ten years in Britain, double the sum which gained Louis XIV. so much honour, in 
annual Pensions to [.earned men all over Europe. In which, and in a much longer time, 
not a Pension at Court, nor Preferment in the Church or Universities, of any Considera¬ 
tion, was bestowed on any man distinguished for his Learning separately from Party- 
merit, or Pamphlet-writing. 

It is worth a reflection, that of all the Pancg)Tics bestowed by these writers on this 
great Minister, not one is ai this day extant or remembred; nor even so much credit done 
to his Personal character by all they have written, as by one short occasional compliment 
of our Author. 


Seen him / have; but in his happier hour 
0 / social pleasure, ill exchang'd for Pow’rl 
Seen him, uncumber'd by the Venal Tribe, 

Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe. 

315. Willi AM .\rn ALL, bred an .Attorney, was a perfect Genius in this sort of work. 
He began under nventy with furious Party-papers; then succeeded Concanen in the 
British Journal, .^t the first publication of the Dunciad, he prevailed on the Author not 
to give him his due place in it, by a letter professing his detestation of such practices as 
his Predecessor’s. But since, by the most unexampled insolence, and personal abuse of 
several great men, the Poet’s particular friends, he most amply deserved a niche in the 
Temple of Infamy: Witness a paper, called the Free Briton, a Dedication intituled To the 
Genuine Blunderer, 1732, and many others. He writ for hire, and valued himself upon it; 
not indeed without cause, it appearing by the aforesaid Report, that he received ‘for 
Free Britons, and other writings, in the space of four years, no less than ten thousand 
nine hundred and ninety~seven pounds, six shillings, and eight pence, out of the Treasury.’ 
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Greater he looks, and more than mortal stares: 

Then thus the wonders of the deep declares. 330 

First he relates, how sinking to the chin, 

Smit with his mien, the Mud-nymphs suck’d him in: 

How young Lutetia, softer than the dowm, 

Nigrina black, and Merdamante brown, 

Vy’d for his love in jetty bow’rs below, 33s 

As Hylas fair was ravish’d long ago. 

Then sung, how shown him by the Nut-brown maids 
A branch of Styx here rises from the Shades, 

That tinctur’d as it runs with Lethe’s streams, 

And wafting Vapours from the Land of dreams, 34° 

(As under seas Alphaeus’ secret sluice 
Bears Pisa’s olf’rings to his Arethuse) 

Pours into Thames: and hence the mingled wave 
Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave: 

Here brisker vapours o’er the Temple creep, 345 

There, all from Paul’s to Aldgate drink and sleep. 

Thence to the banks where rcv’rend Bards repose, 

They led him soft; each rev’rend Bard arose; 

329. Virg. /En. vi. of the Sibyl: 

- majorque t'tdfri, 

N<c mortaU sonans — 

336. /ts Hylas fair] Who was ravished by the water-nymphs and drawn into the river. 
The story is told at large by Valerius Flaccus, lib. 3. Argon. Sec Virgil, Eel. vi. 

338- ^ branch ofStyx^ CSc.] Homer, II. ii. Catal. 

01 t' d>i0’ Ifjifprov Tirafy^aiov tpy’ «V/^orro 
’Os P is FItiVUOV TtpotiK KoXMppOOV vhwp, 

Ovh' oyi yjtjvcKp QVfipxaytTai apyvpohivrf, 

‘/lAAd T< KaB'^spOfv imppUt «Aatov 
'OpKoO yap Srxryos vharos iariv anoppuj^. 

Of the land of Dreams in the same region, he makes mention, Odyss. xxiv. .See also 
Lucian’s True History. Uihe and the Land of Dreams allegorically represent the Siupe- 
faciion and visionary Madness of Poets, equally dull and extravagant. Of Alphxus’ 
waters gliding secretly under the sea of Pisa, to mix with those of Arethuse in Sicily, sec 
Moschus, Idyll, viii. Virg. Eel. x. 

Sie tibi, cum fluctus sutler labere Sicanos, 

Doris amara suam non inlermssceat undam. 

And again, -En. 3. 

- Alphaum^fama est, hue Elidis amnem 

Occultas egisse xias, sutler mare, qui nunc 
Ore, Arethusa, luo Siculis confundilur undis. 

347. Turn canil erranlem Permessi ad flumina Galium, 

Utque viro Phtebi chorus assurrexerit omnis; 
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And Milbourn chief, deputed by the rest, 

Gave him the cassock, surcingle, and vest. 350 

‘Receive (he said) these robes which once were mine, 
Dulness is sacred in a sound divine.’ 

He ceas’d, and spread the robe; the crowd confess, 

The rev’rend Flamen in his lengthen’d dress. 

Around him wide a sable Army stand, 355 

A low-born, cell-bred, selfish, servile band. 

Prompt or to guard or stab, to saint or damn 
Heav’n’s Swiss, who fight for any God, or Man. 

Thro’ Lud’s fam’d gates, along the well-knowm Fleet 
Rolls the black troop, and overshades the street, 360 

’Till show’rs of Sermons, Characters, Essays, 

In circling fleeces whiten all the ways: 

So clouds replenish’d from some bog below, 

Mount in dark volumes, and descend in snow. 

Here stopt the Goddess; and in pomp proclaims 365 

A gentler exercise to close the games. 

(ft Linus hac illi divino carmint pastor^ 

Flohbus atque apio crines ornatus amarOy 
Dixmt, Hos libi dant calamoSy en aceipe, Alusce, 

Ascrao quos ante sent—(Sc. 

349. And Milbourn] Luke Milboum a Clergyman, the fairest of Critics; who, when he 
wrote against Mr. Drj’dcn’s Virgil, did him justice in printing at the same time his own 
translations of him, which were intolerable. His manner of writing has a great resem¬ 
blance w ith that of the Gentlemen of the Dunciad against our author, as w ill be seen in 
the Parallel of Mr. Dr> den and him. Append. 

355. Around him mde, CSc] It is to be hoped that the sat)T in these lines will be under¬ 
stood in the confined sense in which the Author meant it, of such only of the Clergy, who, 
tho’ solemnly engaged in the ser>-ice of Religion, dedicate themselves for venal and corrupt 
ends to that of Ministers or Factions; and tho’ educated under an entire ignorance of the 
world, aspire to interfere in the government of it, and, consequently, to disturb and dis¬ 
order it; in which they fall short only of their Predecessors, when invested with a larger 
share of power and authority, which they employed indifferently (as is hinted at in the 
lines above) either in supporting arbitrary power, or in exciting reunion; in canonizing 
the vices of Tyrants, or in blackening the virtues of Patriots; in corrupting religion by 
superstition, or betraying it by libertinism, as either was thought best to serve the ends of 
Policy, or flatter the follies of the Great. 

359. ‘King Lud repairing the City, called it, after his own name, Lud’s Town; the 
strong gate which he built in the west part he likewise, for his own honour, named Lud- 
gate. In the year 1260. this gate was beautified with images of Lud and other Kings. 
Those images in the reign of Edward VI. had their heads smitten off, and were otherwise 
defaced by unadvised folks. Queen Mary’ did set new heads upon their old bodies again. 
The 28th of Queen Elizabeth the same gate was clean taken down, and newly and beauti¬ 
fully builded, with images of Lud and others, as afore.’ Slow's Suiwey of London. 
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‘Ye Critics! in whose heads, as equal scales, 

I weigh what author’s heaviness prevails; 

Which most conduce to sooth the soul in slumbers, 

My H—ley’s periods, or my Blackmore’s numbers; 370 

Attend the trial we propose to make: 

If there be man, who o’er such works can wake, 

Sleep’s all-subduing charms who dares defy. 

And boasts Ulysses’ ear with Argus’ eye; 

To him we grant our amplest pow’rs to sit 375 

Judge of all present, past, and future wit; 

To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong, 

Full and eternal privilege of tongue.’ 

Three College Sophs, and three pert Templars came, 

The same their talents, and their tastes the same; 380 

Each prompt to query, answer, and debate. 

And smit with love of Poesy and Prate. 

The pond’rous books two gentle readers bring; 

The heroes sit, the vulgar form a ring. 

The clam’rous crowd is hush’d with mugs of Mum, 385 
’Till all tun’d equal, send a gen’ral hum. 

Then mount the Clerks, and in one lazy tone 
Thro’ the long, heavy, painful page drawl on; 

Soft creeping, words on words, the sense compose. 

At ev’ry line they stretch, they yawn, they doze. 390 

As to soft gales top-heav)’ pines bow low 

Their heads, and lift them as they cease to blow: 

Thus oft they rear, and oft the head decline. 

As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine. 

And now to this side, now to that they nod, 39s 

As verse, or prose, infuse the drowzy God. 


374 ' Sec Horn. Odyss. xii. Ovid, Met. i. 

380, 381. Ambo florentes aiaubus, Artadts ambo, 

Et eanlare parts, (£ rtspondtrt parait. Virg. Eel. vit. 

382. Smit with iht love of sacred song — Milton. 

384- Consedere duces, (5 vulgi startle corona. Ovid. Met. xiiL 

388. 'All these lines very well imitate the slow drowziness with which they proceed. It 
*s impossible to any one, who has a poetical ear, to read them without perceiving the 
heaviness that lags in the verse, to imitate the action it describes. The simile of the Pines 
J* very just and well adapted to the subject;’ says an Enemy, in his Essay on the 
Dunciad, p. 21. 
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Thrice Budgel aim’d to speak, but thrice supprest 
By potent Arthur, knock’d his chin and breast. 

Toland and Tindal, prompt at priests to jeer, 

Yet silent bow’d to Christ’s No kingdom here. 400 

Who sate the nearest, by the words o’ercome, 

Slept first; the distant nodded to the hum. 

Then down are roll’d the books; stretch’d o’er ’em lies 
Each gentle clerk, and mutt’ring seals his eyes. 

As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 405 

One circle first, and then a second makes; 

What Dulness dropt among her sons imprest 
Like motion from one circle to the rest; 

So from the mid-most the nutation spreads 

Round and more round, o’er all the sea of heads. 410 

At last Centlivre felt her voice to fail, 

Motteux himself unfinish’d left his tale, 

397. Budgel] Famous for his speeches on many occasions about the South Sea scheme, 
Cf. ‘He is a very insrenious gentleman, and hath written some excellent Epilogues to 
Plays, and one small piece on Love, which is very pretty.’ Jacob, Lives of Pocls, vol. ii. 
p. 289. But this gentleman since made himself much more eminent, and personally well- 
known to the greatest Statesmen of all parties, as well as to all the Courts of Law in this 
nation. 

399. Toland and Tindal,] Two persons, not so happy as to be obscure, who tsTit against 
the Rclicion of their Counlr\’. 

^ r 

400. This is said by Curl, Key to Dune, to allude to a sermon of a reverend Bishop. 

405. It is a common and foolish mistake, that a ludicrous parody of a grave and cele¬ 
brated passage is a ridicule to that passage. The reader therefore, if he will, may call 
this a parody of the author s own Similitude in the Essay on Man, Ep. iv. 

As the small pebble, (Sc. 

but will any body therefore suspect the one to be a ridicule of the other? A ridicule 
indeed there is in every parody; but when the image is transferred from one subject to 
another, and the subject is not a poem burlesqued (which Scriblerus hopes the reader will 
distinguish from a burlesque poem) there the ridicule falls not on the thing imitated, but 
imitating. Thus, for instance, when 

Old Edward's armour beams on Cibber's breast, 

it is, without doubt, an object ridiculous enough. But I think it falls neither on old king 
Edward, nor his armour, but on his armour-bearer only. Let this be said to explain our 
Author’s Parodies (a figure that has always a good effect in a mock epic poem) cither from 
profane or sacred writers. 

410. A waving sea of heads was round me spread. 

And still fresh streams the gazing deluge fed. Blackm. Job. 

411. Mrs. Susanna Centlivre, wife to Mr. Centlivre, Yeoman of the Mouth to his 
Majesty. She writ many Plays, and a Song (says Mr. Jacob, vol. i. p. 32.) before she was 
seven years old. She also writ a Ballad against Mr. Pope’s Homer, before he begun it. 
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Boyer the State, and Law the Stage gave o’er, 

Morgan and Mandevil could prate no more; 

Norton, from Daniel and Ostrcea sprung, 415 

Bless’d with his father’s front, and mother’s tongue, 

Hung silent down his never-blushing head; 

And all was hush’d, as Folly’s self lay dead. 

Thus the soft gifts of Sleep conclude the day. 

And stretch’d on bulks, as usual, Poets lay. 430 

Why should I sing what bards the nightly Muse 
Did slumb’ring visit, and convey to stews; 

Who prouder march’d, with magistrates in state, 

To some fam’d round-house, ever open gate! 


413. A. Boyer, a voluminous compiler of Annals, Political Collections, (Sc. —William 

Law A. M. wrote with great zeal against the Suge; Mr. Dennis answered with as great: 
Their books were printed in 1726. Law affirmed, that‘The Playhouse is the temple of 

the Devil; the peculiar pleasure of the Devil; where all they who go, yield to the Devil; 
where all the laughter is a laughter among Devils; and all who are there are hearing 
Music in the very Porch of Hell.’ To which Mr. Dennis replied, that ‘There is every 
jot as much difference between a true Play, and one made by a Poetaster, as between 
two religious books, the Bible and the Alcoran.' Then he demonstrates, that ‘All those 
who had written against the Stage vtcre yacobiies and Non-jurors ;ind did it always at a 
time when something was to be done for the Pretender. Mr. Collier published his Short 
View when France declared for the Chevalier; and his Dissuasive, just at ihe great storm, 
when the devasution which that hurricane wrought, had amazed and astonished the 
minds of men, and made them obnoxious to melancholy and desponding thoughts. 
Mr. Law took the opportunity to atuck the Stage upon the great preparations he heard 
were making abroad, and which Jacobites flattered themselves were designed in their 
favour. And as for Mr. Bedford’s Serious Remonstrance, though I know nothing of the 
lime of publishing it, yet 1 dare to lay odds it was cither upon the Duke d’Aumont’s 
being at Somerset-house, or upon the late Rebellion.' Dennis, Stage defended against 
Mr. Law. p. ult. 

414. Morgan'\ A writer against Religion, distinguished no otherwise from the rabble of 
his tribe than by the pompousness of his Title; for having stolen his Morality from 
Tindal, and his Philosophy from Spinoza, he calls himself, by the courtesy of England, a 
Moral Philosopher. 

Ibid. Mandevil] This writer, who prided himself as much in the reputation of an 
Immoral Philosopher, was author of a famous book called the Fable of the Bees; which 
may seem written to prove, that Moral Virtue is the invention of knaves, and Christian 
Virtue the imposition of fools; and that Vice is necessary, and alone sufficient to render 
Society flourishing and happy. 

4x5. Norton De Foe, offspring of the famous Daniel. Fortes creantur forttbus. One of 
the authors of the Flying Post, in which well-bred work Mr. P. had sometime the honour 
to be abused with his betters; and of many hired scurrilities and daily papers, to which he 
never set his name. 

418. Alludes to Dryden’s verse in the Indian Emperor; 

All things are hush'd, as Nature's self lay dead. 
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How Henley lay inspir’d beside a sink, 4*5 

And to mere mortals seem’d a Priest in drink: 

While others, timely, to the neighb’ring Fleet 
(Haunt of the Muses) made their safe retreat. 

426. This line presents us with an excellent moral, that we are never to pass judgment 
merely by appear awes ; a lesson to all men who may happen to see a reverend Person in the 
like situation, not to determine too rashly; since not only the Poets frequently describe a 
Bard inspired in this posture, 

{On Cam's fair bank, where Chaucer lay inspir'd, 

and the like) but an eminent Casuist tells us, that *if a Priest be seen in any indecent action, 
we ought to account it a deception of sight, or illusion of the Devil, who sometimes takes 
upon him the shape of holy men on purpose to cause scandal.* Scribl. 

427. Fleet'i A prison for insolvent Debtors on the bank of the Ditch. 

The End of the Second Book 
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Book the Third 


ARGUMENT 

After the other persons are disposed in their proper places of resty the 
Goddess transports the King to her Tempky and there lays him to 
slumber with his head on her lap; a position of marvellous virtue^ 
which causes all the Visions of wild enthusiasts^ projectors., politicians, 
inamoratos, castle-builders, chemists, and poets. He is immediately 
carried on the wings of Fancy, and led by a mad Poetical Sibyl, to the 
Elysian shade; where, on the banks ofhtxht, the souls of the dull are 
dipped by Bavius, before their entrance into this world. There he is 
fnet by the ghost of Settle, and by him made acquainted with the 
wonders of the place, and with those which he himself is destined to 
perform. He takes him to a Mount of Vision, whence he shews 
hm the past triumphs of the Empire of Dulness, then the present, and 
lastly the future: how small a part of the world was ever conquered by 
Science, how soon those conquests were stopped, and those very nations 
again reduced to her dominion. Then distinguishing the Island of 
Great-Britain, shews by what aids, by what persons, and by what 
degrees it shall be brought to her Empire. Some of the persons he 
causes to pass in review before his eyes, describing each by his proper 
figure, character, and qualifications. On a sudden the Scene shifts, 
and a vast number of miracles and prodigies appear, utterly surprising 
and unknown to the King himself, 'till they are explained to be the 
tponders of his own reign now commencing. On this Subject Settle 
breaks into a congratulation, yet not unmixed with concern, that his 
own times were but the types of these. He prophesies how first the na¬ 
tion shall be over-run with Farces, Operas, and Shows; how the throne 
of Dulness shall be advanced over the Theatres, and set up even at 
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Court: then hoiP her Sons shall preside in the seats of Arts and 
Sciences: giving a glimpse^ or Pisgah'-sight of the future Fulness ofher 
Glory y the accomplishment whereof is the subject ofthe fourth and last 
book. 

B ut in her Temple’s last recess inclos’d, 

On Dulness’ lap th’ Anointed head repos’d. 

Him close she curtains round with Vapours blue, 

And soft besprinkles with Qmmerian dew. 

Then raptures high the seat of Sense o’erflow, 5 

Which only heads refin’d from Reason know. 

Hence, from the straw where Bedlam’s Prophet nods, 

He hears loud Oracles, and talks with Gods: 

Hence the Fool’s Paradise, the Statesman’s Scheme, 

The air-built Castle, and the golden Dream, 10 

The Maid’s romantic wish, the Chemist’s flame, 

And Poet’s vision of eternal Fame. 

And now, on Fancy’s easy wing convey’d, 

The King descending, views th’ Elysian Shade. 

A slip-shod Sibyl led his steps along, 15 

In lofty madness meditating song; 

5, 6 , (Sc. Hereby is intimated that the following Vision is no more than the chimera of 
the dreamer’s brain, and not a real or intended satjT on the present Age, doubtless more 
learned, more enlightened, and more abounding with great Genius’s in Divinity, 
Politics, and whatever arts and sciences, than all the preceding. For fear of any such 
mistake of our Poet’s honest meaning, he hath again at the end of the Vision repeated this 
monition, saying that it all past through the Ivory gale, which (according to the Ancients) 
denoteth Falsity. Scsibl. 

How much the good Scriblerus was mistaken, may be seen from the Fourth book, 
which, it is plain from hence, he had never seen. Be.nt. 

7, 8. El varias audit voces, fruiturque deorum 

CoUoquio - Virg. yEn. vii. 

15. This allegory is extremely just, no conformation of the mind so much subjecting it 
to real Madness, as that which produces real Dulness. Hence we find the religious (as well 
as the poetical) Enthusiasts of all ages were ever, in their natural state, most heavy and 
lumpish; but on the least application of heat, they run like lead, which of all metals falls 
quickest into fusion. WTiereas fire in a Genius is truly Promethean, it hurts not its 
constituent pans, but only fils it (as it docs well-tempered steel) for the necessary im¬ 
pressions of art. But the common people have been taught (I do not know on what 
foundation) to regard Lunacy as a mark of IfVr, just as the Turks and our modem 
Methodists do of Holiness. But if the cause of Madness assigned by a great Philosopher 
be true, it will unavoidably fall upon the dunces. He supposes it to be the dwelling 
over long on one object or idea: Now as this attention is occasioned either by Grief or 
Study, it will be fixed by Dulness; which hath not quickness enough to comprehend 
what it seeks, nor force and vigour enough to divert the imagination from the object 
it laments. 
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Her tresses staring from Poetic dreams. 

And never wash’d, but in Castalia’s streams. 

Taylor, their better Charon, lends an oar, 

(Once swan of Thames, tho’ now he sings no more.) 20 
Benlowes, propitious still to blockheads, bows; 

And Shadwell nods the Poppy on his brows. 

Here, in a dusky vale where Lethe rolls. 

Old Bavius sits, to dip poetic souls, 

And blunt the sense, and fit it for a skull 25 

Of solid proof, impenetrably dull: 

Instant, when dipt, away they wing their flight. 

Where Brown and Mears unbar the gates of Light, 


19' John Taylor the Water-poet, an honest man, who owns he learned not so much as 
the Accidence: A rare example of modesty in a Poet! 

I must confess / do want eloquence. 

And never scarce did learn my Accidence; 

For having got from possum to posset, 

/ there was gravel'd, could no farther get. 

He wrote fourscore books in the reign of James I. and Charles I. and afterwards (like 
Edward Ward) kept an Alehouse in Long-Acre. He died in 1654. 

21. Benlowes,] A country gentleman, famous for his own bad Poetry, and for patroniz- 

Poets, as may be seen from many Dedications of Quarles and others to him. 
home of these anagram’d his name, Benlowes into Benevolus, to verify w hich, he spent his 
whole estate upon them. 

22. Shadwell took Opium for many years, and died of too brge a dose, in the year 1692. 

*3- - Videt /Eneas in valle reducta 

Seclusum nemus - 

Lethaumque domos placidas qui preenatat amnem, (Sc. 

Hune circum innumerce gentes, (Sc. Virg. JEn. vi. 

24. Alluding to the story of Thetis dipping Achilles to render him impenetrable: 

At pater Anchises penitus convalle virenti 
Inclusas animas, superumque ad lumen ituras, 

Lustrabat - Virg. yEn. vi. 

Bavius was an ancient Poet, celebrated by Virgil for the like cause as Bays by our author, 
^ough not in so christian-like a manner: For heathenishly it is declared by Virgil of 

ought to be hated and detested for his evil works; Qui Bavium non odit; 
whereas we have often had occasion to observe our Poet’s great Good nature and Merci- 
^o’ the whole course of this Poem. Scbibl. 
w. Dennis warmly contends, that Bavius was no inconsiderable author; nay, that ‘He 
2nd M*vius had (even in Augustus’s days) a very formidable party at Rome, who thought 
|hem much superior to Virgil and Horace: For (saith he) I cannot believe they would 
«ve fixed that eternal brand upon them, if they had not been coxcombs in more than 
ordinary credit.’ Rem. on Pr. Arthur, part ii. c. i. An argument which, if this poem 
•hould last, will conduce to the honour of the gentlemen of the Dunciad. 

28. Brown and Mears] Booksellers, Printers for any body.—The allegory of the souls of 
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Demand new bodies, and in Calf’s array, 

Rush to the world, impatient for the day. 30 

Millions and millions on these banks he views, 

Thick as the stars of night, or morning dews, 

As thick as bees o’er vernal blossoms fly. 

As thick as eggs at Ward in Pillory. 

Wond’ring he gaz’d: When lo! a Sage appears, 35 

By his broad shoulders known, and length of ears. 

Known by the band and suit which Settle wore 

the dull coming forth in the form of books, dressed in calf’s leather, and being let abroad 
in vast numbers by Booksellers, is sufficiently intelligible. 

Unbar the gates of Light,'] An Hemistic of Milton. 

31, 32. Quam multa in sylvis autumni frigore primo 

Lapsa cadunt folia, aut ad terram gurgite ab alto 

Quam multa glomerantur aves. (Sc. Virg. /En. vi. 

34. John Ward of Hackney Esq. Member of Parliament, being convicted of forgery, 
was first expelled the House, and then sentenced to the Pillory on the 17th of February 
1727. Mr. Curl (having likewise stood there) looks upon the mention of such a Gentle^ 
man in a satyr, as a great act of barbarity. Key to the Dune. 3d edit. p. 16. And another 
author reasons thus upon it. Durgen. 8vo. p. ii, 12. ‘How unworthy is it of Christian 
Charily to animate the rabble to abuse a worthy man in such a situation ? what could move 
the Poet thus to mention a brave sufferer, a gallant prisoner, exposed to the view of all 
mankind! It was laying aside his Senses, it was committing a Crime, for which the Law is 
deficient not to punish him! nay, a Crime which Man can scarce forgive, or Time efface ! 
Nothing surely could have induced him to it but being bribed by a great Lady, (Sc.' (to 
whom this brave, honest, worthy Gentleman was guilt)' of no offence but Forgery, 
proved in open Court.) But it is evident this verse could not be meant of him; it being 
notorious, that no Eggs were thrown at that Gentleman. Perhaps therefore it might be in¬ 
tended of Mr. Edward Ward the Poet when he stood there. 

36. And length of ears,] This is a sophisticated reading. I think I may venture to affirm 
all the Cop)’ists are mistaken here: I believe I may say the same of the Critics; Dennis, 
Oldmixon, Welsted have passed it in silence. I have also stumbled at it, and wondered 
how an error so manifest could escape such accurate persons. I dare assert it proceeded 
originally from the inadvertency of some Transcriber, whose head run on the Pillory, 
mentioned two lines before; it is therefore amazing that Mr. Curl himself should over¬ 
look itl Yet that Scholiast takes not the least notice hereof. That the learned Mist also 
read it thus, is plain from his ranging this passage among those in which our author was 
blamed for personal Satyr on a Man's face (whereof doubtless he might take the ear to be 
a part;) so likewise Concanen, Ralph, the Flying Post, and all the herd of Commentators. 

To/j armenta sequuntur. 

A very little sagacity (which all these Gentlemen therefore wanted) will restore us to the 
true sense of the Poet, thus. 

By his broad shoulders knoam, and length of years. 

See how easy a change; of one single letter 1 That Mr. Settle was old, is most certain; but he 
was (happily) a stranger to the Pillory. This note partly Mr. Theobald’s, partly 
SCRIBL. 

37. Elkanah Settle was once a Writer in vogue, as well as Gbber, both for Dramatic 
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(His only suit) for twice three years before: 

All as the vest, appear’d the wearer’s frame, 

Old in new state, another yet the same. 40 

Bland and familiar as in life, begun 
Thus the great Father to the greater Son. 

Oh born to see what none can see awake 1 
Behold the wonders of th’ oblivious Lake. 

Thou, yet unborn, hast touch’d this sacred shore; 45 

The hand of Bavius drench’d thee o’er and o’er. 

But blind to former as to future fate, 

What mortal knows his pre-existent state ? 

Who knows how long thy transmigrating soul 
Might from Boeotian to Boeotian roll ? 

How many Dutchmen she vouchsaf’d to ihrid ? 

How many stages thro’ old Monks she rid } 

And all who since, in mild benighted days, 

Mix’d the Owl’s ivy with the Poet’s bays. 

As man’s Mseanders to the vital spring 
Roll all their tides, then back their circles bring; 

Or whirligigs, twirl’d round by skilful swain, 

Suck the thread in, then yield it out again: 

All nonsense thus, of old or modern date. 

Shall in thee centre, from thee circulate. 

Poetry and Politics. Mr. Dennis tells us that ‘he was a formidable rival to Mr. Dryden, 
and that in the University of Cambridge there were those who gave him the preference.’ 
Mr. Welstcd goes yet farther in his behalf: ‘Poor Settle was formerly the Mighty rival of 
Dryden; nay, for many years, bore his reputation above him. Pref. to his Poems, 8vo. p. 
31. And Mr. Milbourn cried out, ‘How little was Dryden able, even when his blood run 
high, to defend himself against Mr. .Settle!* Notes on Dryd. Virg. p. 175. These arc 
comfortable opinions! and no wonder some authors indulge them. 

He was author or publisher of many noted pamphlets in the time of king Charles II. 
He answered all Dryden’s political poems; and being cried upon one jiJe, succeeded not a 
little in his Tragedy of the Empress of Morocco (the first that was ever piintcd with 
Cuts.) ‘Upon this he grew insolent, the Wits writ against his Play, he replied, and the 
Town judged he had the better. In short. Settle was then thought a very formidable rival 
to Mr. Dryden; and not only the Town but the University of Cambridge was divided 
which to prefer; and in both places the younger sort inclined to Elkanah.’ Df>.'NIS. Pref. 
lo Rem. on Horn. 

50. Boeotia lay under the ridicule of the Wits formerly, as Ireland docs now; tho’ il 
produced one of the greatest Poets and one of the greatest Generals of Greece: 

Daoium (fasso jurares acre natum, Horat. 

5^. - sine tempera circum 

Inter vieirices heJeram ttbi serpere lauros. Virg. Eel. viii. 
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For this our Queen unfolds to vision true 
Thy mental eye, for thou hast much to view: 

Old scenes of glory, times long cast behind 
Shall, first recall’d, rush forward to thy mind; 

Then stretch thy sight o’er all her rising reign, 65 

And let the past and future fire thy brain. 

Ascend this hill, whose cloudy point commands 
Her boundless empire over seas and lands. 

See, round the Poles where keener spangles shine. 

Where spices smoke beneath the burning Line, 70 

(Earth’s wide extremes) her sable flag display’d, 

And all the nations cover’d in her shade! 

Far eastward cast thine eye, from whence the Sun 
And orient Science their bright course begun: 

One god-like Monarch all that pride confounds, 75 

He, whose long wall the wand’ring Tartar bounds; 

Heav’ns! what a pile! whole ages perish there. 

And one bright blaze turns Learning into air. 

Thence to the south extend thy gladden’d eyes; 

There rival flames with equal glory rise, 80 

From shelves to shelves see greedy Vulcan roll, 

And lick up all their Physic of the Soul. 

How little, mark! that portion of the ball, 

Where, faint at best, the beams of Science fall; 

61, 62. This has a resemblance to that passage in Milton, book xi. where the Angel 

To nobler sights from Adames eye remov'd 
The film; then purg'd with Euphrasie and Rue 
The iHsual nerve —For he had much to see* 

There is a general allusion in what follows to that whole Episode. 

67. The scenes of this vision are remarkable for the order of their appearance First 

from vcr. 67 to p, those places of the globe are shenm where Science nrver rose; then 

Irom ver. 73 to 83, those where she was destroyed by Tyranny; from ver. 85 to 05. by 

inundations of Barbartans; from ver. 96 to 106, by Superstition. Then Rome, the 

Mis^s of Arts, d«cnbcd m her degeneracy; and lastly Britain, the scene of the action 

ot me poem; which furnishes the occasion of drawing out the Progeny of Dulness in 
review^, 

69. See round the Poles^^Sc.-] Almost the whole Southern and Northern Continent 
wrapt m ignorance. 

73. Our author favours the opinion that all Sciences came from the Eastern nations. 

75. Chi Ho-am-ti Emperor of China, the same who built the great wall between China 
and Tartary, destroyed all the books and learned men of that empire. 

81, 82, The Caliph, Omar I. having conquered .Egypt, caused his General to bum the 
Ptolemxan library, on the gates of which was this inscription, *pyXHZ lATPEION 
the Physic of the Soul. * 
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Soon as they dawn, from Hyperborean skies 
Embody’d dark, what clouds of Vandals rise \ 

Lo! where Maeotis sleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezing Tanais thro’ a waste of snows. 

The North by myriads pours her mighty sons. 

Great nurse of Goths, of Alans and of Huns! 

See Alaric’s stem port! the martial frame 
Of Genseric! and Attila’s dread name! 

See the bold Ostrogoths on Latium fall; 

See the fierce Visigoths on Spain and Gaul! 

See, where the morning gilds the palmy shore 
(The soil that arts and infant letters bore) 

His conqu’ring tribes th’ Arabian prophet draws, 

And saving Ignorance enthrones by Laws. 

See Christians, Jews, one hea\7 sabbath keep, 

And all the western world believe and sleep. 

Lo! Rome herself, proud mistress now no more 
Of arts, but thund’ring against heathen lore; 

Her grey-hair’d Synods damning books unread. 

And Bacon trembling for his brazen head. 

Padua, with sighs, beholds her L\v}' burn, 

And ev’n th* Antipodes Vigilius mourn. 

See, the Cirque falls, th’ unpillar’d Temple nods, 

Streets pav’d with Heroes, Tybcr choak’d with Gods; 

’Till Peter’s keys some christ’ncd Jove adorn, 

96. Phttnicia, Syria, Cic. where Letters arc said to have been invented. In these coun¬ 
tries Mahomet began his conquests. 

102. A strong instance of this pious rage is placed to Pope Gregory’s account. John of 
Salisbury gives a very odd encomium of this Pope, at the same time that he mentions one 
of the strangest effects of this excess of zeal in him: Doctor sanctissimui ilU Gregorius, qui 
melleo prctdicationis imbre lolam rigavit £? webnavit ecclesiam; non modo Aiathesin jussit 
ab aula, sed, ut iradilur a majoribus, incendio dedil probata ieclionis scripta, Paiatinus qua- 
cunque tenebat Apollo. And in another pbcc; Fertur bealus Gregorius bibliothecam com- 
bussisse gentilem\ quo divina pagina gratior esset locus, (£ major authontas, et ditigeniia 
studioiior. Dcsidcrius Archbishop of V'ienna was sharply reproved by him for teaching 
Grammar and Literature, and explaining the Poets; because (says this Pope) In utio se ore 
cum Jovis laudibus Christi laudes non capiunt: Et quam grave nefandumque sit Episcopis 
canere quod nee Laico religioso conveniat, tpse considera. Me is said, among the rest, to have 
burned Livy; Quia in superstitionibus et sacris Romanorum perpetuo versatur. The same 
Pope is accused by Vossius, and others, of having caused the noble monuments of the 
old Roman magnihcence to be destroyed, lest those who came to Rome should give more 
attention to Triumphal Arches, dc. than to holy things. Dayle. Diet. 

109. After the government of Rome devolved to the Popes, their zeal was for some 
time cxened in demolishing the heathen Temples and Statues, so that the Goths scarce 
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And Pan to Moses lends his pagan hom; no 

See graceless Venus to a Virgin turn’d, 

Or Phidias broken, and Apelles bum’d. 

Behold yon’ Isle, by Palmers, Pilgrims trod. 

Men bearded, bald, cowl’d, uncowl’d, shod, unshod. 

Peel’d, patch’d and pyebald, linsey-wolsey brothers, us 
Grave Mummers! sleeveless some, and shirtless others. 
That once was Britain—Happy! had she seen 
No fiercer sons, had Easter never been. 

In peace, great Goddess, ever be ador’d; 

How keen the war, if Dulness draw the sword! 120 

Thus visit not thy own! on this blest age 
Oh spread thy Influence, but restrain thy Rage. 

And see, my son! the hour is on its way, 

That lifts our Goddess to imperial sway; 

This fav’rite Isle, long sever’d from her reign, 125 

Dove-like, she gathers to her wings again. 

Now look thro’ Fate! behold the scene she draws! 

What aids, what armies to assert her cause! 

See all her progeny, illustrious sight! 

Behold, and count them, as they rise to light. 130 

As Berecynthia, while her offspring vye 

destroyed more monuments of Antiquity out of rage, than these out of devotion. At 

length they spared some of the Temples, by converting them to Churches; and some 

of the Statues, by modifying them into images of Saints. In much bter times, it was 

thought necessary to change the statues of ApoUo and Pallas, on the tomb of Sannazarius, 

into David and Judith; the Lyre easily became a Harp, and the Gorgon’s head turned to 
that of Holofcmcs. 

117,118. Happy! had Easter never be^n!]\Vzism'Eneh.nd anciently, about thcrieht 
time of celebrating Easter. 

El fortunatam, si nunquam armenta fuissent. Virg. Ed. vi. 

*26. This is fulfilled in the fourth book. 

127, 129. Nunc age, Dardaniam proUm quee deinde sequatur 

Gloria, qui maneant Iiala de gente nepoles, 
lllustres animas, nostrumque in nomen ituras 

Virg. ^n. vi. 

128. What aids, what armies to assert her cause!] i.e. Of Poets, Antiquaries, Critics. 
Divines, Freethinkers. But as this Revolution is only here set on foot by the first of these 
Cl^es, the Poets, they only are here particularly celebrated, and they only properly fall 
under the Care and Review of this CoUegue of Dulness, the Laureate. The others, who 
finish the great work, are reser%'ed for the fourth book, when the Goddess herself appears 
in full Glory. 

Ftitx prole virum, qualis Berecynthia mater 
fnvehitur curru Phrygias turrita per urbes. 
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In homage to the Mother of the sky. 

Surveys around her, in the blest abode, 

An hundred sons, and ev’ry son a God: 

Not with less glory ihighty Dulness crown’d, 135 

Shall take thro’ Grub-street her triumphant round; 

And her Parnassus glancing o’er at once. 

Behold an hundred sons, and each a Dunce. 

Mark first that Youth who takes the foremost place, 

And thrusts his person full into your face. 140 

With all thy Father’s virtues blest, be born! 

And a new Cibber shall the stage adorn. 

A second see, by meeker manners known, 

And modest as the maid that sips alone; 

From the strong fate of drams if thou get free, 145 

Another Durfey, Ward! shall sing in thee. 

Thee shall each ale-house, thee each gill-house mourn, 

And answ’ring gin-shops sowrer sighs return. 

Jacob, the scourge of Grammar, mark with awe. 

Nor less revere him, blunderbuss of Law’. 150 

Lata deum partu, centum complexa nepotes, 

Omnes ealicolas, omnes supera alta tenenies. Virg. Ain. vi. 

139. IIU videSy pura juvenis qui nititur hasla, 

Proxima tone tenet /ucis loca - Virg. itn. vi. 

141. A manner of expression used by VirgiJ, Eel. viii. 

Nascere! praque diem veniens, age, Lucifer — 

As also that of patriis virlulihus, Eel. jv. 

It was very natural to shew to the Hero, before all others, his own Son, who had 
already begun to emulate him in his theatrical, poetical, and even political capacities. By 
the attitude in which he here presents himself, the reader may be cautioned against 
ascribing wholly to the Father the merit of the epithet Cihberian, which is equally to 
be understood with an eye to the Son. 

145. - ii qua fata aspera rumpas, 

Tu Alarcellus eris! - Virg. An. vi. 

147. Te nemus Angitia, vilrea te Fucinus unda, 

Te hquidi flevere laeus. Virg. An. viii. 

Virgil again, Eel. x. 

Ilium etiam lauri, ilium flevere myrica, (Sc. 

•49. tso. *71118 Gentleman is son of a considerable Aialtster of Romscy in Southampton- 
shire, and bred to the I.aw under a very eminent Attorney: Who, between his more 
laborious studies, has diverted himself with Poetry. He is a great admirer of Poets and 
their works, which has occasion’d him to try his genius that way.—He has writ in prose 
the Lives of the Poets, Essays, and a great many Law-Books, The Accomplish'd Convey- 
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Lo P—p—le’s brow, tremendous to the town, 

Horneck’s fierce eye, and Roomers funereal Frown. 

Lo sneering Goode, half malice and half whim, 

A Fiend in glee, ridiculously grim. 

Each Cygnet sweet of Bath and Tunbridge race, 155 

Whose tuneful whistling makes the waters pass: 

Each Songster, Riddler, ev’ry nameless name, 

All crowd, who foremost shall be damn’d to Fame. 

Some strain in rhyme; the Muses, on their racks, 

Scream like the winding of ten thousand jacks: 160 

Some free from rhyme or reason, rule or check. 

Break Priscian’s head, and Pegasus’s neck; 

Down, down they larum, with impetuous whirl. 

The Pindars, and the Miltons of a Curl. 

ancer^MoJernJustice, Giles J\coBo(\iiTnst]f,Liveso{PoetSy vol. i. He very gross¬ 

ly, and unprovok’d, abused in that book the Author’s Friend, Mr. Cay. There may seem 
some error in these verses, Mr. Jacob having proved our author to have a Respect for him, 
by this undeniable argument. ‘He had once a Regard for my Judgment\ otherwise he 
would never have subscribed Two Guineas to me, for one small Book in octavo.’ Jacob’s 
Letter to Dennis, printed in Dennis’s Remarks on the Dunciad, pag. 49. Therefore I 
should think the appellation of Blunderbuss to Mr. Jacob, like that of Thunderbolt to 
Scipio, was meant in his honour. 

Mr. Dennis ai^cs the same way. ‘My WTitings having made great impression on the 
minds of all sensible men, Mr. P. repented, and to give proofof his Repentance, subscribed 
to my two volumes of select Works, and afterward to my two Volumes of Letters.’ Ibid, 
pag. 80. We should hence believe, the Name of Mr. Dennis hath also crept into this 
poem by some mistake. But from hence, gentle reader! thou may’st beware, when thou 

givest thy money to such Authors, not to flatter thyself that thy motives are Good-nature 
or Charity. 

150. Virg. ./En. W. - duo fulmina belli 

ScipiadaSy cladem Libya! 

152. Horneck and Roome] These two were virulent Party-writers, worthily coupled 
together, and one would think prophetically, since, after the publishing of this piece, the 
former dying, the latter succeeded him in Honour and Employment. The first was Philip 
Horneck, Author of a Billingsgate paper call’d The High German Doctor. Edward 
Roome was son of an Undertaker for Funerals in Fleetstrcet, and writ some of the 
papers call d Pasquin, where by malicious Innuendos he endeavoured to represent our 
Author guilty of malevolent practices with a great man then under prosecution of Parlia¬ 
ment. P—Ic was the author of some vile Plays and Pamphlets. He published abuses on 
our author in a Paper called the Prompter. 

153. Goode,] An ill-natur’d Critic, who writ a Satyr on our Author, call’d The mock 
cEsop, and many anonymous Libels in News-papers for hire. 

156. There were several successions of these sort of minor poets, at Tunbridge, Bath, 
&c. singing the praise of the .Annuals flourishing for that season; whose names indeed 
would be nameless, and therefore the Poet slurs them over with others in general 
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Silence, ye Wolves ! while Ralph to Cynthia howls, 165 
And makes Night hideous—Answer him, ye Owls! 

Sense, speech, and measure, living tongues and dead, 

Let all give way—and Morris may be read. 

Flow Welsted, flow I like thine inspirer, Beer, 

Tho’ stale, not ripe; tho* thin, yet never clear; 170 

So sweetly mawkish, and so smoothly dull; 

Heady, not strong; overflowing, tho’ not full. 

Ah Dennis! Gildon ah! what ill-starr’d rage 
Divides a friendship long confirm’d by age? 

165. James Ralph, a name inserted after the hrst editions, not knon-n to our author tiU 
he writ a swcaring-piccc called Savmeyy very abusive of Dr. Swift, Mr. Gay, and him¬ 
self. These lines allude to a thing of his, intiticd. Nighty a Poem: 

- Visit thus the glimpses of the Moon, 

* Making Night hideous • • - Shakesp. 

This low writer attended his own works with paneg>Ticks in the Journals, and once in 
particular praised himself highly above Mr. Addison, in wretched remarks upon that 
Author’s Account o( English Poets, printed in a London Journal, Sept. 1728. He ended 
at last in the common Sink of all such writers, a political News-paper, to which he was 
recommended by his friend Amall, and received a small pittance for pay. 

168. Morris'] Besaleel, see Book 2, 

169. Parody on Denham, Cooper's Hill. 

O could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
My great example, as it is my theme.- 
Tho' deep, yet clear; tho' gentle, yet not dull; 

Strong without rage; without o'erflowing,fuU. 

Welsted,] Of this Author see the Remark on Book 2. ver. 209. But (to be impartial) 
add to it the following different character of him: 

Mr. Welsted had, in his youth, rais’d so great expectations of his future genius, that 
there was a kind of struggle between the most eminent in the two Universities, which 
should have the honour of his education. To compound this, he {civilly) became a member 
of both, and after having pass’d some time at the one, he removed to the other. From 
thence he return’d to town, where he became the darling Expectation of all the polite 
Writers, whose encouragement he acknowledg’d in his occasional poems, in a manner 
that will make no small part of the Fame of his protectors. It also appears from his Works, 
that he was happy in the patronage of the most illustrious characters of the present age— 
Encourag’d by such a Combination in his favour, he—publish’d a book of poems, some in 
the Ovidian, some in the Horatian manner, in both which the most exquisite Judges pro¬ 
nounce he even rival'd his masters—His Love verses have rescued that way of writing 
from contempt—In his Translations, he has given us the very soul and spirit of his 
author. His Ode—his Epistle— his Verses—his I..ove talc—all, are the most perfect things in 
a// poetry. Welsted of Himself, Char, of the Times, 8vo i728./>jg. 23. 24. It should not 
he forgot to his honour, that he received at one time the sum of 500 pounds for secret 
service, among the other excellent authors hired to write anonymously for the Ministry. 
See Report of the Secret Committee, 8<c. in 1742. 

» 73 - The reader, who has seen thro’ the course of these notes, what a constant atten¬ 
dance Mr. Dennis paid to our Author and all his works, may perhaps wonder he should 
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Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor, 175 

But fool with fool is barb’rous civil war. 

Embrace, embrace my sons! be foes no more 1 
Nor glad vile Poets with true Critics gore. 

Behold yon Pair, in strict embraces join’d; 

How like in manners, and how like in mind I 180 

be mention^ but twice, and so slightly touch’d, in this poem. But in truth he look’d 
upon him with some esteem, for having (more generously than all the rest) set his Name 
to such writings. He was also a very old man at this time. By his own account of himself in 
Mr .Jacob's LiveSy he must have been above three-score, and happily lived many years after. 
So that he was semor to Mr. Durfey, who hitherto of all our Poets enjoy’d the longest 
Bodily life. 

177. Virg. Aen. vi. 

—A/if tanla animis assuescite bella, 

Neu patria valutas in viscera vertite vires: , 

Tuque prior^ tu parce—sanguis meus! - 

179. Virg. JEts. vi. 

Ilia autem paribus quasfulgere eemis in armis, 

Concordes anima — 

And in the fifth, 

Euryalus, forma insignis xnridigue juventa, 

Nisus amore pio pueri. 

179. Behold yon Fairy (Sc.] One of these was Author of a weekly paper call’d The 
Crumblery as the other was concerned in another call’d Pasquiny in which Mr. Pope was 
abused with the Duke of Buckingham and Bishop of Rochester. They also joined in a 
piece against his first undertaking to translate the lUady intitled Homerides, by Sir Iliad 
Doggrel, printed 1715. 

works of these Gentlemen the world has heard no more, than it would of 
Mr. had their united laudable endeavours discx>uragM him pursuing his 
studies. How few good works had ever appear’d (since men of true merit are always the 
least prwummg) had there been always such champions to stifle them in their con¬ 
ception ? And were it not better for the pubUck, that a million of monsters should come 
into the world, which are sure to die as soon as bom, than that the Serpents should 
strangle one Hercules in his Cradle ? C. 

After many Editions of this poem, the Author thought fit to omit the names of these 
two persons, whose injury to him was of so old a date. In the verses he omitted, it was said 
^t one of them had a ptous passion for the other. It was a literal transUdon of yirgil 
Ntsus amore pto pnen-and there, as in the original, appUed to Friendship: That between 
Ntw and Euryalus is allowed to make one of the most amiable Episodes in the world 
and surely was never interpreted in a perverse sense. But it wiU astonish the reader to 
hear, that on no other occasion than this line, a Dedication was written to that Gentle- 
rnan to induce him to think something further. ‘Sir, you are known to have all that 
affection for the beautiful part of the creation which God and Nature design’d.—Sir you 
have a very fine Lady—and. Sir, you have eight very fine Children,’—0*^. [Dedie to 
Dennis Rem. on the Rape of the Lock.] 'Die truth is, the poor Dedicator’s brain was turn’d 
upon this article: He had taken into his head, that ever since some books were written 
agrinst the Stage, and since the Italian Opera had prevail’d, the nation was infected with 
a vice not fit to be nam’d: He went so far as to print upon the subjea, and concludes his 
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Equal in wit, and equally polite, 

Shall this a Pasquin, that a Grumbler write; 

Like are their merits, like rewards they share, 

That shines a Consul, this Commissioner. 

'But who is he, in closet close y-pent, 185 

Of sober face, with learned dust besprent.^’ 

Right well mine eyes arede the myster wight. 

On parchment scraps y-fed, and Wormius hight. 

argument with this remark, ‘That he cannot help thinking the Obscenity of Plays excus¬ 
able at this juncture; since, when that execrable sin is spread so wide, it may be of use to 
the reducing mens minds to the natural desire of women.’ Dlnnis, Siagt defended 
against Mr. Larp, p. 20. Our author solemnly declared, he never heard any creature but 
the Dedicator mention that Vice and this Gentleman together. 

184. Such places were given at this time to such sort of Writers. 

*85. Virg. yEn. vi. questions and answers in this manner, of Numa: 

Quis proeul i!le autem ramis insigms olivte, 

Saera ferens?—nosco erines, intanaque menta, (Sc. 

>87. arede\ Ready or peruse; though sometimes used for counsel. ‘Reade thy read, 
take thy Counsaile. Thomas Stcrnhold, in his translation of the first Psalm into English 
metre, hath wisely made use of this word. 

The man is blest that hath not bent 
To wicked read his ear. 

But in the last spurious editions of tlic singing Psalms the word READischanged into men. 

I say spurious ^itions, because not only here, but quite throughout the whole book of 
Psalms, are strange alterations, all for the worse; and yet the Title-page stands as it used 
to do! and all (which is abominable in any book, much more in a sacred work) is ascribed to 
Thomas Stcrnhold, John Hopkins, and others; I am confident, were Stemhold and 
Hopkins now living they would proceed against the innovators as cheats.—A liberty, 
which to say no more of their intolerable alterations, ought by no means to be permitted 
or approved of by such as arc for Uniformity, and have any regard for the old English 
Saxon tongue.’ Hearnx, Gloss, on Rob. of Gloc. artic. Rede. 

I do herein agree with Mr. Hcarne: Little is it of avail to object, that such words are 
become unintelligible; since they arc truly English, men ought to understand them; and 
such as are for Uniformity should think all alterations in a language, strange, abominable, 
and unwarrantable. Rightly therefore, I say, again, hath our Poet used ancient words, 
and poured them forth as a precious ointment upon good old Wormius in thi.s place. 

SCRIBL. 

Ibid, myster wight,] Uncouth mortal. 

188. Wormius hight.] Let not this name, purely fictitious, be conceited to mean the 
learned Olaus fVormius; much less (as it was unwarrantably foisted into the surreptitious 
^itions) our own Antiquary Mr. Thomas llearne, who had no way aggrieved our Poet, 
but on the contrary published many curious tracts which he hath to his great content- 
tneni perused. 

Most rightly arc ancient IVords here employed, in speaking of such who so greatly 
aehght in the same. We may say not only rightly, but wisely, yea excellently, inasmuch as 
for the like practice the like praise is given by Air. Hcarne himself. Glossar. to Rob. of 
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To future ages may thy dulness last. 

As thou preserv’st the dulness of the past! 190 

There, dim in clouds, the poring Scholiasts mark. 

Wits, who like owls, see only in the dark, 

A Lumberhouse of books in ev’ry head, 

For ever reading, never to be read I 
But, where each Science lifts its modern type, 195 

Hist’ry her Pot, Divinity her Pipe, 

While proud Philosophy repines to show. 

Dishonest sight! his breeches rent below; 

Imbrown’d with native bronze, lo! Henley stands. 

Tuning his voice, and balancing his hands. 200 

Glocester, Artie. Behett; ‘Others say BEHiGHT.^rom/W, and so it is used excelUnlly 
trell by Thomas Norton, in his translation into metre of the ii6th Psalm, ver. 14. 

/ to the Lard will pay my voms. 

That I to him BEHlGHT. 

Where the modern innovators, not understanding the propriety of the word (which is 
truly English^ from the Saxon) have most unwarrantably altered it thus, 

I to the Lard will pay my vows 
IVith joy and great delight’ 

188. hight.] ‘In Cumberland they say to AigAr, for to prom/rr, or vow; but hight usually 
signifies was called; and so it does in the North even to this day, notwithstanding what is 
done in Cumberland.’ Hearne, ibid. 

192. These few lines exactly describe the right verbal critic: The darker his author is, 
the better he is pleased; like the famous Quack Doctor, who put up in his bills, he 
delighted in matters of difficulty. Some body said well of these men, that their heads were 
Libraries out of order. 

199. J. Henley the Orator; he preached on the Sundays upon Theological matters, and 
on the Wednesdays upon all other sciences. Each auditor paid one shilling. He declaimed 
some years against the greatest persons, and occasionally did our Author that honour. 
Welsted, in Oratory Transactions, N. i. published by Henley himself, gives the follow¬ 
ing account of him. ‘He was bom at Melton-Mowbray in Leicestershire. From his 
own Parish school he went to St. John’s College in Cambridge. He began there to be 
uneasy; for it shock'd him to find he was commanded to believe against his own judgment 
in points of Religion, Philosophy, (Sc. for his genius leading him freely to dispute all pro¬ 
positions., and call all points to account., he was impatient under those fetters of the fVee- 
bom mind. —Being admitted to Priest’s orders, he found the examination very short and 
superficial, and that it was not necessary to conform to the Christian religion^ in order either 
to Deaconshipy or Priesthood.' He came to town, and after having for some years been a 
writer for Booksellers, he had an ambition to be so for Ministers of state. The only 
reason he did not rise in the Church, we are told, ‘was the envy of others, and a disrelish 
entertained of him, because he was not qualified to he a compleat Spaniel.' However he 
offered the serx’ice of his pen to two great men, of opinions and interests directly oppo¬ 
site; by both of whom being rejected, he set up a new Project, and styled himself the 
Restorer of ancient eloquence. He thought ‘it as lawful to take a licence from the King 
and Parliament at one place, as another; at Hickes’s-hall, as at Doctors-commons; so set 
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How fluent nonsense trickles from his tongue! 

How sweet the periods, neither said, nor sung! 

Still break the benches, Henley! with thy strain, 

While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibson preach in vain. 

Oh great Restorer of the good old Stage, 205 

Preacher at once, and Zany of thy age! 

Oh worthy thou of i^gypt’s wise abodes, 

A decent priest, where monkeys were the gods! 

But fate with butchers plac’d thy priestly stall, 

Meek modern faith to murder, hack, and mawl; 210 

And bade thee live, to crown Britannia’s praise, 

In Toland’s, Tindal’s, and in Woolston’s days. 

Yet oh, my sons! a father’s words attend: 

(So may the fates preserve the ears you lend) 

’Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 215 

A Newton’s genius, or a Milton’s flame: 

But oh! with One, immortal one dispense. 

The source of Newton’s Light, of Bacon’s Sense! 

G)ntent, each Emanation of his fires 

That beams on earth, each Virtue he inspires, 220 


Up his Oratory in Newport-markct, Butcher-row. There (says his friend) he had the 
assurance to form a Plan, which no mortal ever thought of; he had success against all 
opposition; challenged his adversaries to fair disputations, and none would dispute with 
him; wnt, read, and studied twelve hours a day; composed three dissertations a week on 
all subjects; undertook to teach in one year what schools and Universities teach in /ive; 
was not terrified by menaces, insults, or satyxs, but still proceeded, matured his bold 
scheme, and put the Church, and all that, in danger.' Welsteo, Narrative in Orat. Trans¬ 
act. N. I. 

After having stood some Prosecutions, he turned his rhetoric to buffoonry upon all 
public and private occurrences. All this passed in the same room; where sometimes he 
broke jests, and sometimes that bread which he called the Primitive Eucharist. —This 
wonderful person struck Medals, which he dispersed as Tickets to his subscribers: TTic 
device, aStar rising to the meridian, with this motto, AD summa; and below, Inveniam 
VIAMAUTPACIAM. This man had an hundred pounds a year given him for the secret 
service of a weekly paper of unintelligible nonsense, called the Hyp-Doctor. 

204. Sherloek, Hare, Gibson,] Bishops of Salisbury, Chichester, and London. 

212. Of Toland and Tindat, see book 2. Tho. Woolslon was an impious madman, who 
wrote in a most insolent style against the Miracles of the Gospel, in the years 1726, (Sc. 

213. The caution agairui Blasphemy here given by a departed Son of Dulncss to his 
yet existing brethren, is, as the Poet rightly intimates, not out of tenderness to the ears of 
other*, but their own. And so we sec that when that danger is removed, on the open 
establishment of the Goddess in the fourth book, she encourages her sons, and they beg 
^utance to pollute the Source of I-ight itself, with the same virulence they had before 
done the purest emanations from it. 
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Each Art he prompts, each Charm he can create, 

Whate’er he gives, are giv’n for you to hate. 

Persist, by all divine in Man unaw’d. 

But, ‘Learn, ye Dunces! not to scorn your God.’ 

Thus he, for then a ray of Reason stole 225 

Half thro’ the solid darkness of his soul; 

But soon the cloud return’d—and thus the Sire: 

See now, what Dulness and her sons admire I 
See what the charms, that smite the simple heart 
Not touch’d by Nature, and not reach’d by Art. 230 

His never-blushing head he turn’d aside, 

(Not half so pleas’d when Goodman prophesy’d) 

And look’d, and saw a sable Sorc’rer rise. 

Swift to whose hand a winged volume flies: 

All sudden, Gorgons hiss, and Dragons glare, 235 

And ten-hom’d fiends and Giants rush to war. 

Hell rises, Heav’n descends, and dance on Earth: 

Gods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirth, 

A fire, a jigg, a battle, and a ball, 

’Till one wide conflagration swallows all. 240 

Thence a new world to Nature’s laws unknown, 

Breaks out refulgent, with a heav’n its own: 

Another Cynthia her new journey runs. 

And other planets circle other suns. 


224. \ irg. .En. vi. puts this precept into the mouth of 2 wicked man, as here of a stupid 
one. 


Discite justiiiam momti, non tennere divot! 

Ibid. *not to scorn your God’] See this subject pursued in Book 4. 

232. Mr. Cibber tells us, in his Life, p. 149. that Goodman being at the rehearsal of a 
play, in which he had a part, clapped him on the shoulder, and cried, ‘If he docs not make 
a good actor, III be d d .And (says Mr. Cibber) I make it a question, whether 
Alexander hijmclf, or Charles the twelfth of Sweden, when at the head of their first 
victorious armies, could feel a greater transport in their bosoms than I did in mine.’ 

233. a sable Sore’rer] Dr. Faustus, the subject of a sett of Farces, which lasted in 
vogue two or three seasons, in which both Playhouses strove to outdo each other for some 
years. All the extravagancies in the sixteen lines following were introduced on the Stage, 
and frequented by persons of the first quality in England, to the twentieth and thirtieth 
time. 

237. This monstrous absurdity was actually represented in Tibbald’s Rape of Proser¬ 
pine. 


244- 


■sokmque suum, sua sidera norunt 


Virg. .<En. vi. 
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The forests dance, the rivers upward rise, 245 

Whales sport in woods, and dolphins in the skies; 

And last, to give the whole creation grace, 

Lo! one vast Egg produces human race. 

Joy fills his soul, joy innocent of thought; 

What pow*r, he cries, what powV these wonders wrought ? 
Son; what thou seek’st is in thee! Look, and find 251 

Each Monster meets his likeness in thy mind. 

Yet would*st thou more? In yonder cloud behold, 

Whose sarsenet skirts are edg’d with flamy gold, 

A matchless Youth! his nod these worlds controuls, 255 
Wings the red lightning, and the thunder rolls. 

Angel of Dulness, sent to scatter round 
Her magic charms o’er all unclassic ground: 

Yon stars, yon suns, he rears at pleasure higher. 

Illumes their light, and sets their flames on fire. 260 

Immortal Rich! how calm he sits at ease 
’Mid snows of paper, and fierce hail of pease; 

And proud his Mistress’ orders to perform. 

Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the storm. 

But lo! to dark encounter in mid air 265 

New wizards rise; I see my Cibber there! 

246. Detphinum sylvis appingit, fludibus aprum. Hor. 

248. In another of these Farces Harlequin is hatched upon the stage, out of a large 

Ere- 

* 5 ** Quod petit in te est - 

- Ne te ^uetsiveris extra. Pers. 

256. Like Salmoneus in Mn. vi, 

Dum flammas Jovis, (S sonitus imitatur Olympi. 

- nimbot, (S non imitabile fulmen, 

j^re a eomipedum cursu simularat equorum. 

258. Alludes to Mr. Addison's verse, in the praises of Italy: 

Poetic fields encompass me around^ 

And still / seem lo tread on clatstc ground. 

As ver. 264 is a parody on a noble one of the same author in The Campaign; and ver. 
* 59 . 260. on two sublime verses of Dr. Y. 

261, Mr. John Rich, Master of the Theatre Royal in Covent-garden, was the first that 
excelled this way. 

266. / see my Cibber there!] The history of the foregoing absurdities is versified by 
“tmself, in these words (Life, chap, xv.) ‘Then sprung forth that succession of monstrous 
medleys that have so long infested the stage, which arose upon one another alternately at 
both houses, out-vying each other in expence.’ He then proceeds to excuse his own part 
ui them, as follows: ‘If I am asked why I assented ? I have no better excuse for my error 
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Booth in his cloudy tabernacle shrin’d, 

On grinning dragons thou shalt mount the wind. 

Dire is the conflict, dismal is the din, 

Here shouts all Drury, there all Lincoln’s-inn; 270 

Contending Theatres our empire raise. 

Alike their labours, and alike their praise. 

And are these wonders. Son, to ^ee unknown } 

Unknown to thee } These wonders are thy own. 

These Fate reserv’d to grace thy reign divine, 275 

Foreseen by me, but ah! with-held from mine. 

In Lud’s old walls tho* long I rul’d, renown’d 
Far as loud Bow’s stupendous bells resound; 

Tho’ my own Aldermen confer’d the bays. 

To me committing their eternal praise, 280 

Their full-fed Heroes, their pacific May’rs, 

Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars; 

Tho’ long my Party built on me their hopes, 

For writing Pamphlets, and for roasting Popes; 

Yet lo! in me what authors have to brag on I 285 

Reduc’d at last to hiss in my own dragon. 

Avert it Heav’n! that thou, my Cibber, e’er 
Should’st wag a serpent-tail in Smithfield fair! 


than to confess I did it against my conscience, and had not virtue enough to starve. Had 
Henry IV. of France a better for changing his Religion? I was still in my heart, as much 
as he could be, on the side of Truth and Sense; but with this difference, that I had their 
leave to quit them when they could not support me.—But let the question go which way 
it will, Harry IV th has always been allowed a great man.' This must be confest a full answer, 
only the question still seems to be, i. How the doing a thing against one’s conscience is an 
excuse for it ? and, 2dly, It will he hard to prove how he got the leave of Truth and Sense 
to quit their service, unless he can produce a Certificate that he ever was in it 

266, 267. Booth and Cibber were joint managers of the Theatre in Drury-Iane. 

268. In his Letter to Mr. P. Mr. C. solemnly declares this not to be literally true. We 
hope therefore the reader will understand it allegorically only. 

282. Annual trophies, on the Lord-mayor’s day; and monthly wars in the Artillery- 
ground. 

283. Settle, like most Party-writers, was very uncertain in his political principles. He 
employed to hold the pen in the Character of a popish successor, but afterwards 

printed his Narrative on the other side. He had managed the ceremony of a famous Pope- 
burning on Nov. 17,1680. then became a trooper inKing James’s army, at Hounslow- 
heath. After the Revolution he kept a booth at Bartholomew-fair, where, in the droll 
called St. George for England, he acted in his old age in a Dragon of green leather of his 
own invention; he was at last taken into the Charter-house, and there died, aged sixty 
years. 
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Like the vile straw that’s blown about the streets, 

The needy Poet sticks to all he meets, 290 

Coach’d, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast, 

And cany’d off in some Dog’s tail at last. 

Happier thy fortunes! like a rolling stone, 

Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber on. 

Safe in its heaviness, shall never stray, 295 

But lick up ev’ry blockhead in the way. 

Thee shall the Patriot, thee the Courtier taste. 

And ev’ry year be duller than the last. 

’Till rais’d from booths, to Theatre, to Court, 

Her seat imperial Dulness shall transport. 300 

Already Opera prepares the way. 

The sure fore-runner of her gentle sway: 

Let her thy heart, next Drabs and Dice, engage, 

The third mad passion of thy doting age. 

Teach thou the warb’ling Polypheme to roar, 305 

And scream thyself as none e’er scream’d before! 

To aid our cause, if Heav’n thou can’st not bend. 

Hell thou shalt move; for Faustus is our friend: 

Pluto with Cato thou for this shalt join, 

And link the Mourning Bride to Proserpine. 310 

Grubstreet! thy fall should men and Gods conspire. 

Thy stage shall stand, ensure it but from Fire. 


* 97 - It stood in the first edition with blanks, •• and Concanen was sure ‘they must 
needs mean no body but KingC EO RC E and Qtuen CAROLINE', and said he would 
insist it was so, ’tiU the poet cleared himself by filling up the blanks otherwise, agree¬ 
ably to the context, and consistent with his allegiance.' Pref. to a Collection of verses, 
essays, letters, (ffe. against Mr. P. printed for A. Moor, p. 6 . 

305- Polypheme'] He translated the Italian Opera of Polifemo; but unfortunately lost 
the whole jest of the story. The Cyclops asksUIysscs his name, who tells him his name is 
Noman: After his eye is put out, he roars and calls the Brother Cyclops to his aid; 
They enquire who has hurt him? he answers Neman-, whereupon they all go away again. 

ingenious Translator made Ulysses answer, / take no name, whereby all that follow’d 
^xcame unintelligible. Hence it appears that Mr. Cibber (who values himself on sub¬ 
scribing to the English Translation of Homer’s Iliad) had not that merit with respect to 
ihc Odyssey, or he might have been better instructed in the Greek Pun-nohgy. 

3c8, 309. Faustus, Pluto, (He.] Names of miserable Farces which it was the custom to 
*ct at the end of the best Tragedies, to spoil the digestion of the audience. 

3 * 2 . In the farce of Proserpine a com-ficld was set on fire: whereupon the other play¬ 
house had a bam burnt down for the recreation of the spectators. They also rival’d each 
other in showing the burnings of hell-fire, in Dr. Faustus. 



544 


THE DUNCIAD 


Another iEschylus appears! prepare 
For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair! 

In flames, like Semele’s, be brought to bed, 3*5 

While opening Hell spouts wild-fire at your head. 

Now Bavius take the poppy from thy brow, 

And place it here! here all ye Heroes bow! 

This, this is he, foretold by ancient rhymes: 

Th’ Augustus born to bring Saturnian times. 320 

Signs following signs lead on the mighty year! 

See! the dull stars roll round and re-appear. 

See, see, our own true Phoebus wears the bays! 

Our Midas sits Lord Chancellor of Plays! 

On Poets Tombs see Benson’s titles writ! 325 

Lo! Ambrose Philips is prefer’d for Wit! 

313. It is reported of iEschylus, that when his tragedy of the Furies was acted, the 
audience were so terrified that the children fell into fits, and the big-bellied women mis¬ 
carried. 

315. See Ovid. Met. iii. 

319. 320. 

Hie vir, hie est! tibi quern promilti sapius audis, 

Augustus Ceesor, diivn genus; aurea condet 
Secula qui rursus Latio, regnata per arva 

Saturno quondam - Virg. .lEn. vi. 

Saturnian here relates to the age of Lead, mentioned book i. ver. 26. 

325. W-m Benson (Surveyor of the Buildings to his Majesty King George I.) gave 

in a report to the Lords, that their House and the Painted-chamber adjoining were in 
immediate danger of falling. W hereupon the Lords met in a committee to appoint some 
other place to sit in, while the house should be taken down. But it being proposed to 
cause some other builders first to inspect it, they found it in very good condition. The 
Lords, upon this, were going upon an address to the King against Benson, for such a 
misrepresentation; but the Earl of Sunderland, then secretary, gave them an assurance 
that his Majesty would remove him, which was done accordingly. In favour of this man, 
the famous .Sir Christopher Wren, who had been .\rchitect to the crown for above fifty 
years, who built most of the Churches in London, laid the first stone of St. Paul’s, and 
lived to finish it, had been displac d from his employment at the age of near ninety years. 

326. Ambrose Philips] He was (saith Mr. Jacob) ‘one of the wits at Button’s, and a 
justice of the peace; But he hath since met with higher preferment in Ireland: and a 
much greater character we have of him in Mr. Gildon’s Complete Art of Poctr)’, vol. i. 
p. 157. ‘Indeed he confesses, he dares not set him quite on the same foot irith Virgil, lest 
it should seem flattery; but he is much mistaken if posterity does not afford him a greater 
esteem than he at present enjoys' He endeavour’d to create some misunderstanding 
between our author and Mr. Addison, whom also soon after he abused as much. His 
constant cry was, that Mr. P. was an Enemy to the government; and in particular he was 
the avowed author of a report very industriously spread, that he had a hand in a party- 
paper call’d the Examiner: A fakhood well known to those yet living, who had the direc¬ 
tion and publication of it. 
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See under Ripley rise a new White-hall, 

While Jones* and Boyle’s united labours fall: 

While Wren with sorrow to the grave descends, 

Gay dies unpension’d with a hundred friends. 330 

Hibernian Politics, O Swift! thy fate; 

And Pope’s, ten years to comment and translate. 

Proceed, great days! ’till Learning fly the shore, 

’Till Birch shall blush with noble blood no more. 


328. At the time when this poem was written, the banquetting-house of White-hall, 
the church and piazza of Covent-garden, and the palace and chapel of Somerset-house, 
the works of the famous Inigo Jones, had been for many years so neglected, as to be in 
danger of ruin. The portico of Covent-garden church had been just then restor’d and 
beautified at the expence of the Earl of Burlington; who, at the same time, by his 
publication of the designs of that great Master and Palladio, as well w by many noble 
buildings of his own, revived the true taste of Architecture in this Kingdom. 

330. Sec Mr. Gay’s fable of the Hare and many Friends. This genUenjan was early in 
the friendship of our author, which continued to his death. He wrote sc\eral works of 
humour with great success, the Shepherd’s Week, Trivia, the W'hat-d ye-call»it, tables, 
and lastly, the celebrated Beggars Opera; a piece of satyr w hich hit all tastes and degrees 
of men, from those of the highest quality to the very rabble: That verse of Horace 

Primores populi arripuit, populumque Srtbutim, 

could never be so justly applied as to this. The vast success of it was unprecedented, and 
almost incredible: What is related of the wonderful cflccts of the ancient music or 
tragedy hardly came up to it: Sophocles and Euripides were less follow d and famous. It 
was acted in London sixty-three days, uninterrupted; and renew d the next season with 
equal applauses. It spread into aU the great towns of England, was play d in many places 
to the thirtieth and fortieth time, at Bath and Bristol fifty, CTr It made its progress into 
Wales, Scotland, and IreUnd, where it was performed twenty four days together. It was 
lastly acted in Minorca. The fame of it was not confined to the author only; the adics 
carried about with them the favourite songs of it in fans; and houses were furnished with 
it in screens. The person who acted Polly, till then obscure, became al at once the 
favourite of the town; her pictures were engraved, and sold m great numbers, her life 
written, books of letters and verses to her, published; and pamphlets made even of her 

sayings and jests. . , u- u u 1 

Furthermore, it drove out of England, for that season, the Italian Opera, "hich had 

carried all before it for ten years. That idol of the Nobility and the people, which the 
great Critic Mr. Dennis by the labours and outcries of a whole life could not ovc-rthrow, 
was demolished by a single stroke of this gentleman’s pen. 1 Im happened in the Year 
*728. Yet so great was his modesty, that he constantly prefixed to all the editions of it 
^his motto, Nos hue novimus esse nthil. 


33 See book i, ver, 26. 

33*. The author here plainly laments that he w as so long cmplo>-ed in transUting and 
commenting. He began the Iliad in 1713. and finished it in 1719- I he Edition of Shakc- 
*Pear (which he undertook merely because no body else would) twk up near two years 
rtiorc in the drudgery of comparing impressions, rectifying ihc Sccnary, (Se. and the 
Translation of half the Odyssey employed him from that time to 1725. 

333. It nuy perhaps seem incredible, thar so great a Revolution in Learning as is here 
prophesied, should be brought about by such ireak Insirumenis as have been [hitherto] 
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’Till Thames see Eaton’s sons for ever play, 335 

’Till Westminster’s whole year be holiday, 

’Till Isis’ Elders reel, their pupils sport. 

And Alma mater lie dissolv’d in Port! 

Enough! enough! the raptur’d Monarch cries; 

And thro’ the Iv’ry Gate the Vision flies. 340 

described in our poem: But do not thou, gentle reader, rest too secure in ihy contempt of 
these Instruments. Remember what the Dutch stories somewhere relate, that a great part 
of their Provinces was once overflowed, by a small opening made in one of their dykes 
by a single Water-Rat. 

However, that such is not seriously the judgment of our Poet, but that he concciveth 
better hopes from the Diligence of our Schools, from the Regularity of our Universities, 
the Discernment of our Great men, the Accomplishments of our Nobility, the Encourage¬ 
ment of our Patrons, and the Genius of our Writers in all kinds (notwithstanding some 
few exceptions in each) may plainly be seen from his conclusion; where causing all this 
vision to pass through the Ivory Gate, he expressly, in the language of Poesy, declares all 
such imagination to be wild, ungrounded, and fictitious. Sgiibl. 

340* Sunt gemmae Somni portee; quorum altera fertur 

Cornea, qua verts facilis datur exitus umhns; 

Altera candenti perfecta nitens ekphanto, 

Sed falsa ad cwlum mitluni insomnia manes. Virg. /En. vi. 


The End of the Third Book 
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ARGUMENT 

The Poet beitigy in this Booky to declare the Completion of the Pro¬ 
phecies mentioned at the end of the farmery makes a nero Invocation; 
ds the greater Poets are wonty when some high and worthy matter is to 
be sung. He shews the Goddess coming in her Majestyy to destroy 
Order and Science, and to substitute the Kingdom of the Dull upon 
earth. How she leads captive the Sciences, and silenceth the Muses; 
and what they be who succeed in their stead. All her Childreny by a 
tponderful attractiotiy are drawn about her; and bear along with them 
divers otherSy who promote her Empire by connivancey weak resistancey 
or discouragement of Arts; such as Half-witSy tasteless AdmirerSy vain 
PretenderSy the Flatterers of DunceSy or the Patrons of them. All these 
crowd round her; one of them offering to approach //er, is driven back 
by a Rivaly but she commends and encourages both. The first who 
speak in form are the Genius’s of the Schools, who assure her of their 
care to advance her CausCy by confining Youth to Words, and keeping 
them out of the way of real Knowledge. Their AddresSy and her 
gracious Answer; with her Charge to them and the Universities. The 
Universities appear by their proper DeputieSy and assure her that the 
same method is observd in the progress w/"Education; The speech of 
Aristarchus on this subject. 'They are driven off by a band of young 
Gentlemen return'd from Travel with their Tutors; one of whom 

ThcDuNClAD, Book IV.] This Book may properly be distinguished from the former, 
by the Name of the Greater Dunci ad, not so indeed in Si/c, but in Subject; and so 
•*r contrary to the distinction anciently made of the Greater and Lesser Ihad. But much 
a^e they mistaken who imagine this Work in any wise inferior to the former, or of any 
other hand than of our Poet; of which I am much more certain than that the Iliad itself 
Was the Work of Solomon, or the Batrachomuomachia of Homer, as Barnes hath affirmed. 
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delivers to the Goddess^ in a polite oration, an account of the whole 
Conduct and Fruits of their Travels: presenting to her at the same 
time a young Nobleman perfectly accomplished. She receives him 
graciously, and indues him with the happy quality of Want of Shame. 
She sees loitering about her a number of Indolent Persons abandon¬ 
ing all business and duty, and dying with laziness: To these approaches 
the Antiquary Annius, intreating her to make them Virtuosos, and 
assign them over to him: But Mummius, another Antiquary, com¬ 
plaining of his fraudulent proceeding, she finds a method to reconcile 
their difference. Then enter a Troop ofpeople fantastically adorn'd, 
offering her strange and exotic presents: Amongst them, one stands 
forth and demands justice on another, who had deprived him of one of 
the greatest Curiosities in nature: but he justifies himself so well, that 
the Goddess gives them both her approbation. She recommends to them 
to find proper employment for the Indolents before-mentioned, in the 
study of Butterflies, Shells, Birds-ncsts, Moss, (^c. but with 
particular caution, not to proceed beyond Trifles, to any useful or 
extensive views ofNature, or of the Author ofNature. Against the last 
of these apprehensions, she is secured by a hearty Address from the 
Minute Philosophers Freethinkers, one of whom speaks in the 
name of the rest. The Youth thus instructed and principled, are 
delivered to her in a body, by the hands o/Silenus; and then admitted 
to taste the Cup of the Magus her High Priest, which causes a total 
oblivion of all Obligations, divine, civil, moral, or rational. To these 
her Adepts she sends Priests, Attendants, and Comforters, of 
various kinds; confers on them Orders Degrees; and then dis¬ 
missing them with a speech, confirming to each his Privileges and 
telling what she expects from each, concludes with a Yawn of 
extraordinary virtue: The Progress and Effects whereof on all Orders 
of men, and the Consummation of all, in the Restoration 0/Night 
and Chaos, conclude the Poem. 

Y et, yet a moment, one dim Ray of Light 
Indulge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night! 

Of darkness visible so much be lent, 

I, O'r.] This is an Invocation of much Piety. The Poet willing to approve himself a 
genuine Son, beginneth by shewing (what is ever agreeable to Dulness) his high respect 
for Anliijuiljf and a Gr<at Family, how dull, or dark soever: Next dcclareth his love for 
Mystery and Obscurity, and lastly his Impatience to be re-united to her. Scribl. 

2. dread Chaos, and eternal Night .'] Invoked, as the Restoration of their Empire is the 
Action of the Poem. 
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As half to shew, half veil the deep Intent. 

Ye PowVs! whose Mysteries restor’d I sing, 5 

To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing, 

Suspend a while your Force inertly strong, 

Then take at once the Poet and the Song. 

Now flam’d the Dog-star’s unpropitious ray. 

Smote ev’ry Brain, and wither’d ev’ry Bay; lo 

Sick was the Sun, the Owl forsook his bow’r. 

The moon-struck Prophet felt the madding hour: 

Then rose the Seed of Chaos, and of Night, 

To blot out Order, and extinguish Light, 

Of dull and venal a new World to mold, is 

4. This is a great propriety, for a dull Poet can never express himself otherwise than 
by halves, or imperfectly. Scribl. 

I understand it very differently; the Author in this work had indeed a Jeep Intent-, 
there were in it Mysteries or dTrdp/>i7rawhich he durst not fully reveal, and doubtless in 
divers verses (according to Milton) 

- more is meant than meets the ear. Bent. 

6. Fair and softly, good Poet! (cries the gentle SenbUrus on this place.) For sure in 
spile of his unusual modesty, he shall not travel so fast toward Oblivion, as divers others 
of more Confidence have done: For when I revolve in my mind the Catalogue of those 
who have the most boldly promised to themselves Intmonality, viz. Pindar, Luis Congora, 
Ponsard, Oldham, Lyrics; Lyeophron, Statius, Chapman, lUaekmore, Heroics; I find the 
one half to be already dead, and the other in utter darkness. But it bccometh not us, who 
have taken upon us the office of Commentator, to suffer our Poet thus prodigally to cast 
away his Life; contrariwise, the more hidden and abstruse is his work, and the more 
remote its beauties from common Understanding, the more is it our duty to draw forth 
*nd exalt the same, in the face of Men and Angels. I Icrcin shall we imitate the laudable 
Spirit of those who have (for this very reason) delighted to comment on the Fragments of 
dark and uneouth Authors, preferred Ennius to yirgil, and chosen to turn the dark 
Lanthom of Lyeophron, rather than to trim the everlasting Lamp of Homer. Scribl. 

7. Force inertly strong,) Alluding to the Vis inertia of Matter, which, tho’ it really be 
no Power, is yet the Foundation of ail the Qualities and Attributes of that sluggish 
Substance. 

1 1, 12. The Poet introduceth this, (as all great events are supposed by sage Historians 
U) be preceded) by an Eclipse of the Sun-, hut with a peculiar propriety, as the Sun is the 
Fmblem of that intellectual light which dies before the face of l^ulncss. Very apposite 
likewise is it to make this Eclipse, which is occasioned by the Moon's predominancy, the 
time when Dulness and Madness arc in Conjunction; whose relation and influence on 
c»ch other the poet hath shewn in many places. Book i. vcr. 22. Book .i. vcr. 5, CT seq. 

>4. To blot out Order, and extinguish Light,) The two great Ends of her Mission; the 
One in quality of Daughter of Chaos, the other as Daughter of Night. Order here is to be 
understood extensively, both as Civil and Moral, the distinctions between high and low 
in Society, and true and false in Individuals; l.tght, as Intellectual only, Wit, Science, 
Arta. 

Of dull and venal) The Allegory continued; dull referring to the extinction of 
Light or Science, venal to the destruction of Order, or the Truth of Things. 

Ibid, a nev World) In allusion to the Epicurean opinion, that from the Dissolution of 
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And bring Saturnian days of Lead and Gold. 

She mounts the Throne: her head a Qoud conceal’d, 

In broad Effulgence all below reveal’d, 

(’Tis thus aspiring Dulness ever shines) 

Soft on her lap her Laureat son reclines. 20 

Beneath her foot-stool, Science groans in Chains, 

And Wit dreads Exile, Penalties and Pains. 

There foam’d rebellious Logicy gagg’d and bound, 

There, stript, fair Rhetoric languish’d on the ground; 

His blunted Arms by Sophistry are bom, 25 

And shameless Billingsgate her Robes adorn. 


the natural World into Night and Chaos, a new one should arise; this the Poet alluding 
to, in the Production of a new moral World, makes it paruke of its original Principles. 

16. Lead and Gold.] i.e. dull and venal. 

i^.aUbelowrn-eaVd,]\tK. Adag. tThehtflljcrpou tlimb, the more jousheto pour a-. 

Verified in no instance more than in Dulness aspiring. Emblematized also by an Ape 
climbing and exposing his posteriors. ScRiBL. 

20. her Laureat son reclines.] With great judgment it is imagined by the Poet, that such 
a Collcgue as Dulness had elected, should sleep on the Throne, and have very little share 
in the Action of the Poem. Accordingly he hath done little or nothing from the day of his 
Anointing; having past through the second book without taking part in any thing that 
was transacted about him, and thro’ the third in profound Sleep. Nor ought this, well 
considered, to seem strange in our days, when so many King-consorts have done the like. 

SotiBL. 

1 his verse our excellent Laureate took so to heart, that he appealed to all mankind, 
‘if he was not as seldom asleep as any fool?' But it is hoped the Poet hath not injured him, 
but rather verified his Prophecy (p. 243. of his own Life, 8vo. ch. ix.) where he says 'the 
Reader trill be as much pleased to find me a Dunce in my Old age, as he tras to prove me a 
brisk blockhead in my Youth.’ Wherever there was any room for Briskness, or Alacrity of 
any sort, eien in sinking, he hath had it allowed him; but here, where there is nothing for 
him to do but to take his natural rest, he must permit his Historian to be silent. It is 
from their actions only that Princes have their character, and Poets from their irorks: And 

if in those he be as muck asleep as any fool, the Poet must leave him and them to sleep 
to all eternity. Bent. 

Ibid, her Laureat] ‘When I find my Name in the satyrical works of this Poet, I never 
look upon It as any malice meant to me, but Pro F i T to himself. For he considers that my 
Face IS more known than most in the nation; and therefore a Lick at the Laureate wiU 
be a sure bait ad captanJum vulgus, to catch little readers.’ Life of Colley Gbbcr, chap ii 

Now if It be certain, that the works of our Poet have owed their success to this ingen¬ 
ious expedient, we hence derivean unanswerable Argument, that this Fourth Dunciad 
as well as the former three, hath had the Author’s last hand, and was bv him intended for 
the Press: Or else to what purpose hath he crowned it, as we see, by this finishing stroke, 
the profitable Lick at the Laureate? Blnt. ’ 

21, 22. We are next presented with the pictures of those whom the Goddess leads in 
Captivity. Science is only depressed and confined so as to be rendered useless; but IVit 
or Genius, as a more dangerous and active enemy, punished, or driven away; Dulness 
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Morality^ by her false Guardians dra\\ n, 

Chicane in Furs, and Casuistry in Lawn, 

Gasps, as they straiten at each end the cord. 

And dies, when Dulness gives her Page the word. 30 

Mad Mathesis alone was uriconfin'd, 

Too mad for mere material chains to bind, 

Now to pure Space lifts her extatic stare, 

Now running round the Circle, finds it square. 

But held in ten-fold bonds the Muses lie, 35 

Watch’d both by Envy’s and by Flatt’ry’s eye: 

There to her heart sad Tragedy addrest 
The dagger wont to pierce the Tyrant’s breast; 

But sober History restrain’d her rage, 

being often reconciled in some degree with Learning, but never upon any terms with 
Wit. And accordingly it will be seen that she admits something Uke each Science, as 
Casuistry, Sophistry, (£c. 

27. Morality is the Daughter of Astrica. This alludes to the Mythology of the ancient 
Poets; who tell us that in the CoU and Silver ages, or in the Stale of Nature, the Gods 
cohabited with Men here on Earth; but when by reason of human degeneracy men were 
forced to have recourse to a Magistrate, and that the Ages of Brass and Iron came on, 
(that is, when Laws were w rote on brazen ubicts and inforced by the Sword of Justice) 
Ihe Celestials soon retired from Earth, and Astrxa last of all; and then it was she left 
this her Orphan Daug(itcr in the hands of the Guardians aforesaid. Scribl. 

30. gives her Page the word.) There was a Judge of this name, always ready to hang any 
tnan, of which he was suffered to give a hundred miserable examples during a long life, 
even to hLs dotage.—Tho’ the candid Scriblerus imagined Page here to mean no more than 
a Page or Mute, and to allude to the custom of strangling State Criminals in Turkey by 
Mutes or Pages. A practice more decent than that of our Page, w ho before he hanged any 
person, loaded him with reproachful language. Scribl. 

31. Mad Mathesis] Alluding to the strange Conclusions some Mathematicians have 
deduced from their principles concerning the real Quantity of Matter, the Reality of 
Space, (£c. 

33 - pure Space] i.e. pure and dcfxcated from Matter.— extatic Stare, the action of men 
who look about with full assurance of seeing what docs not exist, such as those who expect 
to find Space a real being. 

34. Regards the wild and fruitless attempts of squaring the Circle. 

36. One of the misfortunes falling on Authors, from the Act for subjecting Plays to the 
power of a Licenser, being the false representations to which they were expos’d, from such 
as either gratify’d their Envy to Merit, or made their Court to Greatness, by perverting 
general Reflections against Vice into Libels on particular Persons. 

39 * History attends on Tragedy, Satyr on (>)mcdy, as their substitutes in the dis¬ 
charge of their distinct funaions: the one in high life, recording the crimes and punisli- 
nicnts of the great; the other in low, exposing the vices or follies of the common people. 
But it may be asked. How came History and Satyr to be admitted with impunity to 
tninister comfort to thcMuscs, even in the presence of the Goddess, and in the midst of 
all her triumphs? A question, Scriblerus, which wc thus resolve: History v/as brought 
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And promis’d Vengeance on a barb’rous age. 41 

There sunk Thalia, nerveless, cold, and dead, 

Had not her Sister Satyr held her head: 

Nor cou’d’st thou, Chesterfield! a tear refuse, 

Thou wept’st, and with thee wept each gentle Muse. 

When lo I a Harlot form soft sliding by, 45 

With mincing step, small voice, and languid eye; 

Foreign her air, her robe’s discordant pride 
In patch-work flutt’ring, and her head aside: 

By singing Peers up-held on either hand. 

She tripp’d and laugh’d, too pretty much to stand; 50 
Cast on the prostrate Nine a scornful look, 

Then thus in quaint Recitativo spoke. 

O Cara! Cara! silence all that train: 

Joy to great Chaos I let Division reign: 

up in her infancy by Dubess herself; but being afterwards espoused into a noble house, 
she forgot (as is usual) the humility of her birth, and the cares of her early friends. This 
occasioned a long estrangement between her and Dulness. At length, in process of time, 
they met together in a Monk’s Cell, were reconciled, and became better friends than 
ever. After this they had a second quarrel, but it held not long, and arc now again on 
rc^onabie terms, and so are like to continue. This accounts for the connivance shewn to 
History on this occasion. But the boldness oiSatyr springs from a very different cause; 
for the reader ought to know, that she alone of all the sisters is unconquerable, never to 
be silenced, when truly inspired and animated (as should seem) from above, for this very 
purpose, to oppose the kingdom of Dulness to her last breath. 

43. This Noble Person in the year 1737, when the Act aforesaid was brought into the 
House of Lords, opposed it in an excellent speech (says Mr. Cibber) ‘with a lively spirit, 
and uncommon eloquence. This speech had the honour to be answered by the said Mr! 
Ctbber, with a lively spirit also, and in a manner very uncommon, in the 8lh Chapter of 
his Life and Manners. And here, gentle Reader, would I gladly insert the other speech 
whereby thou might«t judge between them: but I must defer it on account of some 
differences not yet adjusted between the noble Author and mj’self, concerning the True 
Reading of certain passages. Sqiibu 

45. The Attitude given to this Phantom represents the nature and genius of the Italian 
Opera; its affected airs, its effeminate sounds, and the practice of patching up these 
Operas wi^ favourue Songs, incoherently put together. These things were supported bv 
the subsenpuons of the Nobility. This circumstance that Opera should prepare for the 
opening of the grand Sessions, was prophesied of in Book 3. ver. 304. 

Already Opera prepares the way. 

The sure fore-runner of her gentle sway. 

54, let Division reign:] Alluding to the false taste of playing tricks in Music with 
numberless divisions, to the neglect of that harmony which conforms to the Sense and 
applies to the Passions. Mr. Handel hid introduced a great number of Hands, and more 
variety of Instruments into the Orchestra, and employed even Drums and annon to 
make a fuller Chorus; which prov’d so much too manly for the fine Gentlemen of his age 
that he was obliged to remove his Music into Ireland. After which they were reduced for 
want of Composers, to practise the patch-work above mentioned. ’ 
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Chromatic tortures soon shall drive them hence, 

Break all their nerves, and fritter all their sense: 

One Trill shall harmonize joy, grief, and rage. 

Wake the dull Church, and lull the ranting Stage; 

To the same notes thy sons shall hum, or snore. 

And all thy yawning daughters cry, encore. 6o 

Another Phabus, thy own Phoebus, reigns, 

Joys in my jiggs, and dances in my chains. 

But soon, ah soon Rebellion will commence. 

If Music meanly borrows aid from Sense: 

Strong in new Arms, lo! Giant Handel stands, 65 

Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands; 

To stir, to rouze, to shake the Soul he comes, 

And Jove’s own Thunders follow Mars’s Drums. 

Arrest him. Empress; or you sleep no more— 

She heard, and drove him to th’ Hibernian shore. 70 

And now had Fame’s posterior Trumpet blown, 

And all the Nations summon’d to the Throne. 

The young, the old, who feci her inward sway, 

One instinct seizes, and transports away. 

None need a guide, by sure Attraction led, 75 

And strong impulsive gravity of Head: 

55 * That species of the ancient music called the Chromatic was a variation and embcl- 
. hment, in odd irregularities, of the Diatonic kind. They say it was invented about the 
lime of Alexandery and that the Spartans forbad the use of it, as languid and effeminate. 

61. Thy omn Phoebus reigns,] Tuus jam regnal ApoUo. Virg. 

Not the ancient Phabus, the God of Harmony, but a modern Phabus of French extraction, 
^rned to the Princess Galimaihia, one of the handnuids of Dulncss, and an assistant to 
Opera. Of whom see Bouhours, and other Critics of that nation. Scribl, 

Posterior, viz. her second or more certain Report: unless we imagine this word 
posterior to relate to the position of one of her Trumpets, according to Hudibras: 

She blows not both spith the same IVind, 

But one before and one behind; 

And therefore modern Authors name 
One good, and t'other evil Fame. 

_ 75 - None need a guide,— None want a place,} 'fhe sons of Dulncss want no instructors 
in study, nor guides in life: they are their own mastet* m all Sciences, and their own 
^Ids and Introducers into all places. 

7b lo lor. It ought to be observed that here arc three classes in this assembly. The 
_ t^st of men absolutely and avowedly dull, who naturally adhere to the Goddess, and are 
jmaged in the simile of the Bees about their Queen. The second involuntarily drawn to 
tho’ not caring to own her influence; from ver. 8 i to go. The third of such, as, tho’ 
members of her state, yet advance her service by flattering Dulncss, cultivating 
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None want a place, for all their Centre found, 

Hung to the Goddess, and coher’d around. 

Not closer, orb in orb, conglob’d are seen 
The buzzing Bees about their dusky Queen. 8o 

The gath’ring number, as it moves along, 

Involves a vast involuntary throng, 

Who gently drawn, and struggling less and less, 

Roll in her Vortex, and her pow’r confess. 

Not those alone who passive own her laws, 85 

But who, weak rebels, more advance her cause. 

Whate’er of dunce in College or in Town 
Sneers at another, in toupee or gown; 

Whate’er of mungril no one class admits, 

A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits. 90 

Nor absent they, no members of her state, 

Who pay her homage in her sons, the Great; 

Who false to Phoebus, bow the knee to Baal; 

Or impious, preach his W'ord without a call. 

Patrons, who sneak from living worth to dead, 95 

Wiih-hold the pension, and set up the head; 

Or vest dull Flatt’ry in the sacred Gown; 

Or give from fool to fool the Laurel crown. 

mistaken talents, patronizing vile scrihlcrs, discouraging living merit, or setting up for 
wits, and Men of taste in arts they understand not; from vcr. 91 to loi. In this new 
world of Dulness each of these three classes hath its appointed station, as best suits its 
nature, and concurs to the harmony of the .System. The first drawn only by the strong 
and simple impulse of Attraction, are represented as falling directly down into her; as 
conglobed into her substance, and resting in her centre. 

- All their centre found. 

Hung to the Goddess, and coher'd around. 

second, iho’ within the sphere of her attraction, yet having at the same time a different 
motion, they arc carried, by the composition of these two, in planetary- revolutions 
round her centre, some nearer to it. some further off: 

Who gently drawn, and struggling less and less. 

Roll in her I 'ortex, and her pow'r confess. 

The third arc properly e.vcentncal, and no constant members of her state or system: 
sometimes at an immense distance from her influence, and sometimes again almost on 
the surface of her broad effulgence. Their use in their Perihelion, or nearest approach to 
Dulness, is the same in the moral World, as that of Comets in the natural, namely to 
refresh and recreate the Dryness and decays of the system; in the manner marked out 
from vcr. 91 to 98. 

ciy false to Pheebus,] Spoken of the ancient and true Pheebus, not the French Phoebus, 
who hath no chosen Priests or Poets, but equally inspires any man that plcaseth to sing or 
preach. Scriql. 
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And (last and worst) with all the cant of wit, 

Without the soul, the Muse’s Hypocrit. loo 

There march’d the bard and blockhead, side by side, 
Who rhym’d for hire, and patroniz’d for pride. 

Narcissus, prais’d with all a Parson’s pow’r. 

Look’d a white lilly sunk beneath a show’r. 

There mov’d Montalto with superior air; 105 

His stretch’d-out arm display’d a Volume fair; 

Courtiers and Patriots in two ranks divide. 

Thro’ both he pass’d, and bow’d from side to side: 

But as in graceful act, with awful eye 

Compos’d he stood, bold Benson thrust him by: no 

On two unequal crutches propt he came, 

Milton’s on this, on that one Johnston’s name. 

The decent Knight retir’d with sober rage. 

Withdrew his hand, and clos’d the pompous page. 
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When Dulness, smiling—‘Thus revive the Wits! 

But murder first, and mince them all to bits; 120 


99 i 100. In this division arc reckoned up i. The Idoli^xrs ofDuIncss in the Great— 2. 
Ill Judges, —3. Ill Writers,—4. Ill Patrons. But the iasi and worst, as he justly calls him, 
is the Muse's Hypocrite, who is as it were the Epitome of them all. I Ic who thinks the only 
end of poetry is to amuse, and the only business of the poet to be witty; and conse¬ 
quently who cultivates only such trifling ulents in himself, and encourages only such in 
others. 

tio. bold Benson] This man endeavoured to raise himself to Fame by erecting monu¬ 
ments, striking coins, setting up heads, and procuring translations, of Milton-, and after¬ 
wards by a great passion for Arthur Johnston, a Scotch physician’s Version of the Psalms, 
of which he printed many fine P^ditions. Sec more of him, Book 3. vcr. 325. 

113. The decent Kru^hx.] /m eminent person, who was about to publish a very pompous 
Edition of a great Author, at his oum expence. 

t > 9 - The Goddess applauds the practice of tacking the obscure names of Persons not 
eminent in any branch of learning, to those of the most distinguished Writers; cither by 
pnnting Editions of their works with impertinent alterations of their Text, a.s in the former 
instances, or by setting up Monuments disgraced with their own vile names and inscrip¬ 
tions, as in the latter. 
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As erst Medea (cruel, so to save I) 

A new Edition of old jEson gave, 

Let Standard-Authors, thus, like trophies bom, 

Appear more glorious as more hack’d and tom, 

Arid you, my Critics! in the chequer’d shade, 125 

Admire new light thro’ holes yourselves have made. 

Leave not a foot of verse, a foot of stone, 

A Page, a Grave, that they can call their own; 

But spread, my sons, your glory thin or thick. 

On passive paper, or on solid brick. 130 

So by each Bard an Alderman shall sit, 

A heavy Lord shall hang at ev’ry Wit, 

And while on Fame’s triumphal Car they ride, 

Some Slave of mine be pinion’d to their side.’ 

Now crowds on crowds around the Goddess press, 135 
Each eager to present the first Address. 

Dunce scorning Dunce beholds the next advance, 

But Fop shews Fop superior complaisance. 

When lo! a Spectre rose, whose index-hand 

Held forth the Virtue of the dreadful wand; 140 

His beaver’d brow a birchen garland wears, 

Dropping with Infant’s blood, and Mother’s tears. 

O’er ev’ry vein a shudd’ring horror runs; 

Eton and Winton shake thro’ all their Sons. 

All Flesh is humbled, Westminster’s bold race 145 

Shrink, and confess the Genius of the place: 

122. old <£son] Of whom Ovid (very applicable to these restored authors) 

;Eson miratur, 

Dissimilemque animum subiit — 

128. For what less than a Grave can be granted to a dead author } or what less than a 
Page can be allow’d a living one? 

Ibid. A Pagty] Pagina, not Ptdhsequus. A Page of a Book, not a Servant, Follower, or 
Attendant; no Poet having had a Page since the death of Mr. Thomas Durfey. Scribl. 

131. Vide the Tombi of the Poets, Editio Wcstmonasteriensis. 

137, 138. This is not to be ascribed so much to the different manners of a Court and 
College, as to the different effects which a pretence to Learning, and a pretence to Wit, 
have on Blockheads. For as Judgment consists in finding out the differences in things, 
and Wit in finding out their likenesses, so the Dunce is all discord and dissension, and 
constantly busied in reproving, examining, confuting, C$c. while the Fop flourishes in 
peace, with Songs and Hymns of Praise, Addresses, Characters, Epithalamiums, (Se. 

140. the dreadful ipand;\ A Cane usually bom by Schoolmasters, which drives the poor 
Souls about like the wand of Mercury. Scribl. 
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The pale Boy-Senator yet tingling stands, 

And holds his breeches close with both his hands. 

Then thus. Since Man from beast by Words is known, 
Words are Man’s province, Words we teach alone. 150 
When Reason doubtful, like the Samian letter, 

Points him two ways, the narrower is the better. 

Plac’d at the door of Learning, youth to guide, 

We never suffer it to stand too wide. 

To ask, to guess, to know, as they commence, 155 

As Fancy opens the quick springs of Sense, 

We ply the Memory, we load the brain, 

Bind rebel Wit, and double chain on chain. 

Confine the thought, to exercise the breath; 

And keep them in the pale of Words till death. 160 

Whate’er the talents, or howe’er design’d. 

We hang one jingling padlock on the mind: 

A Poet the first day, he dips his quill; 

And what the last ? a very Poet still. 

Pity! the charm works only in our wall, 165 

Lost, lost too soon in yonder House or Hall. 

There truant Wyndham ev’ry Muse gave o’er. 

There Talbot sunk, and was a Wit no more! 

148. An effect of Fear somewhat like this, is described in the 7th /£ncid, 

Conlremuit nemus - 

El trepul<je maires presses ad pedora natos. 

nothing being so natural in any apprehension, as to lay close hold on whatever is suppos’d 
to be most in danger. But let it not be imagined the author would insinuate these youthful 
Senators (tho’ so lately come from school) to be under the undue influence of any Master. 

SCRIBU 

X51. like the Samian letter,} The letter Y, used by Pythagoras as an emblem of the 
different roads of Virtue and Vice. 

Et tfbi quae Samios diduxit lilera ramos. Persius. 

*53. This circumstance of the Genius Loci (with that of the Index-hand before) seems 
to be an allusion to the Table ofCebes, where the Genius of human Nature points out 
the road to be pursued by those entering into life. ‘O 8^ yiptav 6 dvui 

rtvd iv ’’H dtairep 8<»<rvvt»H' rl ooros ^<up.<av <caA«(r<u, &c. 

159. to exercise the breath;] By obliging them to get the classic poets by heart, which 
furnishes them with endless matter for Conversation, and Verbal amusement for their 
whole lives. 

162. For youth being used like Pack-horses and beaten on under a heavy load of 
Words, lest they should tire, their instructors contrive to make the Words jingle in 
rhyme or metre. 

166. in yonder House or Hall.] Westminster-hall and the House of Commons. 
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How sweet an Ovid, Murray was our boast! 

How many Martials were in Pult’ney lost! 170 

Else sure some Bard, to our eternal praise, 

In twice ten thousand rhyming nights and days, 

Had reach’d the Work, the All that mortal can; 

And South beheld that Master-piece of Man. 

Oh (cry’d the Goddess) for some pedant Reign! 175 

Some gentle James, to bless the land again; 

To stick the Doctor’s Chair into the Throne, 

Give law to Words, or war with Words alone, 


174. that Mastfr-piece of Man.] viz. an Epigram. The famous Dr. South declared a 
perfect Epigram to be as difficult a performance as an Epic Poem. And the Gitics say, 
‘an Epic Poem is the greatest work human nature is capable of.’ 

175. The matter under debate is how to confine men to Words for life. The instructors 
of youth shew how well they do their parts; but complain that when men come into the 
world they arc apt to forget their Learning, and turn themselves to useful Knowledge. 
This was an evil that wanted to be redressed. And this the Goddess assures them will 
need a more extensive Tyranny than that of Grammar schools. She therefore points out 
to them the remedy, in her wishes iox arbitrary Pojpers\ whose interest it being to keep men 
from the study of things, will encourage the propagation of words and sounds\zt\d to make 
all sure, she wishes for another Pedant .Monarch. The sooner to obtain so great a blessing, 
she is willing even for once to violate the fundamental principle of her politics, in having 
her sons taught at least one thing; but that sufficient, the Doctrine of Divine Right. 

Nothing can be juster than the observation here insinuated, that no branch of Learn¬ 
ing thrives well under .Arbitrary government but Verbal. The reasons arc evident. It is 
unsafe under such Governments to cultivate the study of things of importance. Besides, 
when men have lost their public virtue, they naturally delight in trifles, if their private 
morals secure them from being vicious. Hence so great a Cloud of Scholiasts and 
Grammarians so soon overspread the Le.arning of Greece and Rome, when once those 
famous Communities had lost their Liberties. Another reason is the encouragement which 
arbitrary governments give to the study of words, in order to busy and amuse active 
genius’s, who might otherwise prove troublesome and inquisitive. So when Coirdinal 
Richelieu had destroyed the poor remains of his Country’s liberties, and made the supreme 
Court of Parliament merely ministerial, he instituted the French Academy. What was 
said upon that occasion, by a brave Magistrate, when the letters-patent of its erection 
came to be verified in the Parliament of Paris, deserves to be remembered: He told the 
assembly, that this adventure put him in mind after what manner an Emperor of Rome once 
treated his .Senate; who when he had deprived them of the cognizance of Public matters, sent 
a message to them inform for their opinion about the best Sauce for a Turbot. 

176. Some gentle ] KWts, Wilson tells us that this Kxnz, fames the first, took upon 
himself to teach the Latin tongue to Car, Earl of Somerset; and that Gondomar the 
Spanish .Ambassador wou'd speak false Latin to him, on purpose to give him the pleasure 
of correcting it, whereby he wrought himself into his good graces. 

This great Prince w as the first who assumed the title of Sacred Majesty, which his 
loyal Clergy transfer’d from Gad to Him. ‘The principles of Passive Obedience and Non- 
resistance (says the .Author of the Dissertation on Parties, Letter 8.) which before his 
time had skuik’d perhaps in some old Homily, were talk’d, wrinen, and preach’d into 
vogue in that inglorious reign.’ 
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Senates and Courts with Greek and Latin rule, 

And turn the Council to a Grammar School ! i8o 

For sure, if Dulness sees a grateful Day, 

’Tis in the shade of Arbitrary Sway. 

O! if my sons may learn one earthly thing, 

Teach but that one, sufficient for a King; 

That which my Priests, and mine alone, maintain, 185 

Which as it dies, or lives, we fall, or reign: 

May you, may Cam, and Isis preach it long! 

‘The Right Divine of Kings to govern wrong.’ 

Prompt at the call, around the Goddess roll 
Broad hats, and hoods, and caps, a sable shoal: 190 

Thick and more thick the black blockade extends, 

A hundred head of Aristotle’s friends. 

181, 182. And grateful it is in Dulness to make this confession. I will not say she 
alludes to that celebrated verse of Claudian, 

- nunquam Liberus graiior extat 

Quam sub Rcge pio- 

But this I will say, that the words Liberty and Monarchy have been frequently con¬ 
founded and mistaken one for the other by the gravest authors. I should therefore con¬ 
jecture, that the genuine reading of the forccited verse was thus, 

- nunquam I.ibcrtas graiior exslat 

Quam sub Lege pia - 

and that Rege was the reading only of Dulness herself: And therefore she might allude to 
it. SCRIDL. 

I judge quite otherwise of this passage: The genuine reading is Libertas, and Rege: 
So Claudian gave it. But the error lies in the first verse; It should be Rxit, not f.xstal, and 
then the meaning will be, that Liberty was never lost, or went array with so good a grace, 
as under a good King; it being without doubt a tenfold shame to lose it under a bad one. 

This farther leads me to animadvert upon a most grievous piece of nonsense to be 
found in all the Editions of the Author of the Dunciad himself. A most capital one it is, 
and owing to the confusion above mentioned by Scriblerus, of the two words Liberty and 
Monarchy. Essay on Crit. 

Nature, like Monarchy, is but restrain'd 
By the same Laws herself at first ordain'd. 

Who sees not, it should be, Nature like Liberty? Correct it therefore repugnaniibus 
omnibus (even tho’ the Author himself should oppugn) in all the impressions which have 
been, or shall be, made of his works. Blntl. 

192. The Philosophy of Aristotle had suffered a long disgrace in this learned Univer¬ 
sity; being first expelled by the Cartesian, which, in its turn, gave place to the Newtonian. 
But it had all this while some faithful followers in secret, who never bowed the knee to 
Baal, nor acknowledged any strange God in Philosophy. These, on this new appearance 
of the Goddess, come out like Confessors, and make an open profession of the ancient 
faith in the ipse dixit of their Master. Thus far Scrihler us. 

But the learned Mr. Colley Cibber takes the matter quite otherwise; and that this 
various fortune of Aristotle relates not to his natural, but hi.s moral Philosophy. For speak- 
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Nor wert thou, Isis! wanting to the day, 

[Tho’ Christ-church long kept prudishly away.] 

Each staunch Polemic, stubborn as a rock, 19s 

Each fierce Logician, still expelling Locke, 

Came whip and spur, and dash’d thro’ thin and thick 
On German Crouzaz, and Dutch Burgersdyck. 

As many quit the streams that murm’ring fall 
To lull the sons of Marg’ret and Clare-hall, 200 

Where Bentley late tempestuous wont to sport 
In troubled waters, but now sleeps in Port. 

Before them march’d that awful Aristarch; 

Plow’d was his front with many a deep Remark: 

ing of that University in his time, he $33^5, they seemed to have as implicit a Reverence for 
Shakespear and Johnson^ as formerly for /Af E TH1 cs 0/ Aristotle. See his Life, p. 385. One 
would think this learned professor had mistaken Ethics for Physics\ unless he might 
imagine the Morals too were grown into disuse, from the relaxation they admitted of 
during the time he mentions, viz. while He and the Players were at Oxford. 

Ibid. A hundred head Cr.] It appears by this the Goddess has been careful of keep¬ 
ing up a Succession, according to the rule. 

Semper enim refice: ac ne post amissa requiras, 

Anteveni; (S sobolem armento sortire quotannis. 

It is remarkable with what dignity the Poet here describes the friends of this ancient 
Philosopher. Horace does not observe the same decorum with regard to those of 
another sect, when he says Cum ridere voles Epicuri de grege Porcum. But the word Drove^ 
Armentum, here understood, is a word of honour, as the most noble Festus the Gram~ 
marian assures us, Armentum id genus pecoris appellatur quod est idoneum opus armorum. 
And alluding to the temper of this warlike breed, our poet very appositely calls them 
a hundred head. Scribl. 

194. This line is doubtless spurious, and foisted in by the impertinence of the Editor; 
and accordingly we have put it between Hooks. For I affirm this College came as early as 
any other, by its proper Deputies; nor did any College pay homage to Duincss in its 
whole body. Bentl. 

196. In the year 1703 there was a meeting of the heads of the Univereity of Oxford to 
censure Mr. Locke’s Essay on Human Understanding, and to forbid the reading it. See 
his Letters in the last Edit 

198. There seems to be an improbability that the Doctors and Heads of Houses should 
ride on horseback, who of late days, being gouty or unweildy, have kept their coaches. 
But these are horses of great strength, and fit to carry any weight, as their German and 
Dutch extraction may manifest; and very famous we may conclude, being honour’d 
with Names, as were the horses Pegasus and Bucephalus. Soiibl. 

199. the streams] The River Cam, running by the walls of these Colleges, which are 
particularly famous for their skill in Disputation. 

aoa. sleeps in Port.] xiz. ‘now retired into harbour, after the tempests that had long 
agitated his society.’ So Scriblerus. But the learned Scipio Maffei understands it of a 
certain Wine called Port, from Oporto a city of Portugal, of which this Professor inrited 
him to drink abundantly. Scip. Maff. de Compotationibus Academicis. 
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His Hat, which never vaiPd to human pride, 

Walker with rev’rence took, and lay’d aside. 

Low bow’d the rest: He, kingly, did but nod; 

So upright Quakers please both Man and God. 

Mistress! dismiss that rabble from your throne: 

Avaunt-is Aristarchus yet unknown ? 

Thy mighty Scholiast, whose unweary’d pains 
Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton’s strains. 

Turn what they will to Verse, their toil is vain, 

Critics like me shall make it Prose again. 

Roman and Greek Grammarians! know your Better: 
Author of something yet more great than Letter; 

While tow’ring o’er your Alphabet, like Saul, 

Stands our Digamma, and o’er-tops them all. 

’Tis true, on Words is still our whole debate, 

Disputes of Aie or TV, of aut or at^ 

To sound or sink in cano^ O or A, 

Or give up Cicero to C or K. 

to 208. The Hat-worship, as the Quakers call it, is an abomination to that sect: yet, 
where it is necessary to pay that respect to man (as in the Courts of Justice and Houses of 
Parliament) they have, to avoid offence, and yet not violate their conscience, permitted 
other people to uncover them. 

*07. Milton, 

— Iff, kingly, from his State 

Declin'd not - 

—i'lV-no/ui Ulysses ? Virg. 

Dost thou not feel me, Rome.^ Ben. Johnson. 

Aristarchus] A famous Commentator, and Corrector of Homer, whose name has been 
frequently used to signify a complete Critic. The Compliment paid by our author to this 
eminent Professor, in applying to him so great a Name, was the reason that he hath 
omitted to comment on this part which contains his own praises. We shall therefore 
supply that loss to our best ability. Scribl. 

its. Imitated from Propertius speaking of the /Encid. 

Cedite, Romani scriptores, cedite Graiil 
Nescio quid majus nascilur Iliade. 

_ 217, 218. Alludes to the boasted restoration of the ;tolic Digamma, in his long pro¬ 
jected Edition of I lomer. He calls it something more than Letter, from the enormous 
figure it would make among the other letters, being one Gamma set upon the shoulders of 

another. 

220, of Me or Te,) It was a serious dispute, about which the learned were much 
divided, and some treatises written: I lad it been about Aieum or Tuum it could not be 
^re contested, than whether at the end of the first Ode of I loracc, to read, Me doctarum 
hedera pramia fronlium, or, Tc doctarum hedera — 

*22. Grammatical disputes about the manner of pronouncing Cicero’s name in Greek. 


56* 

205 


210 


2J5 


220 


T 



562 


THE DUNCIAD 


Let Freind affect to speak as Terence spoke, 

And Alsop never but like Horace joke; 

For me, what Virgil, Pliny may deny, 

Manilius or Solinus shall supply; 

For Attic Phrase in Plato let them seek, 

I poach in Suidas for unlicensM Greek. 

In ancient Sense if any needs will deal, 

Be sure I give them Fragments, not a Meal; 

What Gellius or Stobaeus hash’d before, 

Or chew’d by blind old Scholiasts o’er and o’er. 
The critic Eye, that microscope of Wit, 

Sees hairs and pores, examines bit by bit: 

How parts relate to parts, or they to whole, 

The body’s harmony, the beaming soul. 

Are things which Kuster, Burman, Wasse shall see. 
When Man’s whole frame is obvious to a Flea. 

Ah, think not, Mistress! more true Dulness lies 
In Folly’s Cap, than Wisdom’s grave disguise. 

Like buoys, that never sink into the flood, 

On Learning’s surface we but lie and nod. 


225 


230 


235 


240 


It IS a depute whether in Ladn the name of Hermagoras should end in as or a. Quintilian 
quotes C.jccro M writing it Hermagora, which Bentley rejects, and says Quintilian must 
be mistaken. Cicero could not write it so, and that in this case he would not believe 
Cicero hi^elf. These are his very words: Ego vero Ciceronan ita scripsisse ne Ciceroni 
quidem affirmant* credidcrim.—Epist. ad Mill, in fin Frag. Menand. et Phil. 

223, 224. Dr. Robert Freind, master of Westminster-school, and canon of Christ¬ 
church—Dr. Anthony Alsop, a happy imitator of the Horatian style. 

226. Some Critics having had it in their choice to comment either on Virgil or 

Maniliiu, Pliny or Solinus, have chosen the worse author, the more freely to display 
their critical capacity. ^ 

228, fiJe. Smdas, Cellius, Stobaus] The first a Dictionarj'-writer, a collector of imper¬ 
tinent facts and barbarous words; the second a minute Critic; the third an author who 

gave hw Common-place book to the public, where we happen to find much Mince^meat 
OX old books. 


232. Or chew'd by blind old Scholiasts o'er and o'er.] These taking the same 
eternally from the mouth of one another. 


things 


239. 240- By this it would seem the Dunces and Fops mentioned ver. 139, 140. had a 
contention of rivalship for the Goddess’s favour on this great day. Those got the start 
but these make it up by their Spokesmen in the next speech. It seems as if Aristarchus 
here first saw him advancing with his fair Pupil. Scribl. 

241, 242. So that the station of a Professor is only a kind of legal Nodeer to inform us 
where the shatter'd hulk of Ltoining Ues at anchor; which after so long unhappy naviga¬ 
tion, and now without either Master or Patron, we may wish, with Horace, may lie there 
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Thine is the genuine head of many a house, 

And much Divinity without a NoCs. 

Nor could a Barrow work on ev’ry block, 245 

Nor has one Atterbury spoil’d the flock. 

See! still thy own, the heavy Canon roll, 

And Metaphysic smokes involve the Pole. 

For thee we dim the eyes, and stuff the head 

With all such reading as was never read: 250 

- Nonne vides^ ut 

Nudum remigio lotus? 

- non libi sunt Integra lintea; 

Non Di, quos iterum pressa voces mah. 

Quamvis pontica pinus^ 

Syha filia nobilis, 

Jactes (S genus, (S nomen inutile. Hor. Scribl. 

244. NoGs.] A %vord much affected by the learned Aristarchus in common conversation, 
to signify Genius or natural acumen. But this passage has a farther view: NoCs was the 
Platonic term for Mind, or the Jirst Cause, and that system of Divinity is here hinted at 
which terminates in blind Nature without a NoOt: such as the Poet afterwards describes 
(speaking of the dreams of one of these later Pbtonists) 

Or that bright Image to our Fancy draw. 

Which Theocics in raptur'd Vision saw. 

That Nature- (Sc. 

245, 246. Isaac Barrow Master of Trinity, Francis Atterbury Dean of Christ-church, 
both great Genius’s and eloquent Preachers; one more conversant in the sublime 
Geometry, the other in classical Learning; but who equally made it their care to advance 
the polite Arts in their several Societies. 

247. the heavy Canon] Canon here, if spoken of Artillery, is in the plural number; if of 
the Canons of the House, in the singular, and meant only of one: in which case I suspect the 
Pole to be a false reading, and that it should be the Poll, or Head of that Canon. It may be 
objected, that this is a mere Paronomasia or Pun. But what of that.^ Is any figure of 
Speech more apposite to our gentle Goddess, or more frequently used by her, and her 
Children, especially of the University ? Doubtless it better suits the Character of Dulncss, 
yea of a Doctor, than that of an Angel; yet Milton fear’d not to put a considerable 
quantity into the mouths of his. It hath indeed been observed, that they were the Devil’s 
Angels, as if he did it to suggest the Devil was the Author as well of false Wit, as of 
false Religion, and that the Father of Lies was also the Father of Puns. But this is idle: 
It must be own’d a Christian practice, used in the primitive times by some of the Fathers, 
and in later by most of the Sons of the Church; till the debauch’d reign of Charles the 
second, when the shameful Passion for Wit overthrew every thing: and even then the 
best Writers admitted it, provided it was obscene, under the name of the Double entendre. 

SCKIDL. 

248. Here the learned Aristarchus ending the first member of his harangue in behalf 
of Words; and entering on the other half, which regards the teaching of Things; very 
artfully connects the two parts in an encomium on Metaphysics, a kind of Middle 
nature between words and things: communicating, in its obscurity with Substance, and 
in its emptiness with Names. Scribl. 
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For thee explain a thing till all men doubt it, 

And write about it, Goddess, and about it: 

So spins the silk-worm small its slender store. 

And labours till it clouds itself all o’er. 

What tho’ we let some better sort of fool 255 

Thrid ev’ry science, run thro’ ev’ry school } 

Never by tumbler thro’ the hoops was shown 
Such skill in passing all, and touching none. 

He may indeed (if sober all this time) 

Plague with Dispute, or persecute with Rhyme. 260 

We only furnish what he cannot use. 

Or wed to what he must divorce, a Muse: 

Full in the midst of Euclid dip at once. 

And petrify a Genius to a Dunce: 

Or set on Metaphysic ground to prance, 265 

Show all his paces, not a step advance. 

With the same Cement, ever sure to bind, 

We bring to one dead level ev’ry mind. 

Then take him to devellop, if you can. 


25s to 271. Hitherto Aristarchus hath displayed the art of teaching his Pupils words, 
without things. He shews greater skill in what follows, which is to teach things, without 
profit. For with the hiter sort of fool the first expedient is, ver. 254 to 258, to run him so 
swiftly through the circle of the Sciences that he shall stick at nothing, nor nothing stick 
with him; and though some little, both of words and things, should by chance be 
gathered up in his passage, yet he shews, ver. 255 to 260. that it is never more of the one 
than just to enable him to persecute mith Rhyme, or of the other than to plague with 
Dispute. But, if after all, the Pupil will needs leant a Science, it is then provided by his 
careful directors, ver. 261, 262, that it shall cither be such as he can never enjoy when 
he comes out into life, or such as he will be obliged to divorce. And to make ail sure, ver. 
263 to 268, the useless or pernicious Sciences, thus taught, are still applied petwersely; 
the man of Wit petrified in Euclid, ot trammelled in Metaphysics; and the man of Judg¬ 
ment married, without his parents consent, to a Muse. Thus far the particular arts of 
modem Education, used partially, and diversified according to the Subject and the 
Occasion: But there is one general Method, with the encomium of which the great Aris¬ 
tarchus ends his speech, ver. 266 to 268, and that is Authority, the universal Cement, 
which fills all the cracks and chasms of lifeless matter, shuts up all the pores of living 
substance, and brings all human minds to one dead level. For if Nature should chance to 
struggle through all the entanglements of the foregoing ingenious expedients to bind 
rebel wit, this claps upon her one sure and entire cover. So that well may Aristarchus 
defy all human power to get the Man out again from under so impenetrable a crust. 
The Poet alludes to this Mastcr-piccc of the Schools in ver. 501, where he speaks of 
Vassals to a name. 

264. Those who have no Genius, employ’d in works of imagination; those who have, 
in abstract sciences. 
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And hew the Block off, and get out the Man. 

But wherefore waste I words ? I see advance 
Whore, Pupil, and lac’d Governor from France. 

Walker! our hat-nor more he deign’d to say. 

But, stern as Ajax’ spectre, strode away. 

In flow’d at once a gay embroider’d race, 275 

And titt’ring push’d the Pedants off the place: 

Some would have spoken, but the voice was drown’d 
By the French horn, or by the op’ning hound. 

The first came forwards, with as easy mien, 

As if he saw St. James’s and the Queen. 280 

When thus th’attendant Orator begun. 

Receive, great Empress! thy accomplish’d Son: 

Thine from the birth, and sacred from the rod, 

A dauntless infant! never scar’d with God. 

The Sire saw, one by one, his Virtues wake: 285 

The Mother begg’d the blessing of a Rake. 

270. A notion of Aristotle, that there was originally in every block of marble, a Suiue, 
which would appear on the removal of the superfluous parts. 

272. lac'd Governor] Why lac'd? Because Gold and Silver are necessary trimming to 
denote the dress of a person of rank, and the Governor must be supposed so in foreign 
countries, to be admitted into Courts and other places of fair reception. But how comes 
Aristarchus to know by sight that this Governor came from France .> Why, by the laced 
coat. SCRIBL. 

Ibid. Whore, Pupil, and lac'd Governor] Some Critics have objected to the order here, 
being of opinion that the Governor should have the precedence before the Whore, if not 
before the Pupil. But were he so placed, it might be thought to insinuate that the 
Governor led the Pupil to the Whore: and were the Pupil placed first, he might be 
supposed to lead the Governor to her. But our impartial Poet, as he is drawing their 
Picture, represents them in the order in which they arc generally seen; namely, the 
Pupil between the Whore and the Governor; but placcth the Whore first, as she usually 
governs both the other. 

274. stern as Ajax’ spectre,] Sec Momcr Odyss. xi. where the Ghost of Ajax turns 
sullenly from Ulysses. A Passage extremely admired by Longinus. 

276. And titt'ring push'd, (He.] Hor. 

Rideat (£ pulsel lasciva decentiiis tetas. 

279. This Forwardness or Pertness is the certain consequence, when the Children of 
Dulncss are spoiled by too great fondness of their Parent. 

280. Reflecting on the disrespectful and indecent Behaviour of several forward young 
Persons in the Presence, so offensive to all serious men, and to none more than the 
good Scriblerus. 

281. th'ttttendant Orator] The Governor abovesaid. The Poet gives him no particular 
name; being unwilling, I presume, to offend or do Injustice to any, by celebrating one 
only with whom this character agrees. In preference to so many who equally deserve it. 

SCRIBL. 

284. A dauntless Infant! never scar'd with God.] Hor. 

- sine Dis Animosus Infans. 
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Thou gav’st that Ripeness, which so soon began, 
And ceas’d so soon, he ne’er was Boy, nor Man. 
Thro’ School and G)llege, thy kind cloud o’ercast. 
Safe and unseen the young yEneas past: 

Thence bursting glorious, all at once let down, 
Stunn’d with his giddy Larum half the town. 
Intrepid then, o’er seas and lands he flew: 

Europe he saw, and Europe saw him too. 

There all thy gifts and graces we display, 

Thou, only thou, directing all our way! 

To where the Seine, obsequious as she runs. 

Pours at great Bourbon’s feet her silken sons; 

Or Tyber, now no longer Roman, rolls, 

Vain of Italian Arts, Italian Souls: 

To happy G)nvents, bosom’d deep in vines. 

Where slumber Abbots, purple as their wines: 

To Isles of fragrance, lilly-silver’d vales, 

Diffusing languor in the panting gales: 

To lands of singing, or of dancing slaves, 
Love-whisp’ring woods, and lute-resounding waves. 
But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps. 

And Cupids ride the Lyon of the Deeps; 

Where, eas’d of Fleets, the Adriatic main 
Wafts the smooth Eunuch and enamour’d swain. 


290 


29s 


300 


30s 


310 


288. Nature hath bestowed on the human species two states or conditions, Infancy and 
Manhood. Wit sometimes makes thcfrst disappear, and Folly the latter; but true Dulness 
annihilates both. For, ^vant of apprehension in ^ys, not suffering that conscious ignorance 
and inexperience which produce the awkward bashftilness of youth, makes them assured; 
and want of imagination makes them grave. But this gravity and assurance, which is 
beyond boyhood, being neither wisdom nor knowledge, do never reach to manhood. 

^ SCRIBL. 

290. See Vu^. vEn. i. 

At Venus obscure gradientes acre sepsit, 

Et multo nebula circum Dea fudit amictu, 

Cemere ne quis cos; —i. neu quis contingere possit; 

2. Molirive moram;—aut 3. veniendi poscere eausas. 

Where he enumerates the causes why his mother took this care of him: to wit, i. that no¬ 
body might touch or correct him: 2. might stop or detain him: 3. examine him about the 
progress he had made, or so much as guess why he came there. 

303. UHy-siher'd vales^ Tuberoses. 

308. The winged Lyon, the Arms of Venice. This Republic heretofore the most con¬ 
siderable in Europe, for her Naval Force and the extent of her Commerce; now illustrious 
for her Carnivals. 
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Led by my hand, he saunter’d Europe round, 

And gather’d ev’ry Vice on Christian ground; 

Saw ev’ry Court, heard ev’ry King declare 
His royal Sense, of Op’ra’s or the Fair; 

The Stews and Palace equally explor’d, 315 

Intrigu’d with glory, and with spirit whor’d; 

Try’d all hors-d^ceuvres^ all liqueurs defin’d. 

Judicious drank, and greatly-daring din’d; 

Dropt the dull lumber of the Latin store, 

Spoil’d his own language, and acquir’d no more; 320 

All Classic learning lost on Classic ground; 

And last turn’d Air^ the Echo of a Sound! 

See now, half-cur’d, and perfectly well-bred. 

With nothing but a Solo in his head; 

As much Estate, and Principle, and Wit, 325 

As Jansen, Fleetwood, Cibber shall think fit; 

Stol’n from a Duel, follow’d by a Nun, 

And, if a Borough chuse him, not undone; 

See, to my country happy I restore 

This glorious Youth, and add one Venus more. 330 

Her too receive (for her my soul adores) 

So may the sons of sons of sons of whores, 

318. greatly^ring din'd',] It being indeed no small risque lo eat thro’ those extra¬ 
ordinary compositions, whose disguis’d ingredients are generally unknown to the guests, 
and highly inflammatory and unwholesome. 

322. Yet less a Body than Echo itself; for Echo reflects Sense or }Vords at least, this 
Gentleman only y 4 irs and Tunes: 

—Sonus est, qui vivit in illo. Ovid. Met. 

So that this was not a Metamorphosis either in one or the other, but only a Resolution of 
the Soul into its true Principles, its real Essence being Harmony; according to the 
Doctrine of Orpheus, the Inventor of Opera, who first perform’d to a choice assembly of 
Beasts. SC3UBL. 

324. With nothing but a Solo? Why, if it be a Solo, how should there be any thing else ? 
Palpable Tautology I Read boldly an Opera, which is enough of conscience for such a 
head as has lost all its Latin. Bcnttl. 

326. Jansen, Fleetwood, Cibber,] Three very eminent persons, all Managers of Plays', 
who, tho’ not Governors by profession, had, each in his way, concern’d themselves in the 
Education of Youth; and regulated their Wits, their Morals, or their Finances, at that 
period of their age which is the most important, their entrance into the polite world. Of 
the last of these, and his Talents for this end, see Book i. ver. 199, (He. 

331. This confirms what the learned Scriblcrus advanced in his Note on ver. 272, that 
the Governor, as well as the Pupil, had a particular interest in this lady. 

332* So may tke sons of sons, £?<•.] Virg. 

Et naii natorum, et qui naseentur ab Hits. JEn. iii. 

Ibid, sons of whores,] For such have been always esteemed the ablest supports of the 
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Prop thine, 0 Empress! like each neighbour Throne, 
And make a long Posterity thy own. 

Pleas’d, she accepts the Hero, and the Dame, 
Wraps in her Veil, and frees from sense of Shame. 

Then look’d, and saw a lazy, lolling sort. 

Unseen at Church, at Senate, or at Court, 

Of ever-listless Loit’rers, that attend 
No Cause, no Trust, no Duty, and no Friend. 

Thee too, my Paridel! she mark’d thee there, 
Stretch’d on the rack of a too easy chair, 

And heard thy everlasting yawn confess 
The Pains and Penalties of Idleness. 

She pity’d! but her Pity only shed 
Benigner influence on thy nodding head. 

But Annius, crafty Seer, with ebon wand, 

And well dissembled em’rald on his hand, 

False as his Gems, and canker’d as his Coins, 

Came, cramm’d with capon, from where PoUio dines. 
Soft, as the wily Fox is seen to creep. 

Where bask on sunny banks the simple sheep, 

Walk round and round, now prying here, now there; 
So he; but pious, whisper’d first his pray’r. 

Grant, gracious Goddess! grant me still to cheat. 


335 


340 


345 


350 


355 


Throne of Dulness^ even by the confession of those her most legitimate Sons, who have 
unfortunately wanted that advantage. The illustrious Vanini in his divine encomium on 
our Goddess, intitled De Admirandis NaturaReginaDeaque Mortalium Arcanis, laments 
that he was not bom a Bastard: 0 utinam extra legitimum ac connubialem thorum essem 
procreatus! ( 2 c. He expatiates on the prerogatives of a free births and on what he would 
have done for the Great Mother with those advantages; and then sorrowfully concludes, 
At quia Conjugatorum sum soboles his orbatus sum bonis. 


341. Thee too, my ParidellJ The Poet seems to Sf>cak of this young gentleman with 
peat affection. The name is taken from Spenser, who gives it to a wandering Courtly 
’Squire, that travell’d about for the same reason, for which many young Squires are now 
fond of travelling, and especially to Paris. 

342, ( 2 c. Virg. vEn. vi. 

Sedet, ztemumque sedebit, 

Infelix Theseus, Phlegyasque miserrimus omnes 
Admonet - 


347. Annius,] The name taken from Annius the Monk of Viterbo, famous for 
many Impositions and Forgeries of ancient manuscripts and inscriptions, which he was 
prompted to by mere Vanity, but our Annius had a more substantial motive. 

355 . 356. Hor. 


- Da, pulchra Lavema, 

Da mihi fallere - 

Noctem peccatis (2 fraudibus objice nubem. 
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O may thy cloud still cover the deceit! 

Thy choicer mists on this assembly shed, 

But pour them thickest on the noble head. 

So shall each youth, assisted by our eyes. 

See other Caesars, other Homers rise; 360 

Thro* twilight ages hunt th* Athenian fowl. 

Which Chalcis Gods, and mortals call an Owl, 

Now see an Attys, now a Cecrops clear. 

Nay, Mahomet! the Pigeon at thine ear; 

Be rich in ancient brass, tho* not in gold, 365 

And keep his Lares, tho’ his house be sold; 

To headless Phoebe his fair bride postpone. 

Honour a Syrian Prince above his owm; 

Lord of an Otho, if I vouch it true; 

Blest in one Niger, till he knows of two. 370 

Mummius overheard him; Mummius, Fool-renownM, 
Who like his Cheops stinks above the ground. 

Fierce as a startled Adder, swelPd, and said. 

Rattling an ancient Sistrum at his head. 


Ibid, still to cheat,] Some read skill, but that is frivolous, for Annius hath that skill 
already; or if he had not, skill were not wanting to cheat such persons. Bentl. 

361. hunt th* Athenian fowl,] The Owl stamp’d on the reverse of the ancient money of 
Athens. 

Which Chalcis Gods, and Mortals call an Owl 
is the verse by which Hobbes renders that of Homer, 

XaXKiha 6 <o\, avhpci Kv^Mvhiv. 

363. Attys and Cecrops.] The first Kings of Athens, of whom it is hard to suppose any 
Coins are extant; but not so improbable as what follows, that there should be any of 
Mahomet, who forbad all Images. Nevertheless one of Uiese Annius’s made a counter¬ 
feit one, now in the collection of a learned Nobleman. 

371. AfummiW} This name is not merely an allusion to the Mummies he was so fond of, 
but probably referred to the Roman General of that name, who burn’d Corinth, and 
committed the curious Statues to the Captain of a Ship, assuring him, ‘that if any were 
lost or broken, he should procure others to be made in their steadby which it should 
^m (whatever may be pretended) that Mummius was no Virtuoso. 

372. Cheops] A King of Egypt, whose body was certainly to be known, as being buried 
alone in his Pyramid, and is therefore more genuine than any of the Cleopatra’s. This 
Royal Mummy, being stolen by a wild Arab, was purchas’d by the Consul of Alexan¬ 
dria, and transmitted to the Museum of Mummius; for proof of which he brings a 
passage in Sandys’s Travels, where that accurate and learned Voyager assures us that 
he saw the Sepulchre empty, which agrees exactly (saith he) with the time of the theft 
above mention’d. But he omits to observe that Herodotus tells the same thing of it in 
his time. 
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Speak’st thou of Syrian Princes ? Traitor base 1 375 

Mine, Goddess! mine is all the homed race. 

True, he had wit, to make their value rise; 

From foolish Greeks to steal them, was as wise; 

More glorious yet, from barbVous hands to keep, 

When Sallee Rovers chac’d him on the deep. 380 

Then taught by Hermes, and divinely bold, 

Down his own throat he risqu’d the Grecian gold; 

Receiv’d each Demi-God, with pious care, 

Deep in his Entrails—I rever’d them there, 

I bought them, shrouded in that living shrine, 385 

And, at their second birth, they issue mine. 

Witness great Ammon! by whose horns I swore, 

(Reply’d soft Annius) this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful; and that thus I eat. 

Is to refund the Medals with the meat. 390 

To prove me. Goddess! clear of all design, 

Bid me with PoUio sup, as well as dine: 

There all the Leam’d shall at the labour stand, 

And Douglas lend his soft, obstetric hand. 

The Goddess smiling seem’d to give consent; 395 

So back to Pollio, hand in hand, they went. 

Then thick as Locusts black’ning all the ground, 

37S. The strange story foil 'wing which may be taken for a fiction of the Poet, is justi¬ 
fied by a true relation in Spon’s Voyages. Vaillant (who MTote the History of the Syrian 
Kings as it is to be found on medals) coming from the Levant, where he had been 
collecting various Coins, and being pursued by a Corsaire of Sallee, swallowed down 
twenty gold medals. A sudden Bourasque freed him from the Rover, and he got to land 
with them in his belly. On his road to Avignon he met two Physicians, of whom he 
demanded assistance. One advis’d Purgations, the other Vomits. In this uncertainty he 
took neither, but pursued his way to Lyons, where he found his ancient friend, the famous 
Physician and Antiquary Dufour, to whom he related his adventure. Dufour first ask’d 
him jrketktr the Medals mere of the higher Empire? He assur’d him they were. Dufour was 
ravish’d with the hope of possessing such a treasure, he bargain’d with him on the spot 
for the most curious of them, and was to recover them at his own expence. 

383. each Demi-God.] They arc called &€toi on their Coins. 

387. Jupiter Ammon is call’d to witness, as the father of Alexander, to whom those 
Kings succeeded in the division of the Macedonian Empire, and whose Homs they wore 
on their Medals. 

394. Douglas] A Physician of great Learning and no less Taste; above all curious in 
what related to Horace, of whom he collected every Edition, Translation, and Comment, 
to the number of several hundred volumes. 

397. The similitude of Locusts docs not refer more to the numbers than to the qualities 
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A tribe, with weeds and shells fantastic crown’d, 

Each with some wond’rous gift approach’d the Pow’r, 
A Nest, a Toad, a Fungus, or a Flow’n 
But far the foremost, two, with earnest zeal. 

And aspect ardent to the Throne appeal. 

The first thus open’d: Hear thy suppliant’s call, 
Great Queen, and common Mother of us all! 

Fair from its humble bed I rear’d this Flow’r, 

Suckled, and chear’d, with air, and sun, and show’r. 
Soft on the paper ruff its leaves I spread. 

Bright with the gilded button tipt its head. 

Then thron’d in glass, and nam’d it Caroline: 

Each Maid cry’d, charming! and each Youth, divine! 
Did Nature’s pencil ever blend such rays. 

Such vary’d light in one promiscuous blaze ? 

Now prostrate! dead! behold that Caroline: 

No Maid cries, charming! and no Youth, divine! 

And lo the wretch! whose vile, whose insect lust 
Lay’d this gay daughter of the Spring in dust. 

Oh punish him, or to th* Elysian shades 
Dismiss my soul, where no Carnation fades. 

He ceas’d, and wept. With innocence of mien, 

Th’ Accus’d stood forth, and thus address’d the Queen. 

Of all th’ enamcl’d race, whose silv’ry wing 
Waves to the tepid Zephyrs of the spring. 


400 


405 


410 


4»5 


420 


f the Virtuosi; who not only devour and Uy waste every tree, shrub, and green lea/in 
ineir Course^ i.e. of experiments; but suffer neither a moss nor fungus to escape un¬ 
touched. SCRIBL. 

405 to 414. These Verses are translated from Catullus, Epith. 

Ut flat in seplis secretus nasdiur horn's, 

Quern muUent aura,/irmat Sol, edueat imber, 

Mulli ilium pueri, muU<e optavere puella; 

Idem ^uum lenui carptus deftoruit ungui, 

Nulli ilium pueri, nulla optavere puella, (Sc. 

4 ^. It is a compliment which the Florists usually pay to Princes and great persons, 
o give their names to the most curious Flowers of their raising; Some have been very 

ous of vindicating this honour, but none more than that ambitious Gardiner at 

mmersmith, who caused his Favourite to be painted on his Sign, with this inscription 
t hts tt My Queen Caroline. ’ 

4*t. The poet seems to have an eye to Spenser, Muiopotmos. 

Of all the race of silver-winged Flies 
fVhich do possess the Empire of the Air. 
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Or swims along the fluid atmosphere, 

Once brightest shin’d this child of Heat and Air. 

I saw, and started from its vernal bow’r 425 

The rising game, and chac’d from flow’r to flow’r. 

It fled, I follow’d; now in hope, now pain; 

It stopt, I stopt; it mov’d, I mov’d again. 

At last it fix’d, ’twas on what plant it pleas’d, 

And where it fix’d, the beauteous bird I seiz’d: 430 

Rose or Carnation was below my care; 

I meddle. Goddess! only in my sphere. 

I tell the naked fact without disguise. 

And, to excuse it, need but shew the prize; 

Whose spoils this paper offers to your eye, 435 

Fair ev’n in death! this peerless Butterfly. 

My sons! (she answer’d) both have done your parts: 

Live happy both, and long promote our arts. 

But hear a Mother, when she recommends 

To your fraternal care, our sleeping friends. 440 

The common Soul, of Heav’n’s more frugal make. 

Serves but to keep fools pert, and knaves awake: 

A drowzy Watchman, that just gives a knock, 

And breaks our rest, to tell us what’s a clock. 

Yet by some object ev’ry brain is stirr’d; 445 

The dull may waken to a Humming-bird; 

The most recluse, discreetly open’d, find 
Congenial matter in the Cockle-kind; 

The mind, in Metaphysics at a loss. 

May wander in a wilderness of Moss; 450 

The head that turns at super-lunar things, 

Poiz’d with a tail, may steer on Wilkins’ wings. 

427, 428. It Jkdy / follow'd, &c. 

—I started back, 

It started back’, but pleas'd I soon return'd. 

Pleas'd it return'd as soon - Milton. 

440. our sleeping friends.} Of whom sec ver. 345 above. 

450. a wilderness of Moss;] Of which the Naturalists count I can’t tell how many 
hundred species. 

452. Wilkins’ wings.] One of the first Projectors of the Royal Society, who, among 
many enlarged and useful notions, entertain’d the extra\’agant hope of a possibility to fly 
to the moon; which has put some volatile Genius’s upon making wings for that purpose. 
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O! would the Sons of Men once think their Eyes 
And Reason giv’n them but to study Flies! 

See Nature in some partial narrow shape, 455 

And let the Author of the Whole escape: 

Learn but to trifle; or, who most observe. 

To wonder at their Maker, not to serve. 

Be that my task (replies a gloomy Qerk, 

Sworn foe to Mystery, yet divinely dark; 460 

Whose pious hope aspires to see the day 
When Moral Evidence shall quite decay, 

And damns implicit faith, and holy lies. 

Prompt to impose, and fond to dogmatize:) 

Let others creep by timid steps, and slow, 465 

On plain Experience lay foundations low, 

By common sense to common knowledge bred, 

And last, to Nature's Cause thro* Nature led. 

All-seeing in thy mists, we want no guide, 

Mother of Arrogance, and Source of Pride! 470 

453. This is the third speech of the Goddess to her Supplicants, and completes the 
whole of what she had to give in instruction on this important occasion, concerning 
Learning, Gvil Society, and Religion. In the first speech, vcr. 119, to her Editors and 
conceited Critics, she directs how to deprave Wit and discredit fine Writers. In her 
second, ver. 175, to the Educators of Youi.shc shews them how all Gvil Duties may be 
extinguish’d, in that one doctrine of divine Hereditary Right. And in this third, she 
charges the Investigators of Nature to amuse themselves in Trifles, and rest in Second 
causes, with a total disregard of the First. This being all that Duincss can wish, is all 
she needs to say; and wc may apply to her (as the Poet hath manag’d it) what hath been 
said of true Wit, that She neither says too litt/e, nor too much. 

459. The Epithet gloomy in this line may seem the same with that of dark in the next. 
But^/oomyreUtes to the uncomfortable and disastrous condition of an irreligious Sceptic, 
whereas dark alludes only to his puzzled and embroiled Systems. 

462. Alluding to a ridiculous and absurd way of some Mathematicians, in calculating 
the gradual decay of Moral Evidence by mathematical proportions: according to which 
calculation, in about fifty years it will be no longer probable that Julius C:esar was in Gaul, 
or died in the Senate House. Sec Craig's Theologur Christiance Primipia Matkematica. 
But as it seems evident, that facts of a thousand years old, for instance, are now as prob¬ 
able as they were five hundred years ago; it is plain that if in fifty more they quite disap¬ 
pear, it must be owing, not to their Arguments, but to the extraordinary Power of our 
Goddess; for whose help therefore they have reason to pray. 

465 to 468. In these lines are described the Disposition of the rational Inquirer, and the 
means and end of Knowledge. With regard to his disposition, the contempbtion of the 
works of God with human faculties, must needs make a modest and sensible man timor¬ 
ous and fearful; and that will naturally direct him to the right means of acquiring the 
little knowledge his faculties are capable of, namely plain and sure experience ; which tho’ 
supporting only an humble foundation, and permitting only a very slow progress, yet 
leads, surely, to the end, the discovery of the Cod of nature. 
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We nobly take the high Priori Road, 

And reason downward, till we doubt of God: 

Make Nature still incroach upon his plan: 

And shove him off as far as e’er we can: 

Thrust some Mechanic Cause into his place; 475 

Or bind in Matter, or diffuse in Space. 

Or, at one bound o’er-leaping all his laws, 

Make God Man’s Image, Man the final Cause, 

Find Virtue local, all Relation scorn, 

See all in Selfy and but for self be born: 480 

Of nought so certain as our Reason still. 

Of nought so doubtful as of Soul and Will. 

471. Those who, from the effects in this Visible world, deduce the Eternal Power and 
Godhead of the First Cause tho’ they cannot attain to an adequate id« of the Deity, yet 
discover so much of him, as enables them to see the End of their Creation, and the Means 
of their Happiness: whereas they who take this high Priori Road (such as Hobbs, Spinoza, 
Des Cartes, and some better Reasoners) for one that goes right, ten lose themselves in 
Mists, or ramble after Visions which deprive them of all sight of their End, and mislead 
them in the choice of wrong means. 

472. This was in fact the case of those who, instead of reasoning from a visible World to 
an invisible God, took the other road; and from an invisible God (to whom they had given 
attributes agreeable to certain metaphysical principles formed out of their own imagina¬ 
tions) reasoned domnivards to a visible world in theory, of Man’s Creation; which not 
agreeing, as might be expected, to that of God’s, they began, from their inability to 
account for evil which they saw in his world, to doubt of that God, whose being they 
had admitted, and whose attributes they had deduced a priori, on weak and mistaken 
principles. 

473. ITtis relates to such as being ashamed to assert a mere Mechanic Cause, and yet 
unwilling to forsake it intirely, have had recourse to a certain Plastic Nature, Elastic 
fluid, Subtile Matter, (Sc. 

475 W 476. The first of these Follies is that of Des Cartes, the second of Hobbs, the 
third of some succeeding Philosophers. 

477. These words arc very significant: In their Physical and Metaphysical reasonings it 
was a Chain of pretended Demonstrattons that drew them into ail these absurd conclu¬ 
sions. But their enors in Morals rest only on bold and impudent Assertions, without the 
least shadow of proof, in which they o'er-leap all the laws of Argument as well as Truth. 

478, (Sc. Here the Poet, from the errors relating to a Deity in Natural Philosophy, 
descends to those in Moral. Man w'as made according to God's Image ; this false Theology’, 
measuring his Attributes by ours, makes God after Man’s Image. This proceeds from the 
imperfection of his Reason. The next, of imagining himself the Final Cause, is the effect of 
his Pride: as the making Virtue and Vice arbitrary, and Morality the imposition of the 
Magistrate, is of the Corruption of his heart. Hence he centers every thing in himself. The 
Progress of Dulness herein differing from that of Madness; one ends in seeing all in Cod, 
the other in seeing all in Self. 

481. Of nought so certain as our Reason still] Of which we have most cause to be diffi¬ 
dent. Of nought so doubtful as o/Soul and Will: two things the most self-evident, the 
Existence of our Soul, and the Freedom of our Will. 
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Oh hide the God still more! and make us see 
Such as Lucretius drew, a God like Thee: 

Wrapt up in Self, a God without a Thought, 485 

Regardless of our merit or default. 

Or that bright Image to our fancy draw, 

Which Theocles in raptur’d vision saw. 

While thro* Poetic scenes the Genius roves. 

Or wanders wild in Academic Groves; 490 

That Nature our Society adores. 


484. Such as Lucretius drea>^ Lib. i. ver. 57. 

Omnis enim per se Divom natura necesse'st 
Immoriali cevo summa cum pace fruatur^ 

Scmota ab nostns rebus, summotaque longe — 

Nec bene pro mentis capiiur, nec tangiiur ira. 

From whence the two verses following arc translated, and wonderfully agree with the 
character of our Goddess. Sckibl. 

487. Bright Image was the Title given by the Utcr Platonists. to that Idea of Nature, 

which they had form’d in their fancy, so bright that they call’d it AOroirrov or 

the Self^seen Image, i.e. seen by its own light. 

488. Thus this Philosopher calls upon his Friend, to partake with him in these Visions: 

‘To~morrow, when the Eastern Sun 
With his first Beams adorns the front 
Of yonder Hill, if you’re content 
To wander with me in the Woods you see. 

We will pursue those Loves of ours. 

By favour of the Sylvan Nymphs: 

and invoking first the Cemusol the Place, we’ll try to obtain at least some faint and distant 
view of the Sovereign Genius and^rfr Beauty.' Charact. Vol. 2. pag. 245. 

This Genius is thus apostrophized (pag. 345.) by the same Philosopher: 

•—O glorious Nature! 

Supremely fair, and sovereignly good! 

All-loving, and all-lovely! all divine! 

Wise Substitute of Providence! impower'J 
Creatress! or impoip'ring Deity, 

Supreme Creator! 

Thee I invoke, and thee alone adore.’ 

Sir Isaac Newton distinguishes between these two in a very different manner. [Princ. 
Schol. gen. sub fin.]—//t/nc cognoscimus solummodo per proprietates suas (£ attnbuta, (S 
per sapientissimas (S optimas rerum structuras, IS causas finales', veneramur autem, (£ 
colimus ob dominium. Deus elenim sine domtnio, providenlia, d causisfinahbus, nihil aliud 
est quam Fatum d Natura. 

489, 490. ‘Above all things I lov’d Ease, and of all Philosophers those who reason’d 
most at their Ease, and were never angry or disturb’d, as those call’d Sceptics never were. 
I look’d upon this kind of Philosophy as the prettiest, agreeablest, roving Exercise of the 
Mind, possible to be imagined.’ Vol. 2. p. 206. 
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Where Tindal dictates, and Silenus snores. 

Rous’d at his name, up rose the bowzy Sire, 

And shook from out his Pipe the seeds of fire; 

Then snapt his box, and strok’d his belly down: 495 

Rosy and rev’rend, tho* without a Gown. 

Bland and familiar to the throne he came. 

Led up the Youth, and call’d the Goddess Dame. 

Then thus. From Priest-craft happily set free, 

Lo! ev’ry finish’d Son returns to thee: 500 

First slave to Words, then vassal to a Name, 

Then dupe to Party; child and man the same; 

Bounded by Nature, narrow’d still by Art, 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart. 

Thus bred, thus taught, how many have I seen, 505 

Smiling on all, and smil’d on by a Queen. 

Mark’d out for Honours, honour’d for their Birth, 

To thee the most rebellious things on earth: 

Now to thy gentle shadow all are shrunk, 

All melted down, in Pension, or in Punk! 510 

So Kent so Berkeley sneaked into the grave, 

A Monarch’s half, and half a Harlot’s slave. 

Poor Warwick nipt in Folly’s broadest bloom, 

Who praises now,^ his Chaplain on his Tomb. 

Then take them all, oh take them to thy breast! 5*5 

Thy Magus, Goddess! shall perform the rest. 


492. Silenus was an Epicurean Philosopher, as appears from Virgil, Eclog. 6. where he 
sings the Principles of that Philosophy in his drink. 

494. seeds of Fire'^ The Epicurean language, Semina rerum, or .Atoms. Virg. Eclog. 6. 
Semina ignis—semina flamma — 

499, 500. The learned Scriblerus is here ver)’ whimsical. It would seem, sa>-s he, by 
this, as if the Priests (who arc always plotting and contriving mischief against the Lair of 
Nature) had inveigled these harmless Youths from the bosom of their Mother, and kept 
them in open Rebellion to her, till Silenus broke the charm, and restored them to her 
indulgent arms. But this is so singular a fancy, and at the same time so unsupported by 
proof, that we must in justice acquit them of all suspicions of this kind. 

501 A Recapitulation of the whole Course of Modem Education describ’d in this 
book, which confines Youth to the study of IVords only in Schools, subjects them to the 
authority of Systems in the Universities, and deludes them with the names of Party- 
distinctions in the World. -All equally concurring to narrow the Understanding, and 
establish Slavery and Error in Literature, Philosophy, and Politics. The whole finished 
in modem Free-thinking; the completion of whatever is vain, wrong, and destructive to 
the happiness of mankind, as it establishes Self-love for the sole Principle of Action. 
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With that, a Wizard old his Cup extends; 

Which whoso tastes, forgets his former friends, 

Sire, Ancestors, Himself. One casts his eyes 

Up to a Stafy and like Endymion dies: s^o 

A Feather shooting from another's head, 

Extracts his brain, and Principle is fled, 

Lost is his God, his Country, ev’ry thing; 

And nothing left but Homage to a King! 

The vulgar herd turn off to roll with Hogs, 525 

To run with Horses, or to hunt with Dogs; 

But, sad example! never to escape 
Their Infamy, still keep the human shape. 

5*7. Here beginncth the celebration of the greater Mysteries of the Goddess, which the 
Poet in his Invocation vcr. 5. promised to sing. For when now each Aspirant, as was the 
custom, had proved his qualification and claim to a participation, the High-Priest of 
Dulncss first initiateth the Assembly by the usual way of Libation. And then each of the 
Initiated, as was always required, putteth on a Jiea> Nature, described from ver. 518 to 
5 » 9 * When the High Priest and Goddess have thus done their parts, each of them is 
delivered into the hands of his Conductor, an inferior Minister or Hierophant, whose 
names arc Impudence, Stupefaction, Self-conceit, Self-interest, Pleasure, Epicurism, (Sc. 
to lead them thro’ the several apartments of her Mystic Dome or Palace. When all this 
is over, the sovereign Goddess, from vcr. 565 to 600 conferreth her Titles and Degrees-, 
rewards inseparably attendant on the participation of the Mysteries-, which made the 
ancient Theon say of them—^ttAAt^rra fiev ovv, nal r<Zv /icyiortw*’ a-yaduji', to 
f±<T<x*iv. Hence being enriched with so many various Gifts and Graces, Initiation into 
the Mysteries was anciently, as well as in these our times, esteemed a necessary 
qualification for every high office and employment, whether in Church or State. 
Lastly the great Mother shuneth up the Solemnity with her gracious benediction, 
which concludcth in drawing the Curtain, and laying all her Children to rest. It is to be 
observed that Dulness, before this her Restoration, had her Pontiff's m Parttbus-, who 
from time to time held her Mysteries in secret, and with great privacy. But now, on her 
Re-cstablishment, she eclebrateth them, lilc those of the Cretans (the most ancient of all 
Mysteries) in open day, and ofTereth them to ilie inspection of all men. ScRtDL. 

5*7. The Cup of Self-love, which causes a toul oblivion of the obligations of Friend¬ 
ship, or Honour, and of the Service of God or our Country; all sacrificed to Vain-glory, 
Court-worship, or yet meaner considerations of I-ucre and brutal Pleasures. From ver. 
5io to 518. 

5*8, 519. yVhich whoso tastes, forgets his former friends,~Sire, £ 5 'c.] Homer of the 
Nepenthe, Odyss. 4. 

ACrrlte' dp' olvov /3dA< <pdpp.aKOV, ivdev Imvov 
Nr^irevOis t' dpfoAdi' re, HaKoiV inibriBov onavTiuv. 

S* 3 > 524. So Strange as this must seem to a mere English reader, the famous Mons. de 
la Bruyere declares it to be the character of every good Subject in a Monarchy: ‘Where 
(says he) there is no such thing as lA>ve of our Country, the Interest, the Glory and Service 
of the Prince supply its place.’ De la Republique, Chap, to. 

528, The Effects of the Magus’s Cup are just contrary to that of Circe. Hers took away 
the shape, and left the human mind: This takes away the mind, and leaves the human 
«hapc. 
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But she, good Goddess, sent to ev’ry child 
Firm Impudence, or Stupefaction mild; 53 ° 

And strait succeeded, leaving shame no room, 

Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom. 

Kind Self-conceit to some her glass applies, 

Which no one looks in with another's eyes: 

But as the Flatt’rer m Dependant paint, 535 

Beholds himself a Patriot, Chief, or Saint. 

On others Interest her gay liv'r)' flings, 

Interest, that waves on Party-colour’d wings: 

TurnM to the Sun, she casts a thousand dyes. 

And, as she turns, the colours fall or rise. S 4 o 

Others the Syren Sisters warble round. 

And empty heads console with empty sound. 

No more, alas! the voice of Fame they hear. 

The balm of Dulness trickling in their ear. 

Great Cowper, Harcourt, Parker, Raymond, King, 54s 
Why all your Toils ? your Sons have learn’d to sing. 

How quick Ambition hastes to ridicule! 

The Sire is made a Peer, the Son a Fool. 

On some, a Priest succinct in amice white 
Attends; all flesh is nothing in his sight! 55 ° 

Beeves, at his touch, at once to jelly turn. 

And the huge Boar is shrunk into an Urn: 

The board with spacious miracles he loads, 

Turns Hares to Larks, and Pigeons into Toads. 

529. The only comfort such people can receive, must be owing in some shape or other 
to Dulness; which makes some stupid, others impudent, gives Self-<onceit to some, upon 
the Flatteries of their dependants, presents the false colours of Interest to others, and 
busies or amuses the rest with idle Pleasures or Sensuality, till they become easy under 
any infamy. Each of which species is here shadowed under Allegorical persons. 

544. The true Balm of Dulness, called by the Greek Physician KoAoxe/a, is a Sovereign 
remedy, and has its name from the Goddess herself. Its ancient Dispensators were her 
Poets; but it is now got into as many hands as Goddard’s Drops or Daflfy’s Elixir. It is 
prepared by the Clergy, as appears from several places of this poem: And by vcr. 534, 
535, it seems as if the Nobility had it made up in their own houses. This, which Opera is 
here said to administer, is but a spurious sort. See my Dissertaion on the SUphium of 
the Antients. Bent. 

553. Scriblerus seems at a loss in this place. Speciosa miracula (says he) according to 
Horace, were the monstrous Fables of the Cyclops, Lsestrygons, Scylla, Cr. What 
relation have these to the transformation of Hares into Larks, or of Pigeons into Toads? 

I shall tell thee. The Laestrygons spitted Men upon Spears, as we do Larks up>on Skewers: 
and the fair Pigeon turn’d to a Toad is similar to the fair Virgin Scylla ending in a filthy 
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Another (for in all what one can shine ?) 555 

Explains the Seve and Verdeur of the Vine. 

What cannot copious Sacrifice attone ^ 

Thy Treufles, Perigord! thy Hams, Bayonne! 

With French Libation, and Italian Strain, 

Wash Bladen white, and expiate Hays’s stain. 560 

Knight lifts the head, for what are crowds undone 
To three essential Partriges in one? 

Gone ev’ry blush, and silent all reproach. 

Contending Princes mount them in their Coach. 

Next bidding all draw near on bended knees, 565 

The Queen confers her Titles and Degrees. 

Her children first of more distinguish’d sort. 

Who study Shakespeare at the Inns of Court, 

Impale a Glow-worm, or Vertu profess. 

Shine in the dignity of F. R. S. 570 


beast. But here is the difficulty, why Pigeons in so shocking a shape should be brought to 
a Table. Hares indeed might be cut into Larks at a second dressing, out of frugality: Yet 
that seems no probable motive, when wc consider the extravagance before mention’d, 
of dissolving whole Oxen and Boars into a small vial of Jelly; nay it is expressly said, that 
attFUth is not/ling in his sight. I have searched in Apicius, Pliny, and the Feast ofTrimal- 
chlo, in vain: I can only resolve it into some mysterious superstitious Rite, as it is said 
to be done by a Priest^ and soon after called a Sacrifice, attended (as all ancient sacrifices 
were) with Libation and Song. ScJtiBL. 

This good Scholiast, not being acquainted with modem Luxury, was ignorant that 
these were only the miracles oi French Cookery, and that particularly Pigeons en crapeau 
were a common dish. 

555 - w all tphat one can shine?] Alludes to that of Virgil, Eel. 8 . 

—non omnia possumus omnes. 

556. Seve and Verdeur] French Terms relating to Wines. St. Evremont has a very 
pathetic Letter to a Nobleman in disgrace, advising him to seek Comfort in zgood Table, 
md particularly to be attentive to these Qualities in his Champaigne. 

560. Bladen — Hays] Names of Gamesters, Bladen is a black man. Robert Knight Cashier 
of the South-sea Company, who fled from England in J720, (afterwards pardoned in 
174a.)— -These lived with the utmost magnificence at Paris, and kept open Tables 
frequented by persons of the first Quality of England, and even by Princes of the Blood 
of France. 

Ibid. Bladen, die] The former Note of Bladen is a black man, is very absurd. The 
Manuscript here is partly obliterated, and doubtless could only have been. Wash 
Btaekmoors white, alluding to a known Proverb. Scribl. 

562. three essential Partriges in one?] i.e. two dissolved into Quintessence to make sauce 
for the third. The honour of this invention belongs to France, yet has it been cxccll’d by 
our native luxury, an hundred squab Turkeys being not unfrequently deposited in one 
Pye in the Bishopric of Durham: to which our Author alludes in ver. 593 of this work. 
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Some, deep Free-Masons, join the silent race 
Worthy to fill Pythagoras’s place: 

Some Botanists, or Florists at the least. 

Or issue Members of an Annual feast. 

Nor past the meanest unregarded, one 575 

Rose a Gregorian, one a Gormogon. 

The last, not least in honour or applause, 

Isis and Cam made Doctors of her Laws. 

Then blessing all, Go Children of my care! 

To Practice now from Theory repair. 580 

All my commands are easy, short, and full: 

My Sons! be proud, be selfish, and be dull. 

Guard my Prerogative, assert my Throne: 

This Nod confirms each Privilege your own. 

The Cap and Switch be sacred to his Grace; 585 

With Staff and Pumps the Marquis lead the Race; 

From Stage to Stage the licens’d Earl may run. 

Pair’d with his Fellow-Charioteer the Sun; 

571. The Poet all along expresses a very particular concern for this silent Race: He 
has here provided, that in case they will not waken or open (as was before proposed) to a 
Humming-Bird or Cockle, yet at worst they maybe made Free-Masons; where Taciturnity 
is the only essential Qiialification, as it was the chief of the disciples of Pythagoras. 

576. a Gregorian, one a Gormogon.\ A sort of Lay-brothers, Slips from the Root of the 
Free-Masons. 

581,582. We should be unjust to the reign of Dulness not to confess that her’s has one 
advantage in it rarely to be met with in Modern Governments, which is, that the public 
Education of her Youth sits and prepares them for the observance of her Laws, and the 
exertion of those Virtues she rccontmends. For what makes men prouder than the empty 
knowledge of Words', more selfish than the Free-thinker’s System of Morals; or duller 
than the profession of true Virtuosoship? Nor are her/nr/iVu/wnr less admirable in them¬ 
selves than in the fimess of these their several relations, to promote the harmony of the 
whole. For she tells her Sons, and with great truth, that ‘all her commands arc easy, 
short, and/«//.’ For is any thing in nature more easy than the exertion oi Pride, more 
short and simple than the principle of Selfishness, or more full and ample than the sphere 
of Dulness? Thus Birth, Education, and wise Policy all concurring to support the throne 
of our Goddess, great must be the strength thereof. 

584. This speech of Dulness to her Sons at parting may possibly fall short of the 
Reader s expectation; who may imagine the Goddess might give them a Charge of more 
consequence, and, from such a Theory as is before delivered, incite them to the practice 
of something more extraordinary', than to personate Running-Footmen, Jockeys, Stage 
Coachmen, (Sc. 

But if it be well consider’d, that whatever inclination they might have to do mischief, 
her sons are generally render’d harmless by their InabUity; and that it is the common 
effect of Dulness (even in her greatest efforts) to defeat her own design; the Poet, I am 
persuaded, will be justiBed, and it will be allow’d that these worthy persons, in their 
several ranks, do as much as can be expected from them. 
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The learned Baron Butterflies design, 

Or draw to silk Arachne’s subtile line; 59° 

The Judge to dance his brother Sergeant call; 

The Senator at Cricket urge the Ball; 

The Bishop stow (Pontific Luxury!) 

An hundred Souls of Turkeys in a pye; 

The sturdy Squire to Gallic masters stoop, 595 

And drown his Lands and Manors in a Soupe. 

Others import yet nobler arts from France, 

Teach Kings to fiddle, and make Senates dance. 

Perhaps more high some daring son may soar, 

Proud to my list to add one Monarch more; 600 

And nobly conscious. Princes are but things 
Born for First Ministers, as Slaves for Kings, 

Tyrant supreme! shall three Estates command, 

And MAKE ONE Mighty Dunciad of the Land! 

More she had spoke, but yawn’d—All Nature nods: 605 
What Mortal can resist the Yawn of Gods ? 

Churches and Chapels instantly it reach’d; 


590. This is one of the most ingenious employments assign’d, and therefore recom¬ 
mended only to Peers of Learning. Of weaving Stockings of the Webs of Spiders, see 
the Phil. Trans. 

591. Alluding perhaps to that ancient and solemn Dance intitled A Call of Sergeants. 

598. Teach Kings to fiddle] An ancient amusement of .Sovereign Princes, (viz,) Achilles, 
Alexander, Nero; tho’despised by Thcmistocles, who was a Republican Make Senates 
dance, either after their Prince, or to Pontoise, or Siberia. 

606. This verse is truly 1 lomcrical; as is the conclusion of the Action, where the great 
Mother composes all, in the same manner as iNtincrva at the period of the Odyssey.—It 
may indeed seem a very singular Epitasis ot a Poem, to end as this does, with a (treat 
Yaa>n\ but we must consider it as the Yawn of a Cod, and of powerful cflcct.s. It is not 
out of Nature, most long and grave counsels concluding in this very manner; Nor without 
Authority, the incomparable Spencer h.iving ended one of the most considerable of his 
works with a //war. but then it is the Hoar of a /.ion, the efiects thereof arc described 
as the Catastrophe of his Poem. 

607. The Progress of this Yawn is judicious, natural, and worthy to be noted. First it 
scizcih the Churches and Chapels; then catchcih the Schools, where, tho’ the boys be 
unwilling to sleep, the Masters arc not; Next W estniinster-hall. much more hard indeed 
to subdue, and not totally put to silence even by the Goddess; 'Phen the Cionvocation, 
which tho’ extremely desirous to speak, yet cannot: Even the House of Onmions, justly 
called the Sense of the Nation, is lost (that is to say suspended) during, the Yawn (far be it 
from our Author to suggest it could be lost any longer!) but it spreadeth at large over all 
the rest of the Kingdom, to such a degree, that Palinurus himself (tho’ as incapable of 
sleeping as Jupiter) yet noddeth for a moment: the effect of which, tho’ ever so moment¬ 
ary, could not but cause some Relaxation, for the time, in all public afl'airs. SCRJBU 
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(St. James’s first, for leaden Gilbert preach’d) 

Then catch’d the Schools; the Hall scarce kept awake; 

The Convocation gap’d, but could not speak: 

Lost was the Nation’s Sense, nor could be found, 

While the long solemn Unison went round: 

Wide, and more wide, it spread o’er all the realm; 

Ev’n Palinurus nodded at the Helm: 

The Vapour mild o’er each Committee crept; 

Unfinish’d Treaties in each Office slept; 

And Chiefless Armies doz’d out the Campaign; 

And Navies yawn’d for Orders on the Main. 

O Muse! relate (for you can tell alone, 

Wits have short Memories, and Dunces none) 

Relate, who first, who last resign’d to rest; 

Whose Heads she partly, whose completely blest; 

What Charms could Faction, what Ambition lull, 

The Venal quiet, and intrance the Dull; 

608. leaden] An Epithet from the /^^eshe had just then restored, according to that 
sublime custom of the Easterns, in calling new-born Princes after some great and recent 
Event. ScRtoL. 

610. Implying a great desire so to do, as the learned Scholiast on the place rightly 
observes. Therefore beware Reader lest thou take this Cape for a Yawn, which is 
attended with no desire but to go to rest: by no means the disposition of the Convoca¬ 
tion; whose melancholy case in short is this: She was, it is reported^ infected with the 
general influence of the Goddess, and while she was yawning at her ease, a wanton 
Courtier took her at this advantage, and in the very nick clap’d a Gog into her mouth. 
Well therefore may she be distinguished by huT gaping\ and this distressful posture it is 
our poet would describe, just as she stands at this day, a sad example of the effects of 
Dulncss and Malice unchecked and despised. Bent. 

614, 618. These Verses were written many years ago, and may be found in the State 
Poems of that time. So that Scriblcrus is mistaken, or whoever else have imagined this 
Poem of a fresher date. 

620. This seems to be the reason why the Poets, whenever they give us a Catalogue, 
constantly call for help on the Muses, who, as the Daughters of Memory, are obliged not 
to forget any thing. So Homer, Iliad 2. 

nXridvv 5* at' iy<a ovofjL-^vta, 

El fiif ’OXvfiTTiaSfs MoCaai, Aioi aty^oxoio 

QvytiTfpfs, fi.yr)aaia8' — 

And Virgil, ./En. 7. 

Et meministis enim. Diva, (S memorare potestis; 

Ad nos vix tenuis fama perlabitur aura. 

But our Poet had yet another reason for putting this Task upon the Muse, that all besides 
being asleep, she only could relate what passed. ScRiBL, 

624. It would be a Problem worthy the solution of Aristarchus himself, (and perhaps 
not of less importance than some of those weighty questions so long and wu^y dis- 


610 


615 


620 
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’Till drown’d was Sense, and Shame, and Right, and Wrong— 
O sing, and hush the Nations with thy Song ! 626 

***•*• 

In vain, in vain,—the all-composing Hour 
Resistless falls: The Muse obeys the Pow’r. 

She comes! she comes! the sable Throne behold 
Of Night PrimsEval, and of Chaos old! 630 

Before her. Fancy's gilded clouds decay, 

And all its varying Rain-bows die away. 

Wit shoots in vain its momentary fires, 

The meteor drops, and in a flash expires. 

As one by one, at dread Medea’s strain, 635 

The sick’ning stars fade off th’ethereal plain; 

As Argus’ eyes by Hermes’ wand opprest, 

Clos’d one by one to everlasting rest; 

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might, 

Art after Art goes out, and all is Night. 640 

See skulking Truth to her old Cavern fled, 

Mountains of Casuistry heap’d o’er her head! 

Philosophyy that lean’d on Heav’n before, 

Shrinks to her second cause, and is no more. 

puted amongst Homer’s Scholiasts, as, in which hand Venus was wounded, and what 
Jupiter whisper'd in the ear of Juno) to inform us, which required the greatest eftort of our 
Goddess’s power, to intrance the Pull, or to quiet the Venal. For iho’ the Venal may be 
more unruly than the Dull, yet, on the other hand, it demands a much greater expence 
of her Virtue to intrance than barely to quiet. Scridl. 

629. The sable Thrones of Night and Chaos, here represented as advancing to extin¬ 
guish the light of the Sciences, in the first place blot out the Colours of Fanejf, and damp 
the Fire of )Vit, before they proceed to their greater work. 

637. £1 quamvis sopor est oculorum parte receptus, 

Parte tamen vigilat - 

- Vidit Cyllenius omnes 

Succubuisse oculos, (Sc. Ovid, Met. i. 

641. Alluding to the saying of Democritus, That Truth lay at the bottom of a deep well, 
from whence he had drawn her: Though Butler says. He first put her in, before he drew 
her out. 

643. Philosophy, that lean’d on Ileav'n] Philosophy has at length brought things to 
that pass, as to have it esteemed unphilosuphical to rest in the first cause; as if its ends 
were an endless indagation of cause after cause, without ever coming to the first. So that 
to avoid this unlearned disgrace, some of the propagators of our best philosophy have 
had recourse to the contrivance here hinted at. For this Philosophy, which is founded in 
the principle of Gravitation, first considered that property in nutter, as something ex¬ 
trinsical to it, and impressed immediately by God upon It. Which fairly and modestly 
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Physic of Metaphysic begs defence, 645 

And Metaphysic calls for aid on Sense! 

See Mystery to Mathematics fly! 

In vain! they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die. 

Religion blushing veils her sacred fires. 

And unawares Morality expires. 650 

Nor public Flame, nor private, dares to shine; 

Nor human Spark is left, nor Glimpse divine! 

Lo! thy dread Empire, Chaos! is restor’d; 

Light dies before thy uncreating word: 

Thy hand, great Anarch! lets the curtain fall; 655 

And Universal Darkness buries All. 

coming up to the first Cause, was pushing natural enquiries as far as they should go. 
But this stopping, though at the extent of our ideas, was mistaken by foreign Philosophers 
as recurring to the occult qualities of the Peripatetics. To avoid which imaginary dis¬ 
credit to the new theory, it was thought proper to seek for the cause of gravitation in a 
certain elastic Jluid, which pervaded all body. By this means, instead of really advancing 
in natural enquiries, we were brought back again by this ingenious expedient to an un¬ 
satisfactory second cause: For it might still, by the same kind of objection, be asked, 
what was the cause of that elasticity? See this folly censured, ver. 475. 

645, 646. Certain writers, as Malbranch, Norris, and others, have thought it of impor¬ 
tance, in order to secure the existence of the soul, to bring in question the reality of body, 
which they have attempted to do by a very rcfitvcdmetaphysical reasoning: While others 
of the same party, in order to persuade us of the necessity of a Revelation which promises 
immortality, have been as anxious to prove that those qualities which are commonly 
supposed to belong only to an immaterial Being, arc but the result from the sensations 
of matter, and the soul naturally mortal. Thus between these different reasonings, they 
have left us neither Soul nor l^dy: nor the Sciences of Physics and Metaphysics the 
least support, by making them depend upon and go a begging to one another. 

647. A sort of men (who make human Reason the adequate measure of all Truth) having 
pretended that whatsoever is not fully comprehended by it, is contrary to it; certain 
defenders of Religion, who would not be outdone in a paradox, have gone as far in the 
opposite folly, and attempted to shew that the mysteries of Religion may be mathe¬ 
matically demonstrated; as the authors of Philosophic, or Astronomic Principles, 
natural and reveal'd. 

649. Religion blushing veils her sacred fires^ Blushing, not only at the view of these her 
false supports in the present overflow of duincss, but at the memory of the past\ when 
the barbarous learning of so many ages was solely employed in corrupting the simplicity, 
and defiling the purity of Religion. Amidst the extinction of all other Lights, she is said 
only to withdraw hers; as hers alone in its own nature is uncxtinguishable and eternal. 

650. It appears from hence that our Poet was of very different sentiments from the 
Author of the Characteristics, who has written .a formal treatise on Virtue, to prove it not 
only real but durable, without the support of Religion. The word unawares alludes to 
the confidence of those men who suppose that Morality would flourish best without it, 
and consequently to the surprize such would be in (if any such there are) who indeed love 
Virtue, and yet do all they can to root out the Religion of their Country. 
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I 

PREFACE 

Prefixed to the five first imperfect Editions of the DUNCIAD» 
in three books, printed at Dublin and London, in octavo and 
duodecimo, 1727 

The Publisher* to the Reader. 

TT will be found a true observation, tho* somewhat surprizing, that when 
-^any scandal is vented against a man of the highest distinction and charac¬ 
ter, either in the state or in literature, the public in general afford it a most 

• The Publisher] Who he was is uncertain; but Edward Ward tells us, in his preface to 
Durgen, ‘that most judges are of opinion this preface is not of English extraction, but 
Hibernian,’ Cr. He means it was written by Dr. Swift, who, whether publisher or not, 
may be said in a sort to be author of the poem: For when he, together with Mr. Pope j(for 
reasons specified in the preface to their Miscellanies) determined to own the most 
trilling pieces in which they had any hand, and to destroy all that remained in their 
power; the first sketch of this poem was snatched from the fire by Dr. Swift, who per¬ 
suaded his friend to proceed in it, and to him it was therefore inscribed. Dut the occasion 
of printing it was as follows. 

There was published in those Miscellanies, a Treatise of the Bathos, or Art of Sinking 
in Poetry, in which was a chapter, where the species of bad writers were ranged in 
classes, and initial letters of names prefixed, for the most part at random. But such was 
the Number of Poets eminent in that art, that some one or other took every letter to him¬ 
self. All fell into so violent a fury, that for half a year, or more, the common Newspapers 
(in most of which they had some property, as being hired writers) were filled w ith the 
most abusive falshoods and scurrilities they could possibly devise: A Liberty no ways to 
be wondered at in those people, and in those papers, that, for many years, during the 
uncontrolled Licence of the press, had aspersed almost all the great characters of the age; 
and this writh impunity, their own persons and names being utterly secret and obscure. 
This gave Mr. Pope the thought, that he had now some opportunity of doing good, by 
detecting and dragging into tight these common Enemies of mankind; since to invalidate 
this universal slander, it sufficed to shew what contemptible men were the authors of it. 
He was not without hopes, that by manifesting the dutness of those who had only malice 
to recommend them, either the booksellers would not find their account in employing 
them; or the men themselves, when discovered, want courage to proceed in so unlawful 
an occupation. This it was that gave birth to the Dunciad; and he thought it an happiness, 
that by the late flood of slander on himself, he had acquired such a peculiar right over 
their Names as was necessary to his design. 
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quiet reception; and the larger part accept it as favourably as if it were 
some kindness done to themselves: whereas if a known scoundrel or block¬ 
head but chance to be touch’d upon, a whole legion is up in arms, and it 
becomes the common cause of all scriblers, booksellers, and printers what¬ 
soever. 

Not to search too deeply into the reason hereof, I will only observe as a 
fact, that every week for these two months past, the town has been per¬ 
secuted withb pamphlets, advertisements, letters, and weekly essays, not 
only against the wit and writings, but against the character and person of 
Mr. Pope. And that of all those men who have received pleasure from his 
works, which by modest computation may be about a® hundred thousand 
in these kingdoms of England and Ireland; (not to mention Jersey, 
Guernsey, the Orcades, those in the new world, and foreigners who have 
translated him into their languages) of all this number not a man hath stood 
up to say one word in his defence. 

The only exception is the ‘^author of the following poem, who doubtless 
had either a better insight into the grounds of this clamour, or a better 
opinion of Mr. Pope’s integrity, join’d with a greater personal love for him, 
than any other of his numerous friends and admirers. 

Farther, that he was in his peculiar intimacy, appears from the know¬ 
ledge he manifests of the most private authors of all the anonymous pieces 
against him, and from his having in this poem attacked* no man living, 
who had not before printed, or published, some scandal against this gentle¬ 
man. 

How I came possest of it, is no concern to the reader; but it would have 
been a wrong to him had I detain’d the publication; since those names which 
are its chief ornaments die off daily so fast, as must render it too soon un¬ 
intelligible. If it provoke the author to give us a more perfect edition, I 
have my end. 

** Pamphlets, advertisements, (Sc.'\ Sec the List of those anonjTOOUS papers, with their 
dates and authors annexed, inserted before the Poem. 

' About a hundred thousand] It is surprizing with what stupidity this preface, which is 
almost a continued irony, was taken by those authors. All such passages as these were 
understood by Curl, Cook, Cibber, and others, to be serious. Hear the Laureate (Letter 
to Mr. Pope, p. q.) ‘Though I grant the Dunciad a better poem of its kind than ever was 
writ; yet, when I read it with those vain-glorious encumbrances of Notes and Remarks 
upon it, (Sc .—it is amazing, that you, who have writ with such masterly spirit upon the 
ruling Passion, should be so blind a slave to your own, as not to see how far a low avarice 
of Praise,' (Sc. (taking it for granted that the notes of Scribicrus and others, were the 
author’s own.) 

'* The author of the following poem, (Sc.] A very plain irony, speaking of Mr. Pope 
himself. 

* The publisher in these words went a little too far: But it is certain whatever names 
the reader finds that arc unknown to him, are of such; and the exception is only of two 
or three, whose dulncss, impudent scurrility, or self-conceit, all mankind agreed to have 
justly entitled them to a place in the Dunciad. 
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Who he is I cannot say, and (which is great pity) there is certainly^ 
nothing in his style and manner of writing w hich can distinguish or dis¬ 
cover him: For if it bears any resemblance to that of Mr. Pope, ’tis not 
improbable but it might be done on purpose, w ith a view to have it pass for 
his. But by the frequency of his allusions to Virgil, and a labour’d (not to 
say affected) shortness in imitation of him, I should think him more an 
admirer of the Roman poet than of the Grecian, and in that not of the same 
taste with his friend. 

I have been well inform’d, that this work was the labour of fuP? six 
years of his life, and that he wholly retired himself from all the avocations 
and pleasures of the world, to attend diligently to its correction and per¬ 
fection; and six years more he intended to bestow upon it, as it should 
seem by this verse of Statius which was cited at the head of his manu¬ 
script. 

Oh mthi bissenos multum vigilata per annos^ 

Duncia^! 

Hence also we learn the true title of the poem; which with the same 
certainty as we call that of Homer the Iliad, of Virgil the /Eneid, of 
Camocns the Lusiad, we may pronounce could have been, and can be no 
other than 

The DUNCIAD. 

It is styled Heroic, as being doubly so; not only with respect to its nature, 
which according to the best rules of the ancients, and strictest ideas of the 
moderns, is critically such; but also with regard to the heroical disposition 
and high courage of the writer, who dar’d to stir up such a formidable, 
irritable, and implacable race of mortals. 

There may arise some obscurity in chronology from the Names in the 
poem, by the inevitable removal of some authors, and insertion of others, 

* There it certainly nothing in hit style, (^e.\ This irony had small effect in concealing 
the author. The Dunciad, imperfect as it nas, had not been published two days, but the 
whole Town gave it to Mr. Pope. 

■ The labour of full six years, C^c ] This also was honestly and seriously believed by 
divers gentlemen of the Dunciad. J. Ralph, pref. to Sawney. ‘We are told it was the 
labour of six years, with the utmost assiduity and application: It is no great compliment 
to the author’s sense, to have employed so Urge a part of his life, Cfr.’ So also Ward, pref. 
to Durgen, ‘The Dunciad, as iltc publisher very wisely confesses, cost the author six 
years retirement from all the pleasures of life; though it is somewhat difficult to conceive, 
from either its bulk or beauty, that it could be so long in hatching, iS'r. But the length of 
time and closeness of application were mentioned to prepossess the reader with a good 
opinion of it.’ 

They just as well understood what Scribicrus said of the Poem. 

The prefacer to Curl’s Key, p. 3. took this word to be really in Statius: ‘By a quibble 
On the word Duncia, the Dunciad is formed.’ Mr. Ward also follows him in the same 

opinion. 



THE DUNCIAD 


S88 

in their niches. For whoever will consider the unity of the whole design, 
will be sensible, that the poem mas not made for these authorsy but these 
authors for the poem. I should judge that they were clapp’d in as they rose, 
fresh and fresh, and chang’d from day to day; in like manner as when the 
old boughs wither, we tlinist new ones into a chimney. 

I would not have the reader too much troubled or anxious, if he cannot 
decypher them; since when he shall have found them out, he will probably 
know no more of the persons than before. 

Yet we judg’d it better to preserve them as they are, than to change 
them for fictitious names; by which the satire would only be multiplied, 
and applied to many instead of one. Had the hero, for instance, been called 
Q)drus, how many would have affirm’d him to have been Mr. T. Mr. E. 
Sir R. B. ($c. but now all that unjust scandal is saved by calling him by 
a name, which by good luck happens to be that of a real person. 


II 

A LIST OF 

BOOKS, PAPERS, and VERSES, 

In which our Author was abused, before the Publication of the 
Dunciad; with the true Names of the Authors 

Reflections critical and satyrical on a late Rhapsody, called An Essay 
on Criticism. By Mr. Dennis, printed by B. Lintot, price ()d. 

A New Rehearsal, or Bays the younger; containing an E.xamen of Mr. 
Row’s plays, and a word or two on Mr. Pope’s Rape of the Lock. Anon, 
[by Charles Gildon] printed for J. Roberts, 1714. price is. 

Homerides, or a Letter to Mr. Pope, occasioned by his intended trans¬ 
lation of Homer. By Sir Iliad Doggrel. [Tho. Burnet and G. Ducket 
esquires] printed for W. Wilkins, 1715. price f)d. 

iEsop at the Bear-garden; a vision, in imitation of the Temple of Fame. 
By Mr. Preston. Sold by John Morphew', 1715. price 6</. 

The Catholic Poet, or Protestant Barnaby’s Sorrowful Lamentation; a 
Ballad about Homer’s Iliad. By Mrs. Centliwe, and others, 1715. price id. 

An Epilogue to a Puppet-shew at Bath, concerning the said Iliad. By 
George Ducket esq. printed by E. Curl. 
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A complete Key to the What d’ye call it. Anon, [by GrifHn a player, 

supervised by Mr. Th-] printed by J. Roberts, 1715. 

A true Character of Mr. P. and his writings, in a letter to a friend. Anon. 
[Dennis] printed for S. Popping, 1716, price 3</. 

The Confederates, a Farce. By Joseph Gay [J. D. Breval] printed for 
R. Burleigh, 1717, price u. 

Remarks upon Mr. Pope’s translation of Homer; with two letters con¬ 
cerning the Windsor Forest, and the Temple of Fame. By Mr. Dennis, 
printed for E. Curl, 1717, price ir. (id. 

Satyrs on the translators of Homer, Mr. P. and Mr. T. Anon. [Bez. 
Morris] 1717, price (id. 

The Triumvirate; or, a Letter from Palamon to Celia at Bath. Anon. 
[Leonard Welsted] 1711, Folio, price ir. 

The Battle of Poets, an heroic poem. By Tho. Cooke, printed for J. 
Roberts, Folio, 1725. 

Memoirs of Lilliput. Anon. [Eliza Haywood] octavo, printed in 1727. 
An Essay on Criticism, in prose. By the Author of the Critical History of 
England Q. Oldmixon] octavo, printed 1728. 

Gulliveriana and Alexandriana; with an ample preface and critique on 
Swift and Pope’s Miscellanies. By Jonathan Smedley, printed by J. Roberts, 
octavo, 1728. 

Characters of the Times; or, an account of the writings, characters, (Sc. 

of several gentlemen libelled by S-and P-, in a late Miscellany. 

Octavo, 1728. 

Remarks on Mr. Pope’s Rape of the Lock, in letters to a friend. By Mr. 
Dennis; written in 1724, though not printed till 1728, octavo. 


Verses^ Letters^ Essays, or Advertisements, in the public Prints 

British Journal, Nov. 25, 1727. A Letter on Swift and Pope’s Miscel¬ 
lanies. [Writ by M. Concanen.] 

Daily Journal, March 18, 1728. A Letter by Philo-mauri. James Moore 
Smith. 

Id. March 29. A Letter about Thersites; accusing the author of disaffec¬ 
tion to the Government. By James Moore Smith. 

Mist’s Weekly Journal, March 30. An Essay on the Arts of a Poet’s 
sinking in reputation; or, a Supplement to the Art of Sinking in Poetry. 
[Supposed by Mr. Theobald.] 

Daily Journal, April 3. A Letter under the name of Philoditto. By James 
Moore Smith. 

Flying Post, April 4. A Letter against Gulliver and Mr. P. [By Mr. 
Oldmixon.] 
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Daily Journal, April 5. An Auction of Goods at Twickenham. By James 
Moore Smith. 

The Flying Post, April 6. A Fragment of a Treatise upon Swift and 
Pope. By Mr. Oldmixon. 

The Senator, April 9. On the same. By Edward Roome. 

Daily Journal, April 8. Advertisement by James Moore Smith. 

Flying Post, April 13. Verses against Dr. Swift, and against Mr. P—*s 
Homer. By J. Oldmixon. 

Daily Journal, April 23, Letter about the translation of the character of 
Thersites in Homer. By Thomas Cooke, c. 

Mist’s Weekly Journal, April 27. A Letter of Lewis Theobald, 

Daily Journal, May 11. A Letter against Mr. P. at large. Anon. [John 
Dennis.] 

All these were afterwards reprinted in a pamphlet, entituled A Collec¬ 
tion of all the Verses, Essays, Letters, and Advertisements occasioned by 
Mr. Pope and Swift’s Miscellanies, prefaced by Concanen, Anonymous, 
octavo, and printed for A. Moore, 1728, price is. Others of an elder date, 
having lain as waste Paper many years, were, upon the publication of the 
Dunciad, brought out, and their Authors betrayed by the mercenary Book¬ 
sellers (in hope of some possibility of vending a few) by advertising them 
in this manner—‘The Confederates, a farce. By Capt. Breval (for 
which he was put into the Dunciad.) An Epilogue to Powel’s Puppet- 
show. By Col. Ducket (for which he is put into the Dunciad.) Essays, ($c. 
By Sir Richard Blackmore. (N.B. It was for a passage of this book that Sir 
Richard was put into the Dunciad.)’ And so of others. 

After the Dunciad^ 1728 

An Essay on the Dunciad. Octavo, printed for J. Roberts. [In this book, 
p. 9. it was formally declared, ‘That the complaint of the aforesaid Libels 
and Advertisements was forged and untrue; that all mouths had been 
silent, except in Mr. Pope’s praise; and nothing against him published, 
but by Mr. Theobald.*] 

Sawney, in blank verse, occasioned by the Dunciad; with a Critique on 
that poem. By J. Ralph [a person never mentioned in it at first, but 
inserted after] printed for J. Roberts, octavo. 

A complete Key to the Dunciad. By E. Curl, i2mo. price bd. 

A second and third edition of the same, with additions, i2mo. 

The Popiad. By E. Curl, extracted from J. Dennis, Sir Richard Black- 
more, (^c. i2mo. price 6</. 

The Curliad. By the same E. Curl. 

The Female Dunciad. Collected by the same Mr. Curl, lamo. price 6</. 
With the Metamorphosis of P. into a stinging Nettle. By Mr. Foxton, 
i2mo. 
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The Metamorphosis of Scriblerus into Snarlerus. By J. Smedley, 
printed for A. Moore, folio, price 6</. 

The Dunciad dissected. By Curl and one Mrs. Thomas, lamo. 

An Essay on the Taste and Writings of the present times. Said to be 
writ by a gentleman of C. C. C. Oxon, printed for J. Roberts, octavo. 

The Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, partly taken from Bouhours, with new 
Reflections, By John Oldmixon, octavo. 

Remarks on the Dunciad. By Mr. Dennis, dedicated to Theobald, octavo. 

A Supplement to the Profund. Anon, by Matthew Concanen, octavo. 

Mist’s Weekly Journal, June 8. A long Letter, signed W. A. Writ by 
some or other of the Club of Theobald, Dennis, Moore, Concanen, Cooke, 
who for some time held constant weekly meetings for these kind of per¬ 
formances. 

Daily Journal, June ii. A Letter, signed Philoscriblerus, on the name of 
Pope—Letter to Mr. Theobald, in verse, signed B. M. [Bezaleel Morris] 
against Mr. P—Many other little epigrams about this time in the same 
papers, by James Moore, and others. 

Mist’s Journal, June 22. A Letter by Lewis Theobald. 

Flying Post, August 8. Letter on Pope and Swift. 

Daily Journal, August 8. Letter charging the Author of the Dunciad 
with Treason. 

Durgen; a plain satyr on a pompous satyrist. By Edward Ward, with a 
little of James Moore. 

Apollo’s Maggot in his Cups. By E. Ward. 

Gulliveriana secunda. Being a Collection of many of the Libels in the 
News-papers, like the former Volume, under the same title, by Smedley. 
Advertised in the Craftsman, Nov. 9,1728, with this remarkable promise, 
that '‘any thing which any body should send as Mr. Pope’s or Dr. Swift’s, 
should be inserted and published as theirs.’ 

Pope Alexander’s supremacy and infallibility examined, By George 
Ducket and John Dennis, quarto. 

Dean Jonathan’s Paraphrase on the 4th chapter of Genesis. Writ by 
E. Roome, folio, 1729. 

Labeo. A paper of verses by Leonard Wclsted, which after came into 
One Epistle, and was published by James Moore, quarto, 1730. Another 
part of it came out in Welstcd’s ow n name, under the just title of Dulness 
and Scandal, folio, 1731. 

There have been since published 

Verses on the Imitator of Horace. By a Lady [or between a Lady, a Lord, 
and a Court-’squirc.] Printed for J. Roberts, folio. 

An Epistle from a Nobleman to a Doctor of Divinity, from Hampton- 
court [Lord H-y.j Printed for J. Roberts also, folio. 

A Letter from Mr. Cibber to Mr. Pope. Printed for W. Lewis in 
Covent-garden, octavo. 
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III 

ADVERTISEMENT 

To the First Edition with Notes, in Quarto, 1729 

It will be sufficient to say of this edition, that the reader has here a much 
more correct and complete copy of the Dunciad, than has hitherto 
appear’d. I cannot answer but some mistakes may have slipt into it, but a 
vast number of others will be prevented by the names being now not only 
set at length, but justified by the authorities and reasons given. I make no 
doubt, the author’s own motive to use real rather than feign’d names, was 
his care to preserve the innocent from any false application; whereas in the 
former editions, which had no more than the initial letters, he was made, 
by keys printed here, to hurt the inoffensive; and (what was worse) to 
abuse his friends, by an impression at Dublin. 

The commentary which attends this poem was sent me from several 
hands, and consequently must be unequally written; yet will have one 
advantage over most commentaries, that it is not made upon conjectures, 
or at a remote distance of time: And the reader cannot but derive one 
pleasure from the very Obscurity of the persons it treats of, that it partakes 
of the nature of a Secrety w'hich most people love to be let into, tho’ the 
men or the things be ever so inconsiderable or trivial. 

Of the Persons it was Judg’d proper to give some account: For since it is 
only in this monument that they must expect to survive (and here survive 
they will, as long as the English tongue shall remain such as it was in the 
reigns of queen Anne and king George,) it seem’d but humanity to 
bestow a word or two upon each. Just to tell what he was, what he writ, 
when he liv’d, and when he died. 

If a word or two more are added upon the chief offenders, ’tis only as a 
paper pinn’d upon the breast, to mark the enormities for >vhich they 
suffer’d; lest the correction only should be remember’d, and the crime for¬ 
gotten. 

In some articles it was thought sufficient, barely to transcribe from 
Jacob, Curl, and other writers of their own rank, who were much better 
acquainted with them than any of the authors of this comment can pre¬ 
tend to be. Most of them had drawn each other’s characters on certain 
occasions; but the few here inserted are all that could be saved from the 
general destruction of such w'orks. 
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Of the part of Scriblerus I need say nothing; his manner is well enough 
known, and approv’d by all but those who are too much concern d to be 

judges. 

The Imitations of the Ancients are added, to gratify those who either 
never read, or may have forgotten them; together with some of the parodies 
and allusions to the most excellent of the Modems. If, from the frequency 
of the former, any man think the poem too much a Cento, our poet will 
but appear to have done the same thing in jest which Boileau did in 
earnest; and upon which Vida, Fracastorius, and many of the most 
eminent Latin poets, professedly valued themselves. 


IV 

ADVERTISEMENT 

To the First Edition, separate, of 
The Fourth Book of the DUNCIAD 


We apprehend it can be deemed no injury to the author of the three first 
books of the Dunciad, that we publish this Fourth. It was found merely by 
accident, in taking a survey of the Library of a late eminent nobleman, but 
in so blotted a condition, and in so many detach d pieces, as plainly 
shewed it to be not only incorrect, but unfinished. That the author of the 
three first books had a design to extend and complete his poem in this 
manner, appears from the dissertation prefixt to it, where it is said, that 
the design is more extensive, and that we may expect other episodes to complete 
it: And from the declaration in the argument to the third book, that the 
accomplishment of the prophecies therein, would be the theme hereafter of a 
greater Dunciad. But whether or no he be the author of this, we declare 
ourselves ignorant. If he be, we are no more to be blamed for the publica¬ 
tion of it, than Tucca and Varius for that of the last six books of the 
iEneid, tho’ perhaps inferior to the former. 

If any person be possessed of a more perfect copy of this work, or of any 
other fragments of it, and will communicate them to the publisher, we shall 
make the next edition more complete: In which, we also promise to insert 
any Criticisms that shall be published (if at all to the purpose) with the 
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Names of the Authors; or any letters sent us (tho’ not to the purpose) shall 
yet be printed under the title of Epistola Obscurorum Virorum; which, 
together with some others of the same kind formerly laid by for that end, 
may make no unpleasant addition to the future impressions of this poem. 


V 

THE 

GUARDIAN 

Being a continuation of some former Papers on the Subject of 

Pastorals 

Monday^ April 27, 1713 

Compulerantque greges Corydon ($ Thyrsis in unum .— 

Ex illo Corydon^ Corydon est tempore nobis. 


I DES IGNED to have troubled the reader with no farther discourse of 
Pastoral; but being informed that I am taxed of partiality, in not mention¬ 
ing an author whose Eclogues are published in the same volume with Mr. 
Philips’s; I shall employ this paper in observations upon him, written in 
the free spirit of criticism, and without any apprehension of offending that 
gendeman, whose character it is, that he takes the greatest care of his 
works before they are published, and has the least concern for them 
afterwards. 

I have laid it down as the first rule of Pastoral, that its idea should be 
taken from the manners of the Golden Age, and the moral form’d upon the 
representation of innocence; ’ds therefore plain that any deviations from that 
design degrade a poem from being truly pastoral. In this view' it will appear 
that Virgil can only have two of his Eclogues allowed to be such: his first 
and ninth must be rejected, because they describe the ravages of armies, 
and oppressions of the innocent; Coiy'don’s criminal passion for Alexis 
throws out the second; the calumny and railing in the third are not proper 
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to that state of concord; the eighth represents unlawful ways of procuring 
love by inchantments, and introduces a shepherd whom an inviting pre¬ 
cipice tempts to self-murder: As to the fourth, sixth, and tenth, they are 
given up by Heinsius, Salmasius, Rapin®, and the critics in general. They 
likewise observe that but eleven of all the Idyllia of Theocritus are to be 
admitted as Pastorals; and even out of that number the greater part will be 
excluded for one or other of the reasons above mentioned. So that when I 
remark’d in a former paper, that Virgil’s Eclogues taken altogether are 
rather select poems than Pastorals; I might have said the same thing with 
no less truth of Theocritus. The reason of this I take to be yet unobserved 
by the critics, viz. They never meant them all for pastorals. 

Now it is plain Philips hath done this, and in that particular excelled 
both Theocritus and Virgil. 

As Simplicity is the distinguishing characteristic of Pastoral, Virgil hath 
been thought guilty of too courtly a style; his language is perfectly pure, 
and he often forgets he is among peasants. I have frequently wondered that 
since he was so conversant in the writings of Ennius, he had not imitated 
the rusticity of the Doric, as well by the help of the old obsolete Roman 
language, as Philips hath by the antiquated English: For example, might 
not he have said quoi instead of r«/, quoijutn for ctijum^ volt for v«/r, CTr. as 
well as our modern hath wellaJay for aluSy whihtne for of oldy make mock for 
deridcy and witless younglings for simple lambsy (5 c. by which means he had 
attained as much of the air of Theocritus, as Philips hath of Spencer. 

Mr. Pope hath fallen into the same error with Virgil. His clowns do not 
converse in all the simplicity proper to the country; his names are 
borrowed from Theocritus and Virgil, which are improper to the scene of 
his Pastorals: He introduces Daphnis, Alexis, and Thyrsis on British 
plains, as Virgil hath done before him on the Mantuan. Whereas Philips, 
who hath the strictest regard to propriety, makes choice of names peculiar 
to the country, and more agreeable to a reader of delicacy, such as Hobbi- 
nol, Lobbin, Cuddy, and Colin-Clout. 

So easy as pastoral writing may seem (in the simplicity we have de¬ 
scribed it) yet it requires great reading, both of the ancients and moderns, 
to be a master of it. Philips hath given us manifest proofs of his knowledge 
of books. It must be confessed his competitor hath imitated some single 
thoughts of the ancients well enough (if we consider he had not the 
happiness of an University education) but he hath dispersed them, here 
and there, without that order and method which Mr. Philips observes, 
whose whole third Pastoral is an instance how well he hath studied the fifth 
of Virgil, and how judiciously reduced Virgil’s thoughts to the standard 
of Pastoral; as his contention of Colin-Clout and the Nightingale shows 
with what exactness he hath imitated every line in Strada. 


See Rapin de Carm. Par. 3. 



THE DUNCIAD 


596 

When I remarked it as a principal fault to introduce fruits and flowers of 
a foreign growth, in the descriptions where the scene lies in our own 
country, I did not design that observation should extend also to animals, or 
the sensitive life; for Mr. Philips hath with great judgment described 
Wolves in England in his first Pastoral. Nor would I have a poet slavishly 
confine himself (as Mr. Pope hath done) to one particular season of the 
year, one certain time of the day, and one unbroken scene in each Eclogue. 
’Tis plain Spencer neglected this pedantry, who in his Pastoral of 
November mentions the mournful song of the Nightingale. 

Sad Philomel her song in tears doth steep. 

And Mr. Philips, by a poetical creation, hath raised up finer beds of 
flowers than the most industrious gardiner; his roses, endives, lillies, king¬ 
cups, and daffidils blow all in the same season. 

But the better to discover the merits of our two contemporary Pastoral 
writers, I shall endeavour to draw a parallel of them, by setting several of 
their particular thoughts in the same light, whereby it will be obvious how 
much Philips hath the advantage. With what simplicity he introduces two 
shepherds singing alternately! 

Hobb. Comtf, Rosalind^ 0 come^for without thee 
What pleasure can the country have for me! 

Come, Rosalind, 0 come; my brinded kine. 

My snowy sheep, my farm, and all are thine, 

Lanq. Come, Rosalind, 0 come; here shady how'rs. 

Here are cool fountains, and here springing flow'rs. 

Come, Rosalind; here ever let us stay. 

And sweetly waste our live-long time away. 

Our other Pastoral writer, in expressing the same thought, deviates into 
downright Poetry: 

Streph. In spring, the fields, in autumn, hills I love; 

At mom the plains, at noon the shady grove; 

But Delia always; forc'd from Delia's sight. 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 

Daph. Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 

More bright than noon, yet fresh as early day; 

Ev'n spring displeases when she shines not here. 

But blest with her 'tis spring throughout the year. 

In the first of these authors, two shepherds thus innocently describe the 
behaviour of their mistresses: 
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Hobb. As Marian bath'd^ by chance / passed by. 

She blush'd, and at me cast a side-long eye; 

Then swift beneath the crystal wave she trfd 
Her beauteous form, but all in vain to hide. 

Lanq. As I to cool me hathd one sultry day. 

Fond Lydia lurking in the sedges lay: 

The wanton laugh'd, and seem'd in haste to fly; 

Yet often stopp'd, and often turn'd her eye. 

The other modern (who, it must be confessed, hath a knack of versifying) 
hath it as follows: 

Streph. Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain. 

Then, hid in shades, eludes her eager swain; 

But feigns a laugh, to see me search around. 

And by that laugh the willing fair is found. 

Daph. The sprightly Sylvia trips along the green. 

She runs, but hopes she does not run unseen. 

While a kind glance at her pursuer flies. 

How much at variance are her feet and eyes! 

There is nothing the writers of this kind of poetry are fonder of, than 
descriptions of pastoral presents. Philips says thus of a sheep-hook: 

Of season'd elm, where studs of brass appear. 

To speak the giver's name, the month and year; 

The hook of polish'd steel, the handle turn'd. 

And richly by the graver's skill adorn'd. 

The other of a bowl embossed with figures: 

- where wanton ivy twines. 

And swelling clusters bend the curling vines; 

Four figures rising from the work appear. 

The various seasons of the rolling year; 

And what is that which binds the radiant sky. 

Where twelve bright signs in beauteous order lie? 

The simplicity of the swain in this place, who forgets the name of the 
zodiac, is no ill imitation of Virgil: but how much more plainly and un¬ 
affectedly would Philips have dressed this thought in his Doric ? 

And what that hight which girds the welkin sheen. 

Where twelve gay signs in meet array are seen? 
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If the reader would indulge his curiosity any farther in the comparison 
of particulars, he may read the first Pastoral of Philips with the second of 
his contemporary; and the fourth and sixth of the former with the fourth 
and first of the latter; where several parallel places will occur to every one. 

Having now shown some parts in which these two writers may be com¬ 
pared, it is a justice I owe to Mr. Philips, to discover those in which no 
man can compare with him. First, that beautiful rusticity, of which I shall 
only produce two instances of an hundred not yet quoted: 

0 woeful day! 0 day of woe! quoth he; 

And woeful /, who live the day to see! 

The simplicity of the diction, the melancholy flowing of the numbers, the 
solemnity of the sound, and the easy turn of the words in this dirge (to 
make use of our author’s expression) are extremely elegant. 

In another of his Pastorals, a shepherd utters a dirge not much inferior 
to the former, in the following lines: 

Ah wf, the while! ah me! the luckless day! 

Ah luckless lad! the rather might / say! 

Ah silly I! more silly than my sheeps 

Which on the flow'ry plain I once did keep. 


How he still charms the ear with these artful repetitions of the epithets; 
and how significant is the last verse! I defy the most common reader to 
repeat them without feeling some motions of compassion. 

In the next place I shall rank his Proverbs, in which I formerly observed 
he excels. For example: 

A rolling stone is ever bare of moss; 

And^ to their cost^ green years old proverbs cross. 

—He that late lies down, as late will rise, 

.-Ind, sluggard-like, 'till noon-day snoring lies. 

—Against ill luck all cunning foresight fails; 

Whether we sleep or wake, it nought avails. 

—Nor fear, from upright sentence, wrong. 


Lastly, his elegant dialect, which alone might prove him the eldest born 
of Spencer, and our only true Arcadian. I should think it proper for the 
several writers of Pastoral to confine themselves to their several counties. 
Spencer .seems to have been of this opinion; for he hath laid the scene of 
one of his Pastorals in Wales; where with all the simplicity natural to that 
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part of our island, one shepherd bids the other good-morrow, in an unusual 
and elegant manner: 

Diggon Davy, I bid htir God~day; 

Or Diggon hur is, or I mis-say. 

Diggon answers, 

Hur was hur while it was day^light; 

But now hur is a most wretched wight, ( 5 c. 

But the most beautiful example of this kind that I ever met with, is in a 
very valuable piece which I chanced to find among some old manuscripts, 
entituled a Pastoral Ballad; which I think, for its nature and simplicity, may 
(notwithstanding the modesty of the title) be allowed a perfect Pastoral. 
It is composed in the Somersetshire dialect, and the names such as are 
proper to the country people. It may be observed, as a farther beauty of 
this Pastoral, the words Nymph, Dryad, Naiad, Fawn, Cupid, or Satyr, 
are not once mentioned throughout the whole. I shall make no apology 
for inserting some few lines of this excellent piece. Cicily breaks thus into 
the subject as she is going a milking: 

Cicily. Rager,go vetch tha kee^, or else tha zun 
Will quite be go, bevore c'have half a don. 

Roger. Thou shouldst not ax ma tweece, but I've a bee 
To dreave our bull to bull tha parson's kee. 

It is to be observed, that this whole dialogue is formed upon the passion 
of jealousy, and his mentioning the parson’s kine naturally revives the 
jealousy of the shepherdess Cicily, which she expresses as follows: 

Gcily. Ah Rager, Rager! ches was zore avraid 

When in yon vield you kiss'd the parson's maid; 

Is this the love that once to me you zed. 

When from tha wake thou brought'st me ginger-bread! 

Roger. Cicily, thou charg'st me valse,—Tll zwear to thee 
Tha parson's maid is still a maid for me. 

In which answer of his are expressed at once that spirit of Religion, and 
that Innocence of the Golden Age, so necessary to be observed by all 
writers of Pastoral. 

At the conclusion of this piece, the author reconciles the lovers, and ends 
the eclogue the most simply in the world: 

So Rager parted, vor to vetch tha kee; 

And vor her bucket in went Cicily. 

That is, the kine, or cows. 
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I am loth to shew my fondness for antiquity so far as to prefer this ancient 
British author to our present English writers of Pastoral; but I cannot 
avoid making this obvious remark, that Philips hath hit into the same road 
with this old West-country bard of ours. 

After all that hath been said, I hope none can think it any injustice to 
Mr. Pope, that I forbore to mention him as a Pastoral writer; since upon 
the whole, he is of the same class with Moschus and Bion, whom we have 
excluded that rank; and of whose eclogues, as well as some of VirgiPs, it 
may be said, that (according to the description we have given of this sort 
of poetry) they are by no means Pastorals, but something better. 


VI 

O F T H E 

POET LAUREATE 
November 19, 1729 


T H E time of the election of a Poet Laureate being now at hand, it may 
be proper to give some account of the rites and ceremonies anciently 
used at that Solemnity, and only discontinued through the neglect and 
degeneracy of later times. These we have extracted from an historian of 
undoubted credit, a reverend bishop, the learned Paulus Jovius; and are 
the same that were practised under the pontificate of Leo X, the great 
restorer of learning. 

As we now see an age and a court, that for the encouragement of poetry 
rivals, if not exceeds, that of this famous Pope, we cannot but wish a 
restoration of all its honours to poesy', the rather, since there are so many 
parallel circumstances in the person who was then honoured with the 
laurel, and in him, who (in all probability) is now to wear it. 

I shall translate my author exactly as I find it in the Sad chapter of his 
Elogia Vir. Doct. He begins with the character of the poet himself, who 
was the original and father of all Laureates, and called Camillo. He was a 
plain country-man of Apulia, whether a shepherd or thresher, is not material. 
‘This man (says Jovius) excited by the fame of the great encouragement 
given to poets at court, and the high honour in which they were held, came 
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to the city, bringing with him a strange kind of lyre in his hand, and at 
least some twenty thousand of verses. AH the w’its and critics of the court 
flock’d about him, delighted to see a clown, with a ruddy, hale complexion, 
and in his own longhair, so top full of poetry; and at the first sight of him 
all agreed he was born to be Poet Laureate*. He had a most hearty 
welcome in an island of the river Tiber (an agreeable place, not unlike our 
Richmond) where he was first made to eat and drink plentifully, and to 
repeat his verses to every body. Then they adorn’d him with a new and 
elegant garland, composed of vine-leaves, laurel, and brassica (a sort of 
cabbage) so composed, says my author, emblematically, ut tarn sales, quam 
lepida ejus temulentia, Brassica remedio cohibenda, notaretur. He was then 
saluted by common consent with the title of archi-poeta, or arch-poet, in the 
style of those days, in ours, Poet Laureate. This honour the poor man 
received with the most sensible demonstrations of joy, his eyes drunk with 
tears and gladness^. Next the public acclamation was expressed in a 
canticle, which is transmitted to us, as follows: 

Salve, brassicea virens corona, 

Et lauro, archipoeta, pampinoque! 

Dignus principis auribus Leonis. 

All hail, arch-poet without peer! 

Vine, bay, or cabbage fit to wear. 

And worthy of the prince’s ear. 

From hence he w as conducted in pomp to the Capitol of Rome, mounted 
on an elephant, thro’ the shouts of the populace, where the ceremony 
ended.’ 

The historian tells us farther, ‘That at his introduction to Leo, he not 
only poured forth verses innumerable, like a torrent, but also sung them 
with open mouth. Nor was he only once introduced, or on stated days (like 
our Laureates) but made a companion to his master, and entertained as one 
of the instruments of his most elegant pleasures. When the prince was at 
table, the poet had his place at the window. When the prince had 'half eaten 
his meat, he gave with his own hands the rest to the poet. When the poet 
drank, it was out of the prince’s own flagon, insomuch (says the historian) 
that thro’ so great food eating and drinking he contracted a most terrible 
gout.’ Sorry I am to relate what follow s, but that I cannot leave my reader’s 
curiosity unsatisfied in the catastrophe of this extraordinary man. To use 
my author’s words, which are remarkable, mortuo Leone, projligatisque poetis 
Cic. ‘When Leo died, and poets were no more’ (for I would not understand 
Profligatis literally, as if poets then w’ere profligate) this unhappy Laureate 
was forthwith reduced to return to his country, where, oppress’d with old 
oge and want, he miserably perish’d in a common hospital. 

* Apulus praepingui vu!tu alaccr, & prolixe comatus, omnino dignus festa laurea 
vidcretur. Manantibus pr* gaudio oculis. * Semesis opsoniis. 
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We see from this sad conclusion (which may be of example to the poets 
of our time) that it were happier to meet with no encouragement at all, to 
remain at the plough, or other lawful occupation, than to be elevated above 
their condition, and taken out of the common means of life, without a surer 
support than the temporary ^ or, at best, mortal favours of the great. It was 
doubtless for this consideration, that when the Royal Bounty was lately 
extended to a rural genius^ care was taken to settle it upon him for life. And 
it hath been the practice of our Princes, never to remove from the station of 
Poet Laureate any man who hath once been chosen, tho* never so much 
greater Genius’s might arise in his rime. A noble instance, how much the 
charity of our monarchs hath exceeded their love of fame. 

To come now to the intent of this paper. We have here the whole 
ancient ceremonial of the Laureate. In the first place the crown is to be 
mix’d with vine-leaveSy as the vine is the plant of Bacchus, and full as 
essential to the honour, as the butt of sack to the salary. 

Secondly, the brassica must be made use of as a qualifier of the former. 
It seems the cabbage was anciently accounted a remedy for drunkenness^ a 
power the French now ascribe to the onion, and style a soupe made of it, 
soupe d' Yvronge. I would recommend a large mixture of the brassica if Mr. 
Dennis be chosen; but if Mr. Tibbald, it is not so necessary, unless the 
cabbage be supposed to signify the same thing wth respect to poets as to 
taylorSyyiz. stealing. I should judge it not amiss to add another plant to this 
garland, to wit, ivy: Not only as it anciently belonged to peers in general; 
but as it is emblematical of the three virtues of a court poet in particular; 
it is creeping^ dirty^ and dangling. 

In the next place, a canticle must be composed and sung in laud and 
praise of the new poet. If Mr. Cibber be laureated, it is my opinion no 
man can write this but himself; And no man, I am sure, can sing it so affect- 
ingly. But what this canticle should be, either in his or the other candidates 
case, I shall not pretend to determine. 

Thirdly, there ought to be a public shoWy or entry of the poet: To settle 
the order or procession of which, Mr. Anstis and Mr. Dennis ought to 
have a conference. I apprehend here two difficulties: One, of procuring an 
elephant’y the other of teaching the poet to ride him: Therefore I should 
imagine the next animal in size or dignity would do best; either a mule or a 
large ass; particularly if that noble one could be had, whose portraiture 
makes so great an ornament of the Dundady and which (unless I am mis¬ 
inform’d) is yet in the park of a nobleman near this city:—Unless Mr 
Cibber be the man; who may, with great propriety and beauty, ride on 
a dragouy if he goes by land; or if he chuse the water, upon one of his 
own iwans from Casar in Egypt. 

We have spoken sufficiently of the ceremony; let us now speak of the 
qualifications and privileges of the Laureate. First, we see he must be able 
to make verses extemporey and to pour forth innumerable, if requir’d. In 
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this I doubt Mr.TiBBALD. Secondly* he ought to sing, and intrepidly, 
patulo ore: Here, I confess the excellency of Mr. Cibber. Thirdly, he 
ought to carry a iyre about with him: If a large one be thought too cum¬ 
bersome, a small one may be contrived to hang about the neck, like an 
order, and be very much a grace to the person. Fourthly, he ought to 
have a good stomach, to eat and drink whatever his betters think fit; and 
therefore it is in this high office as in many others, no puny constitution 
can discharge it. I do not think Cibber or Tibbald here so happy: 
but rather a stanch, vigorous, season’d, and dry old gentleman, whom I 
have in my eye. 

I could also wish at this juncture, such a person as is truly jealous of the 
honour and dignity oipoetry, no joker, or trifler; but a bard \T\goodearnest', 
nay, not amiss if a critic, and the better if a little obstinate. For when we 
consider what great privileges have been lost from this office (as we see from 
the forecited authentic record of Jovius) namely those oifeeding from the 
prince's table, drinking out of his oam flaggon, becoming even his domestic 
and companion', it requires a man warm and resolute, to be able to claim 
and obtain the restoring of these high honours. I have cause to fear the 
most of the candidates would be liable, either through the influence of 
ministers, or for rewards or favours, to give up the glorious rights of the 
Laureate: Yet I am not without hopes, there is one, from whom a serious 
and steddy assertion of these privileges may be expected; and, if there be 
such a one, I must do him the justice to say, it is Mr. Dennis the worthy 
president of our society. 


VII 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Printed in the Journals, 1730 

W HEREAS, upon occasion of certain Pieces relating to the 
Gentlemen of the Dunciad, some have been willing to suggest, 
as if they looked upon them as an abuse: we can do no less than own, it is 
our opinion, that to call these Gentlemen bad authors is no sort of abuse, 
but a great truth. We cannot alter this opinion without some reason; but 
we promise to do it in respect to every person who thinks it an injury to 
be represented as no Wit, or Poet, provided he procures a Certificate of 
his being really such, from any three of his companions in the Dunciad, or 
from Mr. Dennis singly, who is esteemed equal to any three of the number. 
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VIII 

A 

PARALLEL 

OF THE 

CHARACTERS 

OF 

Mr. DRYDEN and Mr. POPE 
As drawn by certain of their Contemporaries 

Mr. Dryden 

His Politics, Religion, Morals 

M r. Dryden is a mere renegade from monarchy, poetry, and good 
sense*. A true republican son of a monarchical Church^. A repub¬ 
lican Atheist®. Dryden was from the beginning an dAAoTr/jdaoAAo?, and I 
doubt not will continue so to the lasP*. 

In the poem call’d Absalom and Achitophelzvt notoriously traduced, The 
King, the Queen, the Lords and Gentlemen, not only their honour¬ 
able persons exposed, but the whole Nation and its Representa¬ 
tives notoriously libell’d. It is scandalum magnatum^ yea of Majesty 
itself®. 

• Milboum on Dryden’s Virgil, 8vo. 1698, p. 6. 

»> pag. 38. * pag. 192- ^ pag- 8. 

® Whip and Key, 410. printed for R. Janeway, i68a. Preface. 
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A 

PARALLEL 

OF THE 

CHARACTERS 


0 F 

Mr. POPE and Mr. DRYDEN 
As drawn by certain of their Contemporaries 

Mr. Pope 

His Politics, Religion, Morals 


M r. Pope is an open and mortal enemy to his country, and the com¬ 
monwealth of learning*. Some call him a popish whig, which is 
directly inconsistent^. Pope, as a papist, must be a tory and high flyer*. 
He is both a whig and tory**. 

He hath made it his custom to cackle to more than one party in their 
own sentiments*. 

In his Miscellanies, the Persons abused are, TheKiNG, the Queen, 
His late Majesty, both Houses of Parliament, the Privy-Council, 
the Bench of Bishops, the Establish’d Church, the present Minis¬ 
try, (He. To make Sense of some passages, they must be construed 
into Royal Scandal^ 

• Dennis’s Rem. on the Rape of the Lock, Pref. p. xii. 

^ Dundad dissected. 

* Pref. to GuUiveriana. 

Dennis, Character of Mr. Pope. 

• Theobald, Letter in Mist’s Journal, June 22, 1728. 

' List, at the end of a Collection of Verses, Letters, Advertisements, 8vo. Printed for 
A. Moore, 1728, and the Preface to it, p. 6. 
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He looks upon God’s gospel as a foolish fable, like the Pope, to whom he 
is a pitiful purveyor^. His very Christianity may be questioned^. He ought 
to expect more severity than other men, as he is most unmerciful in his 
own reflections on others**. With as good a right as his Holiness, he sets up 
for poetical infallibility*. 

Mr. DRYDEN only a Versifier 

His whole Libel is all bad matter, beaurify’d (which is all that <^n be 
said of it) with good metre*^. Mr. Dryden’s genius did not appear in any 
thing more than his Versification, and whether he is to be ennobled for 
that only, is a question*. 


Mr. DRYDEN’S Virgil 

Tonson calls it Dryden*s Virgil^ to shew that this is not that Virgil so 
admir’d in the Augustisan age; but a Virgil of another stamp, a silly, 
impertinent, nonsensical writer"*. None but a Bavius, a Msvius, or a 
Bathyllus carp’d at Virgil; and none but such unthinking Vermin admire 
his Translator". It is true, soft and easy lines might become Ovid’s 
Epistles or Art of Love—But Virgil, who is all great and majestic, £ 5 'r. 
requires strength of lines, weight of words, and closeness of expressions; 
not an ambling Muse running on Carpet-ground, and shod as lightly as a 
Newmarket-racer.—He has numberless faults in his Author’s meaning, 
and in propriety of expression®. 


Mr. DRYDEN understood no Greek nor Latin 

Mr. Dryden was once, I have heard, at Westminster School: Dr. Busby 
would have whipt him for so childish a Paraphrase?. The meanest Pedant 
in England would whip a Lubber of twelve for construing so absurdly*^. 
The Translator is mad, ever)' line betrays his StupidityL The faults are 
innumerable, and convince me that Mr. Dryden did nor, or would not 
understand his Author*. This shews how fit .Mr. D. may be to translate 
Homer! A mistake in a single letter might fall on the Printer well enough, 
but elx^P for I’xdjp must be the error of the Author: Nor had he art 
enough to correct it at the Press*. Mr. Dryden writes for the Court 
Ladies.—He writes for the Ladies, and not for use*'. 

The Translator puts in a little Burlesque now and then into Virgil, for a 
Ragout to his cheated Subscribers*''. 


r Ibid. ^ Milboum, p. 9. 

‘ pag. 39 - 

‘ Oldtnixon, Essay on Criticism, p. 84. 

“ Pag- 35- ** ^92. 

<i Pag. 203. * Pag. 78. 

» Pag. 19. Pag. 114, 190. 


Ibid. p. 175. 

^ Whip and Key, Pref. 

“ Milboum, pag. 2. 
p Milboum, p. 72. 
• Pag. 206. 

Pag. 67. 
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He is a Popish Rhymester, bred up with a contempt of the Sacred 
Writingss. His Religion allows him to destroy Hereticks, not only with 
his pen, but with fire and sword; and such were all those unhappy Wits 
whom he sacrificed to his accursed Popish Principles^*. It deserved Ven¬ 
geance to suggest, that Mr. Pope had less Infallibility than his Namesake 
at Rome^ 

Mr. POPE only a Versifier 

The smooth numbers of the Dunciad are all that recommend it, nor has 
it any other merit*'. It must be own’d that he hath got a notable knack of 
rhyming and writing smooth verse*. 

Mr. POPE’S Homer 

The Homer which Lintot prints, does not talk like Homer, but like 
Pope; and he who translated him one would swear had a Hill in Tip¬ 
perary for his Parnassus, and a puddle in some Bog for his Hippocrene™. 
He has no Admirers among those that can distinguish, discern, and judge". 

He hath a knack at smooth verse, but w’ithout either Genius or good 
sense or any tolerable knowledge of English. I'he qualities which dis¬ 
tinguish Homer are the beauties of his Diction and the Harmony of his 
Versification.—But this little Author, who is so much in vogue, has 
neither sense in his Thoughts, nor English in his Expressions'*. 

Mr. POPE understood no Greek 

He hath undertaken to translate Homer from the Greek, of w hich he 
knows not one word, into English, of which he understands as littleP. I 
wonder how this Gentleman would look, should it be discover’d, that he 
has not translated ten verses together in any book of Homer w ith justice to 
the Poet, and yet he dares reproach his fcllow-wTiters with not under 
sunding Greck«i. He has stuck so little to his Original as to have his know¬ 
ledge in Greek call’d in question''. I should be glad to know w hich it is of all 
Homer’s Excellencies which has so delighted the Ladies, and the Gentle¬ 
men who judge like Ladies*. 

But he has a notable talent at Burlesque; his genius slides so naturally 
into it, that he hath burlesqu’d Homer without designing it*. 

• Dennis’s Remarks on Homer, p. 27. Preface to Gullivcriana, p. ii. 

• Dedication to the Collection of Verses, Letters, &c. p. 9. 

^ Mist’s Journal of June 8, 1728. 

• Character of Mr. P. and Dennis on Homer. 

“ Dennis’s Remarks on Pope’s Homer, p. 12. “ Ibid. p. 14. 

• Character of Mr. P. p. 17. and Remarks on Homer, p. 91. 

** Dennis’s Remarks on Homer, p. 12. '* Daily Journal of April 23. 1728. 

' Supplement to the Profund, Pref. 

• Oldmixon, Essay on Criticism, p. 66. 


' Dennis’s Remarks, p. 28. 
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Mr. DRYDEN trick’d his Subscribers 

I wonder that any man, who could not but be conscious of his own un¬ 
fitness for it, should go to amuse the learned world with such an under¬ 
taking! A man ought to value his Reputation more than Money; and not 
to hope that those who can read for themselves, will be imposed upon, 
merely by a partially and unseasonably celebrated Name*. Poetis quidlibet 
audendi shall be Mr. Dryden’s Motto, tho’ it should extend to Picking of 
Pocketsy. 


Names bestow’d on Mr. DRYDEN 

An Ape] A crafty Ape drest up in a gaudy gown—Whips put into an 
Ape’s paw, to play pranks with—None but Apish and Papish brats will 
heed him*. 

An Ass.] A Camel will take upon him no more burden than is sufficient 
for his strength, but there is another beast that crouches under all*. 

A Frog.] Poet Squab endued with Poet Maro’s Spirit! an ugly, croaking 
kind of Vermin, which would swell to the bulk of an Ox'’. 

A Coward.] A Clinias or a Damsetas, or a man of Mr. Dryden’s own 
Courage®. 

A Knave.] Mr. Dryden has heard of Paul, the Knave of Jesus Christ: 
And if I mistake not, I’ve read somewhere of John Dryden, Servant to his 
Majesty^. 

A Fool.] Had he not been such a self-conceited Fool®.—Some great 
Poets are positive Blockheads^ 

A Thing.] So little a Thing as Mr. Dryden^. 

* Pag. 192. '' Pag. 125. * Whip and Key, Pref. 

» Milb. p. 105. Pag. II. ' Pag. 176. ® Pag. 57. 

* Whip and Key, Pref. ^ Milboum, p. 34. * Ibid. p. 35. 
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Mr. POPE trick’d his Subscribers 

*Tis indeed somewhat bold, and almost prodigious, for a single man to 
undertake such a work; But ’tis too late to dissuade by demonstrating the 
madness of the Project. The Subscribers expectations have been rais’d in 
proportion to what their Pockets have been drain’d of’'. Pope has been 
concern’d in Jobs, and hired out his Name to Booksellers’^. 


Names bestow’d on Mr. POPE 

An Ape.] Let us take the initial letter of his Christian name, and the 
initial and final letters of his surname, viz. APE and they give you the 

same Idea of an Ape as his Face*, (5c. 

An AsS-] It is my duty to pull off the Lion's skin from this little Ass^* 
A Frog.] A squab short Gentleman—a little creature that, like the Frog 
in the Fable, swells and is angry that it is not allow’d to be as big as an Ox*. 
A Coward.] A lurking way-laying coward*. 

A Knave.] He is one whom God and nature have mark d for want of 
common honesty^. 

A Fool.] Great Fools will be christen’d by the names of great Poets, and 
Pope will be call’d Homei^. 

A Thing.] A little abject Thing'*. 

* Homcridcs, p. I, &c. " British Journal, Nov. 25. 1727. 

* Dennis, Daily Journal, May ii, 1728. 

^ Dennis, Rem. on Homer, Pref. 

* Dennis’s Remarks on the Rape of ihc Lock, Pref. p. 9. 

* Char, of Mr. P. pag. 3. 

* Dennis Rem. on Homer, p. 37. 


Ibid. 

Ibid. p. 8. 



By the A U T H O R 
A DECLARATION 


BJIjcrcaS certain Haberdashers of Points and Particles, facing insftigatcli 
fap tljc Spirit of Pride, anli assuming to tljcmselfacs tfjc name of Critics 
anfa Restorers, fjafae tafaen upon tfacm to afaultcratc tfje common anfa 
current sense of our Glorious Ancestors, Poets of this Realm, fap 
clipping, coining, liefacing tijc images, mixing tfacir olon faase allap, or 
otfacrtoisc falsifping tIjc same; lufiicl) tfiep pufalisfa, utter, anfa faenli aS 
genuine: tOje saib faafaerfaasljers jjafaing no rigfat tljcreto, as ncitfacr IjcirS, 
executors, afaministrators, assigns, or in any sort related to Sue!) 
|3octS, to all or anp of tfacm: Now We, faabing carefullp rebiseb tfais our 
Dunciad,** beginning toitfa tfac bjorb Books, anb cubing toitfa tfae toorbS 

» Read thus confidently, instead of ‘beginning with the word Bouks^ and ending with 
the wordy 7 i>j,’ as formerly it stood; Read ako ‘containing the entire sum of one thousand, 
seven hundred, and fifty four verses,’ instead of‘enc thousand and ttrelve lines;’ such 
being the initial and final words, and such the true and entire contents, of this Poem. 

Thou art to know, reader! that the first Edition thereof, like that of Milton, was 
never seen by the Author (though living and not blind;) The Editor himself confest as 
much in his Preface: And no two poems were ever published in so arbitrary a manner. 
The Editor of this, had as boldly suppressed whole Passages, yea the entire last book; as 
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buries all, tontaininB tfje entire tfunt of one thousand and twelve 
Lines, bo beclare ehetp toorli, figure, point, anb comma of tfiis impression 
to fac authentic: SSnb bo therefore strictlp enjoin anb forhib anp person 
or persons toh^f^^^her, to erase, reberse, put betioeen hooks, or bp anp 
other means birettlp or inbircctlp change or mangle anp of them. And 
toe bo herebp earnestip exhort all our brethren to folloto this our 
example, tohich toe heartilp toistj our (great IJrebccessors hab heretofore 
set, as a remebp anb prebention of all such abuses. Provided always, 
that nothing in this declaration shall be construeb to limit the latoful 
anb unboubteb right of eberp subject of this ^ealm, to jubge, censure, 
or conbemn, in the tohole or in part, anp ^otm or fiott tohatsoeber. 

Given under our hand at London, this third day of Ja¬ 
nuary, in the year of our Lord One thousand, seven 
hundred, thirty and two. 

Declarat’ cor’ me, 

John Barber, Mayor. 


the Editor of Paradise lost, added and aupmented. Milton hiinself gave but len books, 
his editor twelve this Author gavc/(.«r books, his Editor only ihre^. But we have 
happUy done justice to both; and presume we shall Uve, in this our last labour, as long 

as in any of our others. Bentley. 
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Cibber jun. iii. I 39 - 3*6. 

Caxton, William, i. 149. 


Curll, Edm. i. 40. ii. 3. 58. 167. (ie. 
Cooke, Thomas, ii. 138. 

Concanen, Matthew, ii. 299. 
Centlivre, Susannah, ii. 411. 

Cssar in iEgypt, L 251. 

Chi Ho-am-ti, emperor of China, iii. 
Crouzaz, iv. 198. 

Codrus, ii. 144. 

D 

De Foe, Daniel, i. 103. u. 147. 

De Foe, Nonon, ii. 415. 

De Lyra, or Harpsfidd, i. 153. 
Dennis, John, L 106. iL 239. iii 173. 
Dunton, John, ii 144. 

Ehirfey, iii. 146. 

Dutchmen, ti 405. iii. 51. 

Doctors, at White’s, i. 203. 

Douglas, iv. 394. 

£ 

Eusden, Laurence, Poet Latireate, i. 

F 

Fleocno, Richard, ii. 2. 

Faustus, Dr. iii. 233. 

Fleetwood, iv. 326. 

Free Masons, iv. 576. 

French Cooks, iv. 553. 

G 

Gildon, Charles, i 296. 

Goode, Bam. iii. 153 - 
Goths, iii. 90. 
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Gazetteers, i. 215. ii. 314. 

Gregorians and Gormogons, iv. 575. 

H 

Holland, Philemon, i. 154. 

Heame, Thomas, ill. 185. 

Homeck, Philip, iii. 152. 

Haywood, Eliza, ii. 157, (Sc. 

Howard, Edward, i. 297. 

Hcnly, John, the Orator, ii. 2. 425. iii. 

199, (Sc. 

Huns, iii. 90. 

Hcywood, John, i. 98. 

Ha^sfield, i. 153. 

Hays, iv. 560. 

J 

John, King, i. 252. 

James, I, iv. 176. 

Jacob, Giles, iii. 149. 

Jansen, a gamester, iv. 326. 

K 

Knight, Robert, iv. 561. 

Kuster, iv. 237. 

L 

Lintot, Bernard, i. 40. ii. 53. 

Laws, William, ii. 413. 

Log, King, i. lin. ult. 

M 

More, James, ii. 50, (Sc. 

Morris, Bcsalcel, ii. 126. iii. 168. 

Mist, Nathanael, i. 208. 

Milboum, Luke, ii. 349. 

Mahomet, iii. 97. 

Mcars, William, ii. 125. iii. 28. 

Motteux, Peter, ii. 412. 

Monks, iii. 52. 

Mandevil, ii. 414. 

Morgan, ibid. 

Montalto, iv. 105. 

Mummius, an antiquary, iv. 371. 

N 

Newcastle, Duchess of, i. 141. 

Nonjuror, i. 253. 

O 

OoiLBv, John, i. 141. 328. 

Oldmixon, John, ii. 283. 


Ozell, John, i. 285. 

Ostrogoths, iii. 93. 

Omar, the Caliph, iii. 81. 

Owls, L 271, 290. iii. 54. 

-Athenian, iv. 362. 

Osborne, bookseller, ii. 167. 

Osborne, mother, ii. 312. 

P 

Prynn, William, i. 103. 

Philips, Ambrose, i. 105. iii. 326. 

Paridel, iv. 341. 

a 

Quarles, Francis, i. 140. 

Qucrno, Camillo, ii. 15. 

R 

Ralph, James, i. 216. iii. 165. 

Roome, Edward, iii. 152. 

Ripley, Tho. iii. 327. 

Ridpath, George, i. 208, ii. 149. 

Roper, Abel, ii. 149. 

Rich, iii. 261. 

S 

Settle, Elkanah, i. 90. 146. iii. 37. 
Smedley, Jonathan, ii. 291, (Sc. 

Shadwell, Thomas, i. 240. iii. 22. 
Scholiasts, iv. 231. 

Silenus, iv. 492. 

T 

Tate, i. 105. 238. 

Theobald, or Tibbald, i. 133. 286. 
Tutchin, John, ii. 148. 

Toland, John, ii. 399- 2 '*- 

Tindal, Dr. ii. 399 - »»»• ‘V- 492 . 

Taylor, John, the Water-Poet, iii. 19. 

V 

Vandals, iii. 86. 

Visigoths, iii. 94. 

W 

WALPOI.E [late Sir Robert] praised by our 
author, ii. 314. 

Withers, George, i. 296. 

Wynkin dc Werde, i. 149. 

Ward, Edw. i. 233. iii. 34. 

Webster, ii. 258. 

Whitfield, ibid. 
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Warner, Thomas, ii. 125. 

Wilkins, ibid. 

Welsted, Leonard, iL 207. iil. 170. 
Woolston, Thomas, iii. 212. 


Wormius, iii. 188. 

Wasse, iv. 237. 

Walker, Hat-bearer to Bentley, iv. 206. 
273 - 


INDEX 

OF 

MATTERS 
Contained in this 
POEM and NOTES 

(The first Number denotes the Book, the second the Verse and 
Note on it. Test. Testimonies. Ap. Appendix.) 


A 

A ddison (Mr.) railed at by A. Philips, 
iii. 326. 

— Abus^ by J. Oldmixon, in his 
Prose-Essay on C^tidsm, Ac. ii. 2S3. 

-by J. Ralph, in a London Journal, iii. 

165. 

-Celebrated by our author—Upon 

his Discourse of Medals—In his Pro¬ 
logue to Cato—In his Imitation of 
Horace’s Epistle to Augustus—and in 
this Poem, ii. 140. 

_False Facts concerning him and our 

Author related by anonymous Persons 
in Mist’s Journal, &c. Test, 

-Disproved by the Testimonies of 

-The earl of Burlington, 

-Mr. Tickel, 

•-Mr. Addison himself, ibid. 

Anger, one of the characteristics of Mr. 
Dennis’s Critical writings, i. 106. 

-Affirmation, another: Test, 

[To which arc added by Mr. Theobald, 
Ill-nature, Spite, Revenge, L 106.] 


Altar of Gbber’s Works, how built, and 
how founded, i. 157, &c. 
yEschylus, iii. 313. 

Asses, at a Gtizen’s gate in a morning, ii. 
247. 

Appearances, that we are never to judge 
by them, especially of Poets and Divines, 
ii. 426. 

Alehouse, the Birth-place of Mr. Cook, 
ii. 138. 

-one kept by Edw. Ward, i. 233. 

-and by Taylor the Water-poet, iii. 

19. 

Arnall, William, what he received out of 
the Treasury for writing Pamphlets, iL 

315- 

B 

Bedlam, i. 29. 

Banks, his Resemblance to Mr. Gbber in 
Tragedy, i. 146. 

Broo.m, Ben. Johnson’s man, ibid. 

Bavius, iii. 24. Mr. Dennis his great 
opinion of him, ibid. 


INDEX 


Bawdry, in Plays, not di.';approv’d of by 
Mr. Dennis, iii. 179. 

Blackmore, (Sir Rich.) his Impiety and 
Irreli^on, proved by Mr. Dennis, ii. 
268. 

-His Quantity of WorLs, and various 

Opinions of them—His abuse of Mr. 
Dryden and Mr. Pope, ibid. 

Bray, a word much beloved by Sir Richard, 
ii. 260. 

Braying, described, ii. 247. 

Birch, by no means proper to be apply’d 
to young Noblemen, iii. 334. 

Bland, what became of his works, i. 231. 

Broome. (Rev. Mr. Will.) His sentiments 
of our author’s virtue, Tesi. 

Billingsgate language how to be used by 
learned Authors, ii. 142. 

Bond, Bezaleel, Breval, not living 
Writers, but Phantoms, ii. 126. 

Booksellers, how they run for a Poet, ii. 31. 
&c. 

Bailiffs, how poets run from them, ii. 61. 

Bridewell, ii. 269. 

Bow bell, iii. 278. 

c 

Cibber, Hero of the Poem, his Character, 
i. 107. not absolutely stupid, 109. not 
unfortunate as a Coxcomb, ibid. Not a 
slow writer, but precipitate, tho’ heavy, 
123. His productions the Effects of Heat, 
tho’ an imperfect one, 126. His folly 
heightened with Frenzy, 125. He bor¬ 
row’d from Fletcher and Molicre, 131. 
Mangled Shakespear, 133. His Head 
distinguish’d for wearing an extraor¬ 
dinary Periwig, 167. more than for its 
reasoning Faculty, yet not without 
Furniture, 177. His Elasticity and Fire, 
and how he came by them, 186. He was 
once thought to have wrote a reasonable 
Play, 188. The general character of his 
Verse and Prose, 190. His Conversation, 
in what manner extensive and useful, 
192, &c. Once design’d for the Church, 
where he should have been a Bi.shop, 
200. Since inclined to write for the 
Minister of State, 213. but determines 
to stick to his other talents, what those 
are, 217, 8 cc. His Apostrophe to his 
Works before he burns them, 225. etc. 
His Repentance and Tears, 243. Dul- 
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ness puts out the Fire, 257. Inaugurates 
and anoints him, 287. His Crown, by 
whom woven, 223. of what composed, i. 
303. who let him into Court, 300. who 
his Supporters, 307. His Entry, Atten¬ 
dants, and Proclamation, usque ad fin. 
His Enthronizaiion, ii. i. Passes his 
whole Reign in seeing Shows, thro' Book 

ii. And dreaming dreams, thro' Book 

iii. Settle appears to him, iii. 35. Resem¬ 
blance between him and Settle, iii. 37. 
and i. 146. Goodman’s Prophecy of 
him, iii. 232. How he translated an 
Opera, without knowing the Story, 305. 
and incourag’d Farces because it was 
against his Conscience, 266. Declares 
he never mounted a Dragon, 268. 
Apprehensions of acting in a Serpent, 
287. What were the Passions of his Old 
Age, 303, 304. Finally subsides in the 
lap of Duincss, where he rests to all 
Eternity, iv. 20. and Note. 

-His Father, i. 31. His two Brothers, 

32. His Son, iii. 142, His bener Progeny, 
i. 228. 

Cibberian Forehead, what is meant by it, 
i. 218. 

-read by some Cerberian, ibid. Note. 

Cooke (Tho.) abused by Mr. Pope, ii. 
138. 

CoNCANXN, (Mat.) one of the Authors of 
the Weekly Journals, ii. 299. 

-Declar’d that when this Poem had 

Blanks, they meant Treason, iii. 297. 

-Of opinion that Juvenal never 

satiriz'd the Poverty of Codrus, ii. 144. 
Corncuttcr’s Journal, what it cost, ii. 314. 
Critics, verbal ones, must has’c two Postu- 
lata allowed them, ii. 1. 

CAt-calls, ii. 231. 

Curl, Edm. his Panegyric, ii. 58. 

-His Corinna, and what she did, 70. 

-His Prayer, 80—Like Eridanus, 182. 

-Much favour’d by Cloacina, 97, &c. 

-Tost in a Blanket and whipped, 151. 

-Pillory’d, ii. 3. 

Caroline, a curious Flower, its fate, iv. 
409, &c. 

D 

Duijvess, the Goddess; her Original and 
ParenLs, i. 12. Her ancient Empire, 17. 
Her Public College, i. 29. Academy for 
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Poetical Education, 33. Her Cardinal 
Virtues, 45, &c. Her Ideas, Productions, 
and Creation, 55. &c. Her Survey and 
Contemplation of her Works, 79, &c. 
And of her Children, 93. Their un¬ 
interrupted Succession, 98, &c. to 108. 
Her appearance to Gbbcr, 261. She 
manifests to him her Works, 273, &:c. 
Anoints him, 287, &c. Institutes 
Games at his Coronation, ii. 18, &c. 
The manner how she makes a Wit, ii. 
47. A great Lover of a Joke, 34.—And 
loves to repeat the same over again, 122. 
Her ways and means to procure the 
Pathetick and Terrible in Tragedy, 225, 
&:c. Incourages Chattering and Bawling, 
237, &c. And is Patroness of Party- 
writing and railing, 276, &c. Makes use 
of the heads of Critics as Scales to weigh 
the heaviness of Authors, 367. Pro¬ 
motes Slumber with the Works of the 
said Authors, ibid. The wonderful 
Virtue of sleeping in her Lap, iii. 5, &c. 
Her Elysium, 15, &c. The Souls of her 
Sons dipt in Lethe, 23. How brought 
into the world, 29. Their Transfigura¬ 
tion and Metempsychosis, 50. The 
Extent and Glories of her Empire, and 
her Conquests throughout the World, 
iii. 67 to 138. A Catalogue of her 
Poetical Forces in this Nation, 139 to 
212. Prophecy of her Restoration, 333, 
&c. Accomplishment of it. Book iv. 
Her Appearance on the Throne, with 
the Sciences led in triumph, iv. 2r, &c. 
Tragedy and Comedy silenced, 37. 
General Assembly of all her Votaries, 
73. Her Patrons, 95, Her Critics, 115. 
lier Sway in the Schools, 149 to 180. 
And Universities, 189 to 274. How she 
educates Gentlemen in their Travels. 
293 to 334—Constitutes Virtuosi in 
Science, 355, &c. Free-thinkers in 
Religion, 459. Slaves and Dependents 
in Government, 505. Finally turns 
them to Beasts, but preserves the Form 
of Men, 525. What sort of Comforters 
she sends them, 529, See. What Orders 
and Degrees she confers on them, 565. 
What Performances she expects from 
them, according to their several Ranks 
and Degrees, 583. The powerful Yawn 
she breaths on them, 605, &c. Its Pro¬ 


gress and Effects, 607, &c. till the Con¬ 
summation of All, in the total Extinc¬ 
tion of the reasonable Soul, and Restor¬ 
ation of Night and Chaos, us^. ad Jin. 

Dispensary of Dr. Garth, ii. 140. 

De Foe, Daniel, in what resembled to 
William Prynn, i. 103. 

De Foe, Norton, a scandalous writer, ii. 

4*5- 

Dennis, (John) His Character of himself, 
i. 106. 

-Senior to Mr. Durfey, iii. 173. 

-Esteem’d by our Author, and why, 

ibid. 

-His love of Puns, i. 63. 

-And Politics, i. 106. ii. 413. 

-His great Loyalty to King George 

how prov’d, i. 106. 

-A great Friend to the Stage—and to 

the Stale, ii. 413. 

-How he proves that none but Non¬ 
jurors and disaffected Persons writ 
against Stage-plays, ibid. 

-His respect to the Bible and Alcoran, 

ibid. 

-His excuse for Obscenity in Plays, 

iii. 179. 

-His mortal fear of Mr. Pope, founded 

on Mr. Curl’s assurances, i. 106. 

-Of opinion that he poison’d Curl, 

ibid. 

-His Reason why Homer was, or was 

not in debt, ii. 118. 

-His .Accusations of Sir R. Blackmorc, 

— As no Protestant, ii. 268. 

— As no Poet, ibid. 

-His wonderful Dedication to G. D. 

Esq. iii. 179. 

Drams, dangerous to a Poet, iii. 146. 

Dedicators, ii. 198, &c. 

Dunciad, how’ to be correctly spell’d, i. i. 

E 

EUSDE.S' (T.aurence) i. 104. 

— Tax’d by Oldmixon with Nonsense, 
ibid. 

Ears, some People advis’d how to preserve 
them, iii. 214. 

F 

Falshood.s, told of our Author in Print. 

— Of his taking Verses from James 
Moore, Test. 
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~ And of his intending to abuse bishop 
Bumct, ibid. 

—By John Dennis, of his reaUy poison¬ 
ing Mr. Curl, i. io6. 

— And of contempt for the sacred 
Writings, ii. 268. 

— By Edward Ward, of his being 
bribed by a Duchess to satirize 
Ward of Hackney in the pillory, iii. 

34. 

— By Mist the Journalist, of unfair pro¬ 
ceeding in the undertaking of the 
Odyssey and Shakespear, Test. 

— Disprov’d by the testimony of the 
Lords Harcourt and Bathurst 

— By Mist the Journalist, concerning 
Mr. Addison and him, two or three 
Lies, Test. 

— By Pasquin, of his being in a Plot, 
iii. 179 

— By Sir Richard Blackmore, of his 
burlesquing Scripture, upon the 
authority of Curl, ii. 268. 

Fletcher, made Cibber’s Property, i. 131. 

Mac Fleckno, not so decent and chaste in 
Ae Diction as the Dunciad, it. 75. 

Friendship, understood by Mr. Dennis to 
be somewhat else in Nisus and Euryalus, 
&c. iii. 179. 

French Cooks, iv. 553. 

Furius, Mr. Dennis call’d so by Mr. 
Theobald, i. 106. 

Fleet-ditch, ii. 271. Its Nymphs, 333. 
Discoveries there, ibid. 

Flics, not the ultimate Object of human 
study, iv. 454. 

Falshoods and Flatteries permitted to be 
inscribed on Churches, i. 43. 

G 

Good Nature of our Author; Instances of 
it in this work, i. 328. ii. 282. 

Good Sense, Grammar, and Verse, 
desired to give place for the sake of Mr. 

Morris and his Works, iii. 168. 

Gildon (Charles) abused our Author in 
tnany things. Test. i. 296. 

■-Printed against Jesus Christ, i. 296. 

Gildon and Dennis, their unhappy Dif¬ 
ference lamented, iii. 173- 

Gentleman, his Hymn to his Creator, by 
Welsted, ii. 207. 
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Gazetteers, the monstrous Price of their 
Writings, ii. 314. the miserable fate of 
their Works, ibid. 

H 

Handel, an excellent musician, banished 
to Ireland by the English Nobility, iv. 
65. 

Hcydeggre, a strange bird from Switzer¬ 
land, i. 290. 

Horace, censured by Mr. Welsted, Test. 

-Did not know what he was about 

when he wotc his Art of Poetry, ibid. 

Henley (John the Orator) his Tub and 
Eucharist, ii. 2. His History, iii. 199. His 
Opinion of Ordination and Christian 
Priesthood, ibid. His Medals, ibid. 

HAY^vooD (Mrs.) \Vhat sort of Game for 
her, ii. 157. Won by Curl, 187. Her 
great Respect for him. The Offspring of 
her Brain and Body (according to Curl) 
ibid. Not under>'alued by being set 
against a Jordan, 165. 

Hints, extraordinary' ones, ii. 268. 

HoRNEOc and Roome, two Party-Writers, 
iii. 152. 

I 

Index-Learning, the use of it, i. 279. 

Journals, how dear they cost the nation, 
ii.314. 

Jus Divinum, iv. 188. 

Impudence, celebrated in Mr. Curl, it. 
159. 186. 

-in Mr. Norton De Foe, ii. 415. 

-in Mr. Henley, iii. 199. 

-in Mr. Cibber jun. iii. 139. 

-in Mr. Cibber sen. passim. 

L 

Lord-Mayors-Show, i. 85. 

Library of Bays, i. 131. 

Lud (IGng) ii. 349. 

Log (King) i. ver. ult. 

Lintot (Bernard) ii. 53. 

Laureate, his Crown of what composed, i. 

303- 

M 

Madmen, two related to Cibber, i. 32. 

Moliere, cnicify’d, i. 132. 
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Moore 0 amcs) His Story of six Verses, 
and of ridiculing Bishop Burnet in the 
Memoirs of a Parish~Cl<rk, prov’d false, 
by the Testimonies of 
— The Lord Bolingbroke, Test. 

— Hugh Bethel, Esq. ihid. 

— Earl of Peterborough, ibid. 

— Dr. Arbuthnot, ibid. 

-His Plagiarisms, some few of them, 

ibid, and ii. 50. What he was real Author 
of (beside the Story above-mentioned.) 
yide List of scurrilous Papers. 

-Erasmus, his advice to him, ii. 50* 

Milbourne, a fair Critic, and why, ii. 349. 
Madness, of what sort Mr. Dennis’s was, 
according to Plato, i. 106. 

— According to himself, ii. 268. 
Mercuries and Magazines, i. 42. 

May-pole in the Strand, turn’d into a 
Church, ii. 28. 

Morris (^aleel), ii. 126. iii. 168. 
Monuments of Poets, with Inscriptions to 
other Men, iv. 131. &c. 

Medals, how swallowed and recovered, iv. 

37S- 

N 

Nodding, described, ii. 391. 

Needham’s, i. 324. 

NoOs, iv. 244. 

O 

Oldmixon (John) abused Mr. Addison 
and Mr. Pope, ii. 283. Falsify’d Daniel’s 
History, then accused others of falsify¬ 
ing Lord Clarendon’s; proved a 
Slanderer in it, ibid. 

-abused Mr. Eusden and my Lord 

Chamberlain, i. 104. 

Odyssey, Falshoods concerning Mr. 
P.’s Proposals for that Work, Test. 

-Disprov’d by those very Proposals, 

ibid. 

Owls and Opium, i. 271. 

Oranges, and their use, i. 236. 

Opcia, her Advancement, iii. 301. iv. 45, 
&c. 

Opiates, two very considerable ones, ii. 

370. Their Efficacy, 390. &c. 

Owls, desir’d to answer Mr. Ralph, iii. 
166. 


P 

Pope (Mr.) his Life] Educated by Jesuits 
—by a Parson—by a Monk—at St. 
Omer’s—at Oxford—at home—no 

where at all. Test. init. His Father a 
Merchant, a Husbandman, a Farmer, a 
Hatter, the Devil, ibid. 

-His Death threaten’d by Dr. Smed- 

ley, ibid, but afterwards advis’d to hang 
himself, or cut his Throat, ibid. To be 
hunted down like a wild Beast, by Mr. 
Theobald, ibid, unless bang’d for 
Treason, on information of Pasquin, Mr 
Dennis, Mr. Curl, and Concanen, iHd. 

Poverty, never to be mentioned in Satire, 
in the opinion of the Journalists and 
Hackney Writers—The Poverty of 
Codrus, not touch’d upon by Juvenal, 
ii. 143. When, and how far Poverty may 
be satirized, Letter, p. vi. Whenever 
mentioned by our Author, it is only as 
an Extenuation and Excuse for bad 
Writers, ii. 282. 

Personal abuses not to be endur’d, in the 
opinion of Mr. Dennis, Theobald, Curl, 
etc. ii. 142. 

Personal abuses on our Author, by Mr. 
Dennis, Gildon, &c. ibid —By Mr. 
Theobald, Test.—By Mr. Ralph, iii. 
165.—By Mr. Welsted, ii. 207.— By 
Mr. Cooke, ii. 138.—By Mr. Concanen, 
ii. 299.—By Sir Richa^ Blackmore, ii. 
268.—By Edw. Ward, iii. 34.—and 
their Brethren, passim. 

Personal abuses of others. Mr. Theobald 
of Mr. Dennis for his Poverty, L 106. 
Mr. Dennis of Mr. Theobald for his 
Livelihood by the Stage, and the Law, 
i. 286. Mr. Dennis of Sir Richard 
Blackmore for Impiety, ii. 268. D. 
Smedicy of Mr. Concanen, ii. 299. Mr. 
Oldmixon’s of Mr. Eusden, i. 104. Of 
Mr. .\ddison, ii. 283. Mr. Cook’s of Mr. 
Eusden, i. 104. 

Politics, very useful in Criticism, Mr. 
Dennis’s, i. 106. ii. 413. 

Pillory, a post of respect, in the opinion of 
Mr. Curl, iii. 34. 

-and of Mr. Ward, ibid. 

Plagiary described, ii. 47, See. 

Priori^ Argument a priori not the best to 
prove a God, iv. 471. 

Poverty and Poetry, their Cave, i. 33. 
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Profaneness, not to be endur’d in our 
Author, but very allowable in Shake- 
spear, i. 50. 

Party-Writers, their three Qualifications, 
ii. 276. 

Palmers, Pilgrims, iii. 113. 

Pindars and Miltons, of the modern sort, 
lu. 164. 

a 

Querno, his Resemblance to Mr. Cibber, 
U. 15. Wept for joy, ibid. So did Mr. C. 
»• *43. 

R 

Resemblance of the Hero to several great 
Authors, 

To Quemo, ut supra. To Settle iii. 37. 
To Banks and Broome, i. 146. 
Round-house, ii. prope fin. 

(James) iii. 165. See Sawney. 
Roome and Hornecx, iii. 152. 

S 

Shakspeare, to be spell’d always with an e 
at the end, i, i. but not with an e in the 
middle, ibid. An Edition of him in 
Marble, ibid, mangled, altered, and cut 
by the Players and Critics, i. 133. very 
sore stiU of Tibbald, ibid. 

S epul chral Lyes on Church-Walls, i. 43. 
Settle (Elkanah) Mr. Dennis’s Account 
of him, iii. 37. And Mr. Wclsicd’s, ibid. 
Once preferred to Dryden, iii. 37. A 
Party-writer of Pamphlets, ibtd. and iii. 
*83. A writer of Farces and Drolls, and 
employ’d at last in Bartholomew-Fair, 
Iii. 183. 

bawncy, a Poem: The Author’s great 
Ignorance in Classical Learning, i. i. 
Languages, iii. 165. 

His Praises of himself above Mr. 
Addison, ibid. 

Swiss of Heaven, who they are, ii. 358. 
bilenus described, iv. 492. 

Scholiasts, iii. 191, jy. 211. 232. 
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Suppcrlcss, a mistake concerning this 
word set right with respect to Poets and 
other temperate Students, i. 115. 

Sevenfold Face, who master of it, i. 244. 

Soul (the vulgar Soul) its office, iv. 441. 

Schools, their homage paid to Dulness, 
and in what, iv. 150, Ac. 

T 

Tibbald, not Hero of this Poem, i. init. 
Publish’d an edition of Shakespear, i. 
133. Author, secretly, and abenor of 
Scurrilities against P. Vid. Testi¬ 
monies, and List of Books. 

Thule, a very Northern Poem, puts out 
a Fire, i. 258. 

Taylors, a good word for them, against 
Poets and ill Paymasters, ii. 118. 

Thunder, how to make it by Mr. Dennis’s 
Receipt, ii. 226. 

Travelling describ’d, and its advantages, 
iv. 293, &c. 

V 

Verbal Critics. Two Points always to be 
granted them, ii. i. 

Venice, the City of, for what famous, iv. 
308. 

University, how to pass thro’ it, iv. 255. 
289. 

W 

Ward (Edw.) a Poet and Alehouse- 
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MISCELLANIES 




PROLOGUE 


T O 

Mr. A D D I S O N’s Tragedy 


O F 

CATO 


T O wake the soul by tender strokes of art, 

To raise the genius, and to mend the heart; 

To make mankind, in conscious virtue bold, 

Live o*er each scene, and be what they behold: 

For this the Tragic Muse first trod the stage, 5 

Commanding tears to stream thro* ev’ry age; 

Tyrants no more their savage nature kept, 

And foes to virtue wonder’d how they wept. 

Our author shuns by vulgar springs to move. 

The hero’s glory, or the virgin’s love; lo 

In pitying love we but our weakness show. 

And wild ambition well deserves its woe. 

Here tears shall flow from a more gcn’rous cause. 

Such tears as Patriots shed for dying Laws: 

He bids your breasts with ancient ardour rise, 15 

And calls forth Roman drops from British eyes. 

Virtue confess’d in human shape he draws, 

What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was: 

No common object to your sight displays. 

But what with pleasure Heav’n itself surveys, 20 

A brave man struggling in the storms of fate, 

And greatly falling with a falling state. 

While Cato gives his little senate laws, 

What bosom beats not in his Country’s cause ? 

Who sees him act, but envies ev’ry deed ? 

Who hears him groan, and does not wish to bleed } 

Ev’n when proud Caesar ’midst triumphal cars, 

The spoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 
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Ignobly vain and impotendy great, 

Show’d Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in state; 

As her dead Father’s rev’rend image past, 

The pomp was darken’d, and the day o’ercast; 

The triumph ceas’d, tears gush’d from ev’ry eye; 

The World’s great Victor pass’d unheeded by; 

Her last good man dejected Rome ador’d, 

And honour’d Caesar’s less than Cato’s sword. 

Britons, attend: be worth like this approv’d, 

And show, you have the virtue to be mov’d. 

With honest scorn the first fam’d Cato view’d 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom she subdu’d; 
Our scene precariously subsists too long 
On French translation, and Italian song. 

Dare to have sense yourselves; assert the stage, 

Be justly warm’d with your own native rage: 

Such Plays alone should please a British ear. 

As Cato’s self had not disdain’d to hear. 


EPILOGUE 

TO 

Mr. Rowe’s JANESHORE 
Designed for Mrs. Oldfield 

P RODIGIOUS this! the Frail-one of our Play 
From her o^vn sex should mercy find to-day! 
You might have held the pretty head aside. 

Peep’d in your fans, been serious, thus, and cry’d. 
The Play may pass—but that strange creature. Shore, 
j can’t—indeed now—I so hate a whore— 

Just as a blockhead rubs his thoughtless skull, 

And thanks his stars he was not bom a fool; 

So from a sister sinner you shall hear, 

‘How strangely you expose yourself, my dear V 
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But let me die, all raillery apart, 

Our sex are still forgiving at their heart; 

And did not wicked custom so contrive, 

We*d be the best, good-natur’d things alive. 

There are, ’tis true, who tell another tale, 15 

That virtuous ladies envy while they rail; 

Such rage without betrays the fire within; 

In some close corner ol the soul, they sin; 

Still hoarding up, most scandalously nice, 

Amidst their virtues a reserve of vice. io 

The godly dame, who fleshly failings damns. 

Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams. 

Would you enjoy soft nights and solid dinners ? 

Faith, gallants, board with saints, and bed with sinners. 

Well, if our author in the Wife offends, 25 

He has a Husband that will make amends: 

He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 

And sure such kind good creatures may be living. 

In days of old, they pardon’d breach of vows, 

Stern Cato’s self was no relentless spouse: 3° 

Plu—Plutarch, what’s his name, that writes his life? 

Tells us, that Cato dearly lov’d his wife: 

Yet if a friend, a night or so, should need her, 

He’d recommend her as a special breeder. 

To lend a wife, few here would scruple make, 35 

But, pray, which of you all would take her back? 

Tho’ with the Stoic chief our stage may ring. 

The Stoic husband was the glorious thing. 

The man had courage, was a sage, ’tis true. 

And lov’d his country—but what’s that to you ? 40 

Those strange examples ne’er were made to fit ye 
But the kind cuckold might instruct the City: 

There, many an honest man may copy Cato, 

Who ne’er saw naked sword, or look’d in Plato. 

If, after all, you think it a disgrace; 45 

That Edward’s Miss thus perks it in your face; 

To see a piece of failing flesh and blood, 

In all the rest so impudently good; 

Faith, let the modest matrons of the town 

Come here in crowds, and stare the strumpet down. 50 


X 
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THE 

UNIVERSAL PRAYER 

DEO OPT. MAX. 


F ather of AU! in ev’ry Age, 

In ev’ry Qime ador’d, 

By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 

Thou Great First Cause, least understood! 

Who all my Sense confin’d 
To know but this,—that Thou art Good, 
And that my self am blind; 

Yet gave me, in this dark Estate, 

To see the Good from Ill; 

And binding Nature fast in Fate, 

Left free the Human Will. 

What Conscience dictates to be done, 

Or warns me not to do. 

This, teach me more than Hell to shun, 
That, more than Heav’n pursue. 

What Blessings thy free Bounty gives. 

Let me not cast away; 

For God is pay’d when Man receives, 
T’enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to Earth’s contracted Span 
Thy Goodness let me bound. 

Or think Thee Lord alone of Man, 

When thousand Worlds are round: 
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25 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Presume thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land. 

On each I judge thy Foe. 

If I am right, thy grace impart, 

Still in the right to stay; 30 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolish Pride, 

Or impious Discontent, 

At ought thy Wisdom has deny’d. 35 

Or ought thy Goodness lent. 

Teach me to feel another’s Woe, 

To hide the Fault I see; 

That Mercy I to others show. 

That Mercy show to me. 40 

Mean tho’ I am, not wholly so 

Since quick’ned by thy Breath; 

Oh lead me wheresoe’er I go, 

Thro’ this day’s Life or Death. 

This day, be Bread and Peace my Lot: 45 

All else beneath the Sun 

Thou know’st it best bestow’d or not, 

And let Thy Will be done. 

To thee, whose Temple is all Space, 

Whose Altar, Earth, Sea, Skies, 

One Chorus let all Being raise! 

All Nature’s Incense rise! 


50 
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ON 


Receiving from the Right Hon. the Lady 

FRANCES SHIRLEY 


A Standish and Two Pens 


Y eS, I beheld th*Athenian Queen 
Descend in all her sober charms; 

‘And take (she said, and smil’d serene) 

Take at this hand celestial arms: 

Secure the radiant weapons wield; 

This golden lance shall guard Desert, 
And if a Vice dares keep the field. 

This steel shall stab it to the heart.* 

Aw’d, on my bended knees I fell, 

Receiv’d the weapons of the sky; 

And dipt them in the sable Well, 

The fount of Fame or Infamy. 

‘What well? what weapon? (Flavia cries) 

A standish, steel and golden pen; 

It came from Bertrand’s, not the skies; 

I gave it you to write again. 

But, Friend, take heed whom you attack; 

You’ll bring a House (I mean of Peers) 
Red, Blue, and Green, nay white and black, 
L-and all about your ears. 

You’d write as smooth again on glass. 

And run, on ivory, so glib. 

As not to stick at fool or ass, 

Nor stop at Flattery or Fib. 
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Athenian Queen! and sober charms! 

I tell ye, fool, there's nothing in't: 

'Tis Venus, Venus gives these arms; 

In Dryden's Virgil see the print. 

Come, if you’ll be a quiet soul. 

That dares tell neither Truth nor Lies, 30 

ni list you in the harmless roll 

Of those that sing of these poor eyes.* 


EPISTLE 

T O 

ROBERT Earl of O x f o r d 
and Earl Mortimer 

S UCH were the notes thy once-lov’d Poet sung, 

’Till Death untimely stop’d his tuneful tongue. 

Oh just beheld, and lost! admir’d and mourn’d! 

With softest manners, gentlest arts adorn’d! 

Blest in each science, blest in ev’ry strain I s 

Dear to the Muse! to Harley dear—in vain! 

For him, thou oft hast bid the World attend, 

Fond to forget the statesman in the friend; 

For Swift and him, despis’d the farce of state, 

The sober follies of the wise and great; 10 

Dextrous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 

And pleas’d to ’scape from Flattery to Wit. 

Absent or dead, still let a friend be dear, 

(A sigh the absent claims, the dead a tear) 

Recall those nights that clos’d thy toilsome days, is 

Still hear thy Parnell in his living lays. 

Who, careless now of Int’rest, Fame, or Fate, 

Perhaps forgets that Oxford e’er was great; 

Thu Epistle was sent to the Earl of Oxford with Dr. Parnell’s Poems published by 
our Author, after the said Earl’s Imprisonment in the Tower, and Retreat into the 
Country, in the Year 1721. 
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Or deeming meanest what we greatest call, 
Beholds thee glorious only in thy Fall. 

And sure, if aught below the seats divine 
Can touch Immortals, ’tis a Soul like thine: 

A Soul supreme, in each hard instance tryM, 
Above all Pain, all Passion, and all Pride, 

The rage of Pow’r, the blast of public breath. 

The lust of Lucre, and the dread of Death. 

In vain to Deserts thy retreat is made; 

The Muse attends thee to thy silent shade: 

’Tis hers, the brave man’s latest steps to trace. 
Rejudge his acts, and dignify disgrace. 

When Int’rest calls off all her sneaking train, 

And all th’ oblig’d desert, and all the vain; 

She waits, or to the scaffold, or the cell. 

When the last ling’ring friend has bid farewell. 
Ev’n now, she shades thy Ev’ning-walk with bays, 
(No hireling she, no prostitute to praise) 

Ev’n now, observant of the parting ray, 

Eyes the calm Sun-set of thy various Day, 

Thro’ Fortune’s cloud one truly great can see, 

Nor fears to tell, that Mortimer is he. 


EPISTLE 


ToJAMESCRAGGS, Esq. 
Secretary of State 


A SOUL as full of Worth, as void of Pride, 

Which nothing seeks to shew, or needs to hide, 
Which nor to Guilt nor Fear, its Caution owes. 

And boasts a Warmth that from no Passion flows. 

A Face untaught to feign; a judging Eye, 

That darts severe upon a rising Lye, 

And strikes a blush thro’ frontless Flattery. 

All this thou wert, and being this before, 

Know, Kings and Fortune cannot make thee more. 


Secretary of In the Year 1730. 
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Then scorn to gain a Friend by servile ways, 10 

Nor wish to lose a Foe these Virtues raise; 

But candid, free, sincere, as you began. 

Proceed—a Minister, but still a Man. 

Be not (exalted to whatever degree) 

Asham’d of any Friend, not ev’n of Me: 15 

The Patriot’s plain, but untrod, path pursue; 

If not, ’tis I must be asham’d of You. 


EPISTLE 

TO Mr. J E R V A S 

With Dryden’s Translation of Fresnoy’s Art of Painting 

T his Verse be thine, my friend, nor thou refuse 
This, from no venal or ungrateful Muse. 

Whether thy hand strike out some free design, 

Where Life awakes, and dawns at ev’ry line; 

Or blend in beauteous tints the colour’d mass, 5 

And from the canvas call the mimic face: 

Read these instructive leaves, in which conspire 
Fresnoy’s close Art, and Dryden’s native Fire: 

And reading wish, like theirs, our fate and fame. 

So mix’d our studies, and so join’d our name; 10 

Like them to shine thro’ long succeeding age. 

So just thy skill, so regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of Sister-arts we came, 

And met congenial, mingling flame with flame; 

Like friendly colours found them both unite, 15 

And each from each contract new strength and light. 

How oft in pleasing tasks we wear the day. 

While summer-suns roll unperceiv’d away? 

How oft our slowly-growing works impart. 


This Epistle, and the two following, were written some years before the rest, and 
originally printed in 1717. 



MISCELLANIES 

While images reflect from art to art ? 

How oft review; each finding like a friend 
Something to blame, and something to commend ? 

What flatt’ring scenes our wand’ring fancy wrou 
Rome’s pompous glories rising to our thought! 
Together o’er the Alps methinks we fly, 

Fir’d with ideas of fair Italy. 

With thee, on Raphael’s Monument I mourn, 

Or wait inspiring dreams at Maro’s Urn: 

With thee repose, where Tully once was laid, 

Or seek some ruin’s formidable shade: 

While fancy brings the vanish’d piles to view, 

And builds imaginary Rome a-new. 

Here thy well-study’d marbles fix our eye; 

A fading Fresco here demands a sigh: 

Each heav’nly piece unwearied we compare. 

Match Raphael’s grace with thy lov’d Guido’s air, 
Carracci’s strength, Correggio’s softer line, 

Paulo’s free stroke, and Titian’s warmth divine. 

How finish’d with illustrious toil appears 
This small, well-polish’d gem, the *work of years! 
■^’et still how faint by precept is exprcst 
The living image in the painter’s breast? 

Thence endless streams of fair ideas flow, 

Strike in the sketch, or in the picture glow; 

Thence beauty, waking all her forms, supplies 
An Angel’s sweetness, or Bridgewater’s eyes. 

Muse! at that name thy sacred sorrows shed, 
Those tears eternal, that embalm the dead: 

Call round her tomb each object of desire, 

Each purer frame inform’d with purer fire: 

Bid her be all that cheats or softens life. 

The tender sister, daughter, friend, and wife: 

Bid her be all that makes mankind adore; 

Then view this marble, and be vain no more! 

Yet still her charms in breathing paint engage; 
Her modest cheek shall warm a future age. 

Beauty, frail flow’r that ev’ry season fears. 

Blooms in thy colours for a thousand years. 

Fresnoy employed above twenty Years in finishing his Poem. 
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Thus Churchill’s race shall other hearts surprize, 

And other Beauties envy Worsley’s eyes; 60 

Each pleasing Blount shall endless smiles bestow, 

And soft Belinda’s blush for ever glow. 

Oh lasting as those colours may they shine, 

Free as thy stroke, yet faultless as thy line; 

New graces yearly like thy works display, 65 

Soft without weakness, without glaring gay; 

Led by some rule, that guides, but not constrains; 

And finish’d more thro’ happiness than pains. 

The kindred arts shall in their praise conspire, 

One dip the pencil, and one string the lyre. 70 

Yet should the Graces all thy figures place. 

And breath an air divine on ev’ry face; 

Yet should the Muses bid my numbers roll 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their soul; 

With Zeuxis’ Helen thy Bridgwater vie, 7S 

And these be sung ’till Granville’s Myra die: 

Alas, how little from the grave we claim! 

Thou but preserv’st a Face, and I a Name. 


IMPROMPTU To Lady WINCHELSEA 

Occasion’d by four Satyrical Verses on Women-Wits, in the Rape of 

the Lock 

I N vain you boast poetic names of yore, 

And cite those Sapho’s we admire no more: 

Fate doom’d the fall of ev’ry female wit, 

But doom’d it then when first Ardelia writ. 

Of all examples by the world confest, 5 

I knew Ardelia could not quote the best; 

Who, like her mistress on Britannia’s throne; 

Fights, and subdues in quarrels not her own. 

To write their praise you but in vain essay; 

Ev’n while you write, you take that praise away: 10 

Light to the stars the sun does thus restore, 

But shines himself till they are seen no more. 
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EPISTLE 

To Miss BLOUNT 

With the Works of VOITURE 

I N these gay thoughts the Loves and Graces shine, 
And all the writer lives in ev’ry line; 

His easy art may happy nature seem, 

Trifles themselves are elegant in him. 

Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 

Who without flatt’ry pleas’d the fair and great; 

Still with esteem no less convers’d than read; 

With wit well-natur’d, and with books well-bred: 

His heart, his mistress, and his friend did share, 

His time, the Muse, the witty, and the fair. 

Thus wisely careless, innocently gay, 

Chearful he play’d the trifle, life, away; 

’Till fate scarce felt his gentle breath supprest, 

As smiling infants sport themselves to rest. 

E’vn rival wits did Voiture’s death deplore. 

And the gay mourn’d who never mourn’d before; 
The truest hearts for Voiture heav’d with sighs, 
Voiture was wept by all the brightest Eyes: 

The Smiles and Loves had dy’d in Voiture’s death. 
But that for ever in his lines they breath. 

Let the strict life of graver mortals be 
A long, exact, and serious comedy; 

In ev’ry scene some moral let it teach, 

And, if it can, at once both please and preach. 

Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear. 

And more diverting still than regular. 

Have humour, wit, a native ease and grace, 

Tho’ not too strictly bound to time and place: 

Critics in wit, or life, are hard to please. 

Few write to those, and none can live to these. 

Too much your Sex is by their forms confin’d. 
Severe to all, but most to womankind; 


MISCELLANIES 


Custom, grown blind with age, must be your guide; 
Your pleasure is a vice, but not your pride; 

By nature yielding, stubborn but for fame; 

Made slaves by honour, and made fools by shame. 
Marriage may all those petty tyrants chase, 

But sets up one, a greater in their place; 

Well might you wish for change by those accurst, 
But the last tyrant ever proves the worst. 

Still in constraint your sufTring sex remains. 

Or bound in formal, or in real chains: 

Whole years neglected, for some months ador’d. 

The fawning Servant turns a haughty Lord. 

Ah quit not the free innocence of life, 

For the dull glory of a virtuous wife; 

Nor let false shews, or empty titles please: 

Aim not at joy, but rest content with ease. 

The Gods, to curse Pamela with her pray’rs. 

Gave the gilt coach and dappled Flanders mares, 
The shining robes, rich jewels, beds of state. 

And, to compleat her bliss, a fool for mate. 

She glares in balls, front boxes, and the ring, 

A vain, unquiet, glitt’ring, wretched thing! 

Pride, pomp, and state but reach her outward part; 
She sighs, and is no Duchess at her heart. 

But, Madam, if the fates withstand, and you 
Are destin’d Hymen’s willing victim too; 

Trust not too much your now resistless charms. 
Those, age or sickness, soon or late, disarms: 

Good humour only teaches charms to last. 

Still makes new conquests, and maintains the past; 
Love, rais’d on beauty, will like that decay, 

Our hearts may bear its slender chain a day; 

As flow’ry bands in wantonness are worn, 

A morning’s pleasure, and at evening torn; 

This binds in ties more easy, yet more strong, 

The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus •Voiture’s early care still shone the same. 
And Monthausier was only chang’d in name: 


• Mademoiselle Paulet. 
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By this, ev’n now they live, ev’n now they charm, 
Their wit still sparkling, and their flames still warm. 

Now crown’d with myrtle, on th’ Elysian coast, 
Amid these lovers, joys his gentle ghost: 

Pleas’d, while with smiles his happy lines you view. 
And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you. 

The brightest eyes of France inspir’d his Muse; 

The brightest eyes of Britain now peruse; 

And dead, as living, ’tis our author’s pride 
Still to charm those who charm the world beside. 

EPISTLE 

To Miss BLOUNT 

On her leaving the Town after the Coronation 

AS some fond virgin, whom her mother’s care 

Drags from the town to wholesome country air, 
Just when she learns to roll a melting eye. 

And hear a spark, yet think no danger nigh; 

From the dear man unwilling she must sever. 

Yet takes one kiss before she parts for ever: 

Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew. 

Saw others happy, and with sighs withdrew; 

Not that their pleasures caus’d her discontent. 

She sigh’d not that They stay’d, but that She went. 

She went, to plain-work, and to purling brooks, 
Old-fashion’d halls, dull aunts, and croaking rooks: 
She went from Op’ra, park, assembly, play, 

To morning-walks, and pray’rs three hours a day; 

To part her time ’t>vixt reading and Bohea, 

To muse, and spill her solitaiy^ Tea, 

Or o’er cold coffee trifle with the spoon. 

Count the slow clock, and dine exact at noon; 

Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 

Hum half a tune, tell stories to the squire; 

Coronation.] Of King George the first, 1715. 
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Up to her godly garret after sev’n, 

There starve and pray, for that’s the way to heav’n. 

Some Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack; 

Whose game is Whisk, whose treat a toast in sack; 

Who visits with a gun, presents you birds, 25 

Then gives a smacking buss, and cries,—No words! 

Or with his hound comes hallowing from the stable. 

Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table; 

Whose laughs are hearty, tho* his jests are coarse. 

And loves you best of all things—but his horse. 30 

In some fair ev’ning, on your elbow laid, 

You dream of triumphs in the rural shade; 

In pensive thought recall the fancy’d scene, 

See Coronations rise on ev’ry green; 

Before you pass th’ imaginary sights 35 

Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter’d Knights, 
While the spread Fan o'ershadcs your closing eyes; 

Then give one flirt, and all the vision flies. 

Thus vanish sceptres, coronets, and balls. 

And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 40 

So when your slave, at some dear idle time, 

(Not plagu’d with head-achs, or the want of rhyme) 

Stands in the streets, abstracted from the crew, 

And while he seems to study, thinks of you; 

Just when his fancy points your sprightly eyes, 45 

Or sees the blush of soft Parthenia rise. 

Gay pats my shoulder, and you vanish quite, 

Streets, chairs, and coxcombs rush upon my sight; 

Vex’d to be still in town, I knit my brow, 

Look sour, and hum a tune, as you may now. 50 


Verbatim from B O I L E A U 

Un Jour dit un Auteur, etc. 

O NCE (says an Author, where, I need not say) 
Two Trav’lers found an Oyster in their way; 
Both fierce, both hungry, the dispute grew strong, 
While Scale in hand Dame Justice past along. 
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Before her each with clamour pleads the Laws, 5 

Explain’d the matter, and would win the cause. 

Dame Justice., weighing long the doubtful Right, 

Takes, opens, swallows it, before their sight. 

The cause of strife remov’d so rarely well. 

There, take (says Justice) take ye each a Shell. lo 

We thrive at Westminster on Fools like you: 

’Twas a fat Oyster—Live in peace—Adieu. 


ANSWER to the following Question of Mrs. Howe 

W HAT IS Prudery? 

’Tis a Beldam, 

Seen with Wit and Beauty seldom. 

’Tis a fear that starts at shadows. 

’Tis, (no ’tisn’t) like Miss Meadows. 

’Tis a Virgin hard of Feature, 5 

Old, and void of all good-nature; 

Lean and fretful; would seem wise; 

Yet plays the fool before she dies. 

’Tis an ugly envious Shrew, 

That rails at dear Lepell and You. lo 


Occasioned by some Verses of his Grace 
the Duke of Buckingham 

M use, ’tis enough: at length thy labour ends. 

And thou shah live; for Buckingham commends. 

Let Crowds of Critics now my verse assail. 

Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail: 

This more than pays whole years of thankless pain; 5 
Time, health, and fortune are not lost in vain. 

Sheffield approves, consenting Phoebus bends. 

And I and Malice from this hour are friends. 



MISCELLANIES 


639 


PROLOGUE 


10 


To a Play for Mr Dennis’s Benefit, in 1733, when he was old, 
blind, and in great Distress, a little before his Death 

AS when that Hero, who in each Campaign, 

-LX Had brav’d the Goth^ and many a Vandal slain, 

Lay Fortune-struck, a spectacle of Woe! 

Wept by each Friend, forgiv’n by ev’ry Foe: 

Was there a gen’rous, a reflecting mind, s 

But pitied Belisarius old and blind ? 

Was there a Chief but melted at the Sight ? 

A common Soldier, but who clubb’d his Mite? 

Such, such emotions should in Britons rise, 

When press’d by want and weakness Dennis lies; 

Dennis^ who long had warr’d with modern HunSy 
Their Quibbles routed, and dcfy’d their Puns; 

A desp’rate Bulwark, sturdy, firm, and fierce 
Against the Gothic Sons of frozen verse: 

How chang’d from him who made the boxes groan. 

And shook the stage with Thunders all his own! 

Stood up to dash each vain Pretender’s hope, 

Maul the French Tyrant, or pull down the Pope! 

If there’s a Briton then, true bred and born. 

Who holds Dragoons and wooden shoes in scorn; 

If there’s a Critic of distinguish’d rage; 

If there’s a Senior, who contemns this age; 

Let him to night his just assistance lend, 

And be the CritiFs, Britoti's, Old Man's Friend. 


15 
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MACER: A CHARACTER 

W HEN simple Macer^ now of high renowm, 
First sought a Poet’s Fortune in the Town, 
’Twas all th’ Ambition his high soul could feel, 

To wear red stockings, and to dine with Steel. 
Some Ends of verse his Betters might afford, 

And gave the harmless fellow a good word. 

Set up with these, he ventur’d on the Town, 

And with a borrow’d Play, out-did poor Cromn. 
There he stop’d short, nor since has writ a tittle, 
But has the wit to make the most of little: 

Like stunted hide-bound Trees, that just have got 
Sufficient sap at once to bear and rot. 

Now he begs Verse, and what he gets commends, 
Not of the Wits his foes, but Fools his friends. 

So some coarse Country Wench, almost decay’d, 
Trudges to town, and first turns Chambermaid; 
Aukward and supple, each devoir to pay. 

She flatters her good Lady rsvice a day; 

Thought wond’rous honest, tho’ of mean degree. 
And strangely lik’d for her Simplicity: 

In a translated Suit, then tries the Town, 

With borrow’d Pins, and Patches not her own: 

But just endur’d the winter she began, 

And in four months, a batter’d Harridan. 

Now nothing left, but wither’d, pale, and shrunk, 
To bawd for others, and go shares with Punk. 

To Mr. JOHN MOORE 

AUTHOR of the celebrated Worm-Powder 

H OW much, egregious Moorey are we 
Deceiv’d by shews and forms! 

Whate’er we think, whate’er we see. 

All Humankind are Worms. 
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Man is a very Worm by birth. 

Vile Reptile, weak, and vain! 

A while he crawls upon the earth, 

Then shrinks to earth again. 

That Woman is a Worm we find, 
since our Grandame s evil. 

She first convers’d with her own kind, 

That ancient Worm, the Devil. 

The Learn’d themselves we Book-worms name, 
The Blockhead is a Slow-worm; 

The Nymph whose tail is all on flame. 

Is aptly term’d a Glow-worm; 

The Fops are painted Butterflies, 

That flutter for a day; 

First from a Worm they take their rise, 

And in a Worm decay. 

The Flatterer an Earwig grows; 

Thus Worms suit all conditions; 

Misers are Muck-worms, Silk-worms Beaus, 
And Death-watches Physicians. 


That Statesmen have the Worm, is seen 

By all their winding play; 

Their Conscience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them night and day. 

Ah Moore! thy skill were well employ’d. 
And greater gain would rise. 

If thou could’st make the Ourtier void 
The Worm that never dies! 

O learned Friend of Abchurcb-LunCy 
Who sett’st our entrails free! 

Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 

Since Worms shall eat ev’n thee. 
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Our Fate thou only can’st adjourn 
Some few short years, no more! 

Ev’n Button's Wits to Worms shall turn, 

Who Maggots were before. 4 ® 


On a certain L A D Y at Court 

I KNOW the thing that’s most uncommon; 

(Envy be silent, and attend!) 

I know a Reasonable Woman, 

Handsome and witty, yet a Friend. 

Not warp’d by Passion, aw’d by Rumour, 5 

Not grave thro* Pride, or gay thro’ Folly, 

An equal mixture of good Humour, 

And sensible soft Melancholy. 

‘Has she no faults then (Envy says) Sir?’ 

Yes, she has one, I must aver; *o 

When all the World conspires to praise her, 

The Woman’s deaf, and does not hear. 


On his Grotto at Twickenham 

COMPOSED OF 

Marbles, Spars, Gemms, Ores, and Minerals 

T hou who shalt stop, where Thames' translucent wave 
Shines a broad Mirrour thro’ the shadowy Cave; 
Where ling’ring drops from min’ral Roofs distill, 

And pointed Crystals break the sparkling Rill, 

Unpolish’d Gemms no ray on Pride bestow, 5 

And latent Metals innocently glow; 

Approach. Great Nature studiously behold! 

And eye the Mine without a wish for Gold. 
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Approach: But awful! Lo! th’ .Algerian Grott, 

Where, nobly-pensive, St. John sate and thought; 

Where British sighs from dying W.yndham stole. 

And the bright flame was shot thro’ Marchmont’s Soul. 
Let such, such only, tread this sacred Floor, 

Who dare to love their Country, and be poor. 


EPIGRAM 

M y Lord complains, that Pope, stark mad with gardens. 
Has lopt three trees the value of three farthings: 

But he’s my neighbour, cries the peer polite. 

And if he’ll visit me. I’ll wave my right. 

What ? on Compulsion ? and apinst my Will, 

A Lord’s acquaintance ? Let him file his Bill. 


To Mrs. M. B. on her Birth-Day 

O H be thou blest with all that Heav’n can send, 
Long Health, long Youth, long Pleasure, and a 

Friend: 

Not with those Toys the female world admire. 

Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire. 

With added years if Life bring nothing new. 

But like a Sieve let ev’ry blessing thro’, 

Some joy still lost, as each vain year runs o’er. 

And all we gain, some sad Reflection more; 

Is that a Birth-day? ’tis alas! too clear, 

’Tis but the Fun’ral of the former year. 

Let Joy or Ease, let Affluence or Content, 

And the gay Conscience of a life well spent. 

Calm ev’ry thought, inspirit ev’ry grace. 

Glow in thy heart, and smile upon thy face. 

Let day improve on day, and year on year, 

Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear; 
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Till Death unfelt that tender frame destroy, 
In some soft Dream, or Extasy of joy. 
Peaceful sleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 
And wake to Raptures in a Life to come. 


To Mr. Thomas Southern 

On his Birth-day, 1742 

R ESIGN’D to live, prepar’d to die. 
With not one sin, but poetry. 

This day Tom’s fair account has run 
(Without a blot) to eighty one. 

Kind Boyle before his poet lays 
A table, with a cloth of bays; 

And Ireland, mother of sweet singers. 
Presents her harp still to his fingers. 

The feast, his tow’ring genius marks 
In yonder wild goose and the larks! 

The mushrooms shew his wit was sudden! 
And for his judgment, lo a pudden! 

Roast beef, tho’ old, proclaims him stout, 
And grace, altho’ a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom heav’n sent down to raise 
The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be ev’ry birth-day more a winner, 

Digest his thirty-thousandth dinner; 

Walk to his grave without reproach, 

And scorn a rascal and a coach. 



EPITAPHS 

I 


On Charles Earl of Dorset 
In the Church of Withyham in Sussex 

D orset, the Grace of Courts, the Muses’ Pride, 
Patron of Arts, and Judge of Nature, dy’d. 

The scourge of Pride, tho’ sanctify’d or great. 

Of Fops in Learning, and of Knaves in State: 

Yet soft his Nature, tho’ severe his Lay, 

His Anger moral, and his Wisdom gay. 

Blest Satyrist! who touch’d the Mean so true, 

As show’d. Vice had his hate and pity too. 

Blest Courtier! who could King and Country please. 
Yet sacred keep his Friendships, and his Ease. 

Blest Peer! his great Forefathers ev’ry grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his Race; 

Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets shine. 
And Patriots still, or Poets, deck the Line. 


11 

On Sir William Trumbal 

One of the Principal Secretaries of State to King Wm.i.iam III. who 
having resigned his Place, died in his Retirement at Easthamsted in 

Berkshire, 1716 

A PLEASING form, a firm, yet cautious mind, 

Sincere, tho’ prudent, constant, yet resign’d; 

Honour unchang’d, a principle profest, 

Fix’d to one side, but mod’rate to the rest; 
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An honest G)uitier, yet a Patriot too, 5 

Just to his Prince, and to his Country true; 

Fill’d with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 

A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth; 

A gen’rous faith, from superstition free, 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny; xo 

Such this man was; who now, from earth remov’d. 

At length enjoys that liberty he lov’d. 

Ill 

On the Hon. Simon Harcourt 

Only Son of the Lord Chancellor Harcourt; at the Church of Stanton- 

Harcourt in Oxfordshire, 1720 

T O this sad shrine, whoe’er thou art! draw near. 

Here lies the Friend most lov’d, the Son most dear: 
Who ne’er knew Joy, but Friendship might divide, 

Or gave his Father Grief but when he dy’d. 

How vain is Reason, Eloquence how weak 1 5 

If Pope must tell what Harcourt cannot speak. 

Oh let thy once-lov’d Friend inscribe thy Stone, 

And with a Father’s sorrows mix his own! 

IV 

On James Craggs, Esq. 

In Westminster-Abbey 
JACOBUS CRAGGS 

REGI MAGN/E BRITANNI/E A SECRETIS 
ET CONSILIIS SANCTIORIBUS 
PRINCIPIS PARITER AC POPULI AMOR ET DELICI^ 

VIXIT TITULIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR 
ANNOS, HEU PAUCOS, XXXW 
OB. FEB. XVI. MDCCXX 

Statesman, yet Friend to Truth! of Soul sincere, 

In Action faithful, and in Honour clear! 
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Who broke no promise, servM no private end, 

Who gain’d no Title, and who lost no Friend, 

Ennobled by Himself, by All approv’d, 5 

Prais’d, wept, and honour’d, by the Muse he lov’d. 


V 

Intended for Mr. Rowe 
In Westminster-Abbey 

T hy reliques, Rowe, to this fair Urn we trust, 

And sacred, place by Dryden’s awful dust: 

Beneath a rude and nameless stone he lies. 

To which thy tomb shall guide inquiring eyes. 

Peace to thy gentle shade, and endless rest! s 

Blest in thy genius, in thy love too blest! 

One grateful woman to thy fame supplies 
What a whole thankless land to his denies. 

3. The Tomb of Mr. Drydcn was erected upon this hint by the Duke of Buckingham; 
to which was originally intended this Epitaph, 

This Sheffield rais'd. The sacred Dust below 
tVas Drydf.n once: The rest who does not know. 

which the Author since changed into the plain inscription now upon it. being only the 
name of that great Poet. 

J. D R Y D E N 

Natus Aug. 9, 1631. Mortuus Maij. i. 1700 

JOANNF.S SHEFFIELD DUX BUCKINGHAMIENSIS POSUIT 


VI 

On Mrs. Corbet 
Who died of a Cancer in her Breast 

H ere rests a Woman, good without pretence, 

Blest with plain Reason, and with sober Sense; 
No Conquests she, but o’er herself, desir’d. 

No Arts essay’d, but not to be admir’d. 
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Passion and Pride were to her soul unknown, 5 

G)nvinc’d that Virtue only is our own. 

So unaffected, so compos’d a mind; 

So firm, yet soft; so strong, yet so refin’d, 

Heav’n, as its purest gold, by Tortures try’d; 

The Saint sustain’d it, but the Woman dy’d. 10 


VII 

On the Monument of the Honourable Robert Digby, and of 
his Sister Mary, erected by their Father the Lord Digby, 
in the Church of Sherborne in Dorsetshire, 1727 

G O! fair Example of untainted youth, 

Of modest wisdom, and pacifick truth: 

Compos’d in suff’rings, and in joy sedate. 

Good without noise, without pretention great. 

Just of thy word, in ev’ry thought sincere, 5 

Who knew no wish but what the world might hear: 

Of softest manners, unaffected mind. 

Lover of peace, and friend of human kind: 

Go live! for Heav’n’s Eternal year is thine, 

Go, and exalt thy Moral to Divine. 

And thou, blest Maid! attendant on his doom. 

Pensive hast follow’d to the silent tomb. 

Steer’d the same course to the same quiet shore, 

Not parted long, and now to part no more! 

Go then, where only bliss sincere is known! 

Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! 

Yet take these Tears, Mortality’s relief, 

And till we share your joys, forgive our grief; 

These little rites, a Stone, a Verse receive, 

’Tis all a Father, all a Friend can give I 
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VIII 

On Sir Godfrey Kneller 
In Westminster-Abbey, 1723 

K neller, by Heav’n and not a Master taught, 

Whose Art was Nature, and whose Pictures Thought; 
Now for two ages having snatch'd from fate 
Whate’er was beauteous, or whatever was great, 

Lies crown'd with Princes honours. Poets lays. 

Due to his Merit, and brave Thirst of praise. 

Living, great Nature fear’d he might outvie 
Her works; and dying, fears herself may die. 


. Imitated from the famous Epitaph on Raphael. 

• Raphaely iimuity quo sospit^y vhui 

R^rum magna parenSy <t morUnt^y mori. 


IX 

On General Henry Withers 
In Westminster-Abbey, 1729 

H ere, withers, rest! thou bravest, gentlest mind. 
Thy 'country’s friend, but more of Human kind. 
Oh born to Arms! O Worth in Youth approv’d! 

O soft Humanity, in Age bclov'd! 

For thee the hardy Vet'ran drops a tear, 

And the gay Courtier feels the sigh sincere. 

Withers, adieu! yet not with thee remove 
Thy Martial spirit, or thy Social love! 

Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage, 

Still leave some ancient virtues to our age: 

Nor let us say (those English glories gone) 

The last true Briton lies beneath this stone. 
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X 

On Mr. Elijah Fenton 

At Easthamstead in Berks, 1730 

T his modest Stone, what few vain Marbles can, 

May truly say, Here lies an honest Man: 

A Poet, blest beyond the Poet’s fate, 

Whom Heav’n kept sacred from the Proud and Great: 

Foe to loud Praise, and Friend to learned Ease, 5 

Content with Science in the Vale of Peace. 

Calmly he look’d on either Life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 

From Nature’s temp’rate feast rose satisfy’d. 

Thank’d Heav’n that he had liv’d, and that he dy’d. 10 



On Mr. Gay 


In Westminster-Abbey, 1732 


O F Manners gentle, of Affections mild; 

In Wit, a Man; Simplicity, a Child: 

With native Humour temp’ring virtuous Rage, 

Form’d to delight at once and lash the age: 

Above Temptation, in a low Estate, S 

And uncorrupted, ev’n among the Great: 

A safe Companion, and an easy Friend, 

Unblam’d thro’ Life, lamented in thy End. 

These are Thy Honours! not that here thy Bust 
Is mix’d with Heroes, or with Kings thy dust; 10 

But that the Worthy and the Good shall say. 

Striking their pensive bosoms —Here lies Gay. 


12. Here lies Gay."] i.e. in the hearts of the good and worthy.—Mr. Pope told me his 
conceit in this line was not generally understood. For, by peculiar ill luck, the formulary 
expression, which makes the beauty, misleads the reader into a sense which takes it quite 
away. W. 
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Intended for Six Isaac Newton, 

In Westminster-Abbey 
ISAACUS NEWTONUS: 

Quern Immortalem 
Testantur TempuSy Natura, Ccetum: 

Mortalem 

Hoc marmor fatetur. 

Nature and Nature’s Laws lay hid in Night. 
GOD said, Let Newton be! and all was Light. 


XIII 


On Dr. Francis Atterbury 

Bishop of Rochester 

Who died in Exile at Paris, 1732 

[His only Daughter having expired in his arrns, 
immediately after she arrived in France to sec him.] 

DIALOGUE 

SHE 

Y es, we have liv’d—one pang, and then we part! 

May Heav’n, dear Father! now have all thy Heart. 
Yet ah I how once we lov’d, remember still. 

Till you are dust like me. 
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HE 

Dear Shade! I will: 
Then mix this dust with thine—O spotless Ghost! 
O more than Fortune, Friends, or Country lost I 
Is there on Earth one care, one wish beside ? 

Yes— Save my Country, Heav’n, 

—He said, and dy’d. 


XIV 

On Edmund Duke of Buckingham, 

Who died in the Nineteenth Year of his Age, 1735 

I F modest Youth, with cool Reflection crown’d. 
And ev’ry op’ning Virtue blooming round. 

Could save a Mother’s justest Pride from fate. 

Or add one Patriot to a sinking state; 

This weeping marble had not ask’d thy Tear, 

Or sadly told, how many Hopes lie here I 
The living Virtue now had shone approv’d, 

The Senate heard him, and his Country lov’d. 

Yet softer Honours, and less noisy Fame 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham: 

In whom a Race, for Courage fam’d and Art, 

Ends in the milder Merit of the Heart; 

And Chiefs or Sages long to Britain giv’n. 

Pays the last Tribute of a Saint to Heav’n. 

XV 

On John Knight, 

Who died Oct. 2, 1733 

O F AIR E S T Pattern to a failing Age! 

Whose Publick Virtue knew no Party rage: 
Whose Private Name all Titles recommend. 

The pious Son, fond Husband, faithful Friend: 
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In Manners plain, in Sense alone refind, 

Good without Show, and without Weakness kind: 
To Reason’s equal dictates ever true. 

Calm to resolve, and constant to pursue. 

In Life, with ev’ry social Grace adorn’d, 

In Death, by Friendship, Honour, Virtue; mourn’d. 


XVI 

For One who would not be buried in Westminster-Abbey 

H eroes, and kings! your distance keep: 

In peace let one poor Poet sleep. 

Who never flatter’d Folks like you: 

Let Horace blush, and Virgil too. 


Another, on the same 

U NDER this Marble, or under this Sill, 

Or under this Turf, or e’en what they will; 
Whatever an Heir, or a Friend in his stead. 

Or any good creature shall lay o er my head, 

Lies one who ne’er car’d, and still cares not a pin 
What they said, or may say of the mortal within: 
But who, living and dying, serene still and free, 
Trusts in God, that as well as he was, he shall be. 
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Verses in imitation of Waller 
By a Youth of thirteen 

Of the Lady who could not sleep in a stormy Night 

AS gods sometimes descend from heav’n and deign 
MX. On earth a while with mortals to remain, 

So gentle sleep from Serenissa flies, 

To dwell at last upon her lover’s eyes. 

That god’s indulgence can she justly crave, 5 

Who flies the tyrant to relieve the slave ? 

Or should those eyes alone that rest enjoy. 

Which in all others they themselves destroy ? 

Let her whom fear denies repose to take, 

Think for her love what crowds of wretches wake. ic 

So us’d to sighs, so long inur’d to tears. 

Are winds and tempests dreadful to her ears.^ 

Jove with a nod may bid the world to rest. 

But Seretiissd must becalm the breast. 


Of her Picture 

T he nymph her graces here express’d may find. 
And by this picture learn to dress her mind; 
For here no frowns make tender love afraid, 

Soft looks of mercy grace the flatt’ring shade, 

And, while we gaze, the gracious form appears 
T’approve our passion and forbid our fears. 
Narcissus here a different fate had prov d, ^ 
Whose bright resemblance by himself was lov d; 
Had he but once this fairer shade descry’d. 

Not for his own, but hers, the youth had dy’d. 

Y 


10 
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Of her Sickness 

AH Serenissay from our arms 
JL \ Did you for death’s preserve your charms; 
From us that serv’d so long in vain, 

Shall heav’n so soon the prize obtain ? 

Sickness, its courtship, makes the fair 
As pale as her own lovers are. 

Sure you, the goddess we adore. 

Who all coelestial seem’d before. 

While vows and service nothing gain’d, 

Which, were you woman, had obtain’d; 

At last in pity, for our sake, 

Descend an human form to take, 

And by this sickness chuse to tell 
You are not now invincible. 


5 


10 


Of her walking in a Garden after a Shower 

S EE how the sun in dusky skies 
Veils his fair glories, while he spies 
Th’ unclouded lustre of her eyes! 

Her bashful beauties once descry’d. 

The vanquish’d roses lose their pride. 

And in their buds their blushes hide. 

Myrtles have lost their balmy smell, 

And drooping lillies seem to tell 
How much her sweets their own excel. 

See! She retires: Nor can we say 
If light breaks out or goes away, 

For SoVs is now the only ray. 

Lo how their heads the lillies rear. 

And with fresh sweets perfume the air, 

When their bright rival is not there. 

Again grown proud, the spreading rose 
Its bloomy beauties does disclose. 

And to the skies its incense throws. 

Her glorious charms eclipse the day; 

Nature itself is only gay. 
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When Serenissa is away. 

Like, yet unlike these flow’rs am I; 

I languish when her charms draw nigh. 

But if she disappears, I dye. 

Of her Sighing 

W HEN love would strike th’ offending fair, 

This incense bribes the god to spare; 

And Cytheraa now does prize 
No sweets but Serenissa's sighs. 

The yielding nymph by these confest, 5 

Encourag’d lovers seek her breast. 

So spicy gales at once betray 

Th’ Arabian coast, and waft us on our way. 

Verses in imitation of Cowley 
By the same Hand 

Presenting a Lark 

I 

G O tuneful bird, forbear to soar. 

And the bright sun admire no more; 

Go bask in Serenissa s eyes. 

And turn a bird of paradise, 

11 

In those fair beams thy wings display. 

Take shorter journies to the day, 

And at an humbler pitch prefer 
Thy musick to an angel’s ear. 


Ill 

Nor, tho’ her slave, thy lot deplore; 

The god of love himself’s no more: 

Ev’n him to constancy she brings. 

And clips, like thine, his wav’ring wings. 
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IV 

She gains from us, as now from thee, 
Our songs by our captivity; 

But happier you attention gain, 

While wretched lovers sing in vain. 


The River 


I 


H ail sacred spring, whose fruitful stream 
Fattens the flocks, and deaths the plain, 
The melancholy poets theme. 

And solace of the thirsty swain. 


n 

Thou fly’st, like time, with eager haste; 

Behind thy self thou still dost stay; 
Thy stream, like his, is never past. 

And yet is ever on the way. 

Ill 

While mankind boasts superior sight. 
With eyes erect the heavens to see; 
The starry eyes of heaven delight 
To gaze upon themselves in thee. 


IV 

A second sun thou dost present, 

And bring new heav'ns before our eyes; 
We view a milder firmament, 

And pleas’d, look downward to the skies. 


V 

Thy streams were once th’ impartial test 
Of untaught nature’s humble pride, 
When by thy glass the nymphs were drest, 
In flow’rs, the honours of thy side. 



5 
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VI 

Of thee they drank, till blushing fruit 
Was ravisht from the tender vine; 

And man, like thee, was impollute. 

Till mischief learn’d to mix with wine. 


On the Statue of Cleopatra, made into a Fountain by 

Leo the Tenth 

Translated from the Latin of Count Castiglione 

Cleopatra speaks 

W HOE*RE thou art whom this fair statue charms. 
These curling aspicks, and these wounded arms. 
Who view*st these eyes for ever fixt in death. 

Think not unwilling I resign’d my breath. 

What, shou’d a Queen, so long the boast of fame, s 

Have stoop’d to serve an haughty Roman dame? 

Shou’d I have liv’d, in Cissar's triumph born. 

To grace his conquests and his pomp adorn ? 

I whom the blest /Egyptian climate bore 
To the soft joys of Nile's delightful shore, 

Whom prostrate Kings beheld unrival’d shine. 

And the wide East ador’d with rites divine! 

Deny’d to reign, I stood resolv’d to die, 

Such charms has death when join’d with liberty. 

Let future times of Cleopatra tell, '! 

Howe’re she liv’d none ever dy’d so well. 

No chains I felt, but went a glorious ghost, 

Free, and a Princess, to the Stygian coast. 

Th’ eluded victor, envious of my fate. 

Vex’d with vain rage, and impotently great, 2. 

To Jove's high Capitol ignobly led 
The mournful image of a Princess dead. 

Yet not content with this to feast his eyes. 

Lest kinder time shou’d hide our miseries. 
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Lest the last age our fortunes shou’d not know, 

This breathing stone immortaliz’d my woe; 

This with the noblest force of sculpture grac’d. 

In Romeos proud Forum young Octavius plac’d. 

And in the midst of that majestic band 
Of Gods and heroes, made a Woman stand; 

But in the rock my flowing tears supprest. 

Those tears, which only cou’d have eas’d my breast. 
Not that I’d ask a single drop to mourn 
A fate so glorious, and so nobly bom, 

(Not death it self from me cou’d force a tear. 

Or teach the soul of Cleopatra fear) 

But for my Antony -to whom these eyes 

Give all his rites, and all his obsequies I 
To his dear ashes and his honour’d shade. 

My tears eternal tribute shou’d be paid: 

My tears the want of ofTrings had supply’d; 

But these, ev’n these, remorseless Rome deny’d! 

But thou great Leo! in whose golden days 
Revive the honours of Rome's ancient praise; 

If Heav’n, to pity human woes inclin’d, ) 

Has sent thee down in mercy to mankind, 

And boundless pow’r with boundless virtue join’d; J 
If all the Gods entrust thee to bestow 
With bounteous hands their blessings here below; 
Let not a suppliant Queen entreat in vain. 

The only wretch beneath thy happy reign! 

Sure just and modest this request appears. 

Nor is it much to give me back my tears; 

Release my eyes, and let them freely flow; 

’Tis all the comfort fate has left me now! 

The haughty Niobe whose impious pride 
Scorn’d Heaven itself, and durst the Gods deride, 
Still, tho’ a rock, can thus relieve her woe. 

And tears eternal from the marble flow. 

No guilt of mine the rage of Heav’n cou’d move; 

I knew no crime, if ’tis no crime to love. 

Then as a lover give me leave to weep; 

Lull’d by these fountains the distrest may sleep; 

And while the Dogstar bums the thirsty field, 
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These to the birds refreshing streams may yield; 65 

The birds shall sport amidst the bending sprays, 

And fill the shade with never ceasing lays; 

New greens shall spring, new flow’rs around me grow, 

And on each tree the golden apples glow; 

Here, where the fragrant Orange grov^ arise, 70 

Whose shining scene with rich Hesperia vies. 


Psalm xci 


By the same Hand 

H e who beneath thy shelt’ring wing resides, 

Whom thy hand leads, and whom thy glory guides. 
To Heav’n familiar his bold vows shall send. 

And fearless say to God —Thou zrt my friend! 

’Tis Thou shalt save him from insidious wrongs, 

And the sharp arrows of censorious tongues. 

When gath’ring tempests swell the raging mam. 

When thunder roars, and lightning blasts the plain. 
Amidst the wrack of nature undismay’d. 

Safe shall he lye, and hope beneath thy shade. 

By day no perils shall the just affright. 

No dismal dreams or groaning ghosts 

His God shall guard him m the fighting field, 

And o’er his breast extend his saving shield: 

The whistling darts shall turn their points away. 

And fires around him innocently play: 

Thousands on ev’ry side shall yield their breath; 

And twice ten thousand bite the ground m death. 

While he, serene in thought, shall calm survey 
The sinners fall, and bless the vengeful day 1 
Heav’n is thy hope: thy refuge fix d above, 

No harms can reach thee, and no force shall move. 

I see protecting Myriads round thee fly. 

And all the bright Militia of the sky 
These in thy dangers timely aid shall bring. 

Raise in their arms, and waft thee on their wing. 
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These shall perform th* almighty orders given, 
Direct each step, and smooth the path to Heaven. 
Thou on the fiery Basilisk shalt tread, 

And fearless crush the swelling Aspick’s head, 
Rouze the huge Dragon, with a spurn, from rest, 
And fix thy foot upon the Lion’s crest. 

Lo /, his God! in all his toils am near: 

I see him ever, and will ever hear: 

When he the rage of sinners shall sustain, 

I share his griefs, and feel my self his pain: 

When foes conspiring rise against his rest, 
ril stretch my arm, and snatch him to my breast. 
Him will I heap with honours, and with praise. 
And glutt with full satiety of days; 

Him with my glories crown; and when he dies, 
To him reveal my joys, and open all my skies. 


Stanzas 

From the French Malherbe 
By the same Hand 

AT length, my soul! thy fruitless hopes give o’er, 
m\. Believe, believe the treach’rous world no more. 
Shallow, yet swift, the stream of fortune flows. 
Which some rude wind will always discompose; 

As children birds, so men their bliss pursue, 

Still out of reach, tho’ ever in their view. 

In vain, for all that empty greatness brings. 

We lose our lives amidst the courts of kings. 

And suifer scorn, and bend the supple knee; 

The monarch dies—one moment’s turn destroys 
Long future prospects, and short present joys: 

Oh unperforming, false mortality! 



FROM POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS^ 1717 

All is but dust, when once their breath is fled; 

The fierce, the pompous majesty lyes dead! 

The world no longer trembles at their pow’r 1 

Ev’n in those tombs where their proud names survive, 

Where still in breathing brass they seem to live, 

Th* impartial worms that very dust devour. 

The lofty styles of happy, glorious great, 

The Lords of fortune, Arbiters of fate, 

And Gods of war, lye lost within the grave! 

Their mighty minions then come tumbling down. 
They lose their flatt’rers as they lose their crown. 
Forgot of ev’ry friend, and every slave! 


From Boetius, de cons. Philos, 

O qui perpetua mundum ratione gubernas. 


By the same Hand 


O THOU, whose all-creating hands sustain 

The radiant Heav’ns, and Earth, and ambient main 
Eternal Reason! whose presiding soul 
Informs great nature and directs the whole! 

Who wert, e’er time his rapid race begun, 

And bad’st the years in long procession run: 

Who fix’t thy self amidst the rowling frame, 

Gav’st all things to be chang’d, yet ever art the same! 

Oh teach the mind t’ aetherial heights to rise, 

And view familiar, in its native skies, 

The source of good; thy splendor to descry, 

And on thy self, undazled, fix her eye. 

Oh quicken this dull mass of mortal clay; 

Shine through the soul, and drive its clouds away! 

For thou art Light. In thee the righteous find 
Calm rest, and soft serenity of mind; 
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Thee they regard alone; to thee they tend; 

At once our great original and end, 

At once our means, our end, our guide, our way, 
Our utmost bound, and our eternal stay! 


To Belinda on the Rape of the Lock 

P LEAS’D in these lines, Belinda^ you may view 
How things are priz’d, which once belong’d to you 
If on some meaner head this Lock had grown. 

The nymph despis’d, the Rape had been unknown. 

But what concerns the valiant and the fair, 

The Muse asserts as her peculiar care. 

Thus Helens Rape and Menelaus' wrong 
Became the Subject of great Homer's song; 

And, lost in ancient times, the golden fleece 
Was rais’d to fame by all the wits of Greece. 

Had fate decreed, propitious to your pray’rs, 

To give their utmost date to all your hairs; 

This Lock, of which late ages now shall tell, 

Had dropt like fruit, neglected, when it fell. 

Nature to your undoing arms mankind 
With strength of body, artifice of mind; 

But gives your feeble sex, made up of fears, 

No guard but virtue, no redress but tears. 

Yet custom (seldom to your favour gain’d) 

Absolves the virgin when by force constrain’d. 

Thus Lucrece lives unblemish’d in her fame, 

A bright example of young Tarquiti’s shame. 

Such praise is yours—and such shall you possess, 

Your virtue equal, tho’ your loss be less. 

Then smile Belinda at reproachful tongues. 

Still warm our hearts, and still inspire our songs. 

But would your charms to distant times extend, 

Let Jervas paint them, and let Pope commend. 

Who censure most, more precious hairs would lose, 

To have the Rape recorded by his Muse. 



FROM POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 1717 667 

Written over a Study; out o/'Maynard 

Z AS d'esperer, de me plaindre 

/ De Vamour, des grands, du sort, 

(Test icy quefattens la mort. 

Sans la desirer, ni la craindre. 


In English for Sir W. Trumbull 

XirM with vain hopes, and with complaints as vain, 

Of anxious love’s alternate joy and pain. 

Inconstant fortune’s favour and her hate. 

And unperforming friendships of the great; 

Here both contented and resign’d, I lye; 5 

Here learn to live; nor wish, nor fear to die. 


ii. FROM STEELE’S MISCELLANIES, 1727 

To Sir Godfrey Kneller, On his painting for 
me the Statues of Apollo, Venus and Hercules 

W HAT God, what Genius did the Pencil move 

When Kneller painted These? 

Twas Friendship—warm as Ph(ebus, kind as Love, 

And strong as Hercules. 


iii. FROM MISCELLANIES, LAST VOLUME, 1727-8 

VERSES 

To be prefix’d before 

BERNARD LINTOTs New MISCELLANY 

S OME Colinceus praise, some Bleau, 

Others account ’em but so so; 

Some Plantin to the rest prefer. 

And some esteem Old-Elzevir; 
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Others with Aldus would besot us; 5 

I, for my Part, admire Lintottus .— 

His Character’s beyond Compare, 

Like his own Person, large and fair. 

They print their Names in Letters small, 

But Lintot stands in Capital: lo 

Author and he, with equal Grace, 

Appear, and stare you in the Face: 

Stephens prints Heathen Greek, *tis said. 

Which some can’t construe, some can’t read: 

But all that comes from Lintofs Hand *5 

Ev’n Ra[n>lin'\son might understand. 

Oft in an Aldus, or a Plantin, 

A Page is blotted, or Leaf wanting: 

Of LintoPs Books this can’t be said. 

All fair, and not so much as read. ao 

Their Copy cost ’em not a Penny 
To Homer, Virgil, or to any; 

They ne’er gave Sixpence for two Lines, 

To them, their Heirs, or their Assigns: 

But Lintot is at vast Expence, as 

And pays prodigious dear for—Sense. 

Their Books are useful but to few, 

A Scholar, or a Wit or two: 

LintoPs for gen’ral Use are fit; 

For some Folks read, but all Folks sh - - - . 30 


VERSES 

Occasion’d 

By an &c. at the End of Mr, D’Urfy ’5 Name in the Title to one of his 

Plays* 

J O VE call’d before him t’other Day 
The Vowels, U, O, I, E, A, 

All Dipthongs, and all Consonants, 

Either of England or of France', 

• This Accident happen'd by Mr. D’Urfy’j having made a Florish there, which the Printer 
mistook for an &c. 
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And all that were, or wish’d to be, 

Rank’d in the Name of Tom D'lJrfy. 

Fierce in this Cause, the Letters spoke all. 
Liquids grew rough, and Mutes turn’d vocal: 
Those four proud Syllables alone 
Were silent, which by Fates Decree 
Chim’d in so smoothly, one by one. 

To the sweet Name of Tom D'Ur/y. 

Ny by whom Names subsist, declar’d, 

To have no Place in this was hard: 

And j 2 . maintain’d ’twas but his Due 
Still to keep Company with U; 

So hop’d to stand no less than he 
In the great Name of Tom D'Urfy. 

E shew’d, a Comma ne’er could claim 
A Place in any British Name; 

Yet making here a perfect Botch, 

Thrusts your poor Vowel from his Notch: 
Hiatus mi valde dejlendus! 

From which ^ood Jupiter defend us! 

Sooner I’d quit my Part in thee. 

Than be no Part in Tom D'Urfy. 

P protested, puff’d, and swore, 

He’d not be serv’d so like a Beast; 

He was a Piece of Emperor, 

And made up half a Pope at least. 

C vow’d, he’d frankly have releas’d 
His double Share in C<£sar Cuius^ 

For only one in Tom Durfeius. 

/, Consonant and Vowel too, 

To Jupiter did humbly sue. 

That of his Grace he would proclaim 
Durfeius his true Latin Name; 

For tho’ without them both, ’twas clear. 
Himself could ne’er h^Jupiter \ 

Yet they’d resign that Post so high, 

To be the Genitive, Durfei. 
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B and L swore B 1 - - - and W-s 

X and Z cry’d, P - x and Z-s 

G swore, by G - d, it ne’er should be; 

And W would not lose, not he, 45 

An English Letter's Property, 

In the great Name of Tom Durfy. 

In short, the rest were all in Fray, 

From Christcross to Et ccetera. 

They, tho’ but Standers-by too, mutter’d; 5 ° 

Dipthongs, and Tripthongs, swore and stutter’d. 

That none had so much Right to be 

Part of the Name of stuttering T - 

T - - Tom ^~a--as--De- - Dur - -fe - -fy. 

Th^njove thus spake: With Care and Pain 
We form’d this Name, renown’d in Rhyme; 

Not thine, *Immortal Neufgermain! 

Cost studious Cabalists more Time. 

Yet now, as then, you all declare, 

Far hence to Egypt you’ll repair. 

And turn strange Hieroglyphicks there; 

Rather than Letters longer be, 

Unless i* th’ Name of Tom D'Urfy. 

Were you all pleas’d, yet what I pray, 

To foreign Letters cou’d I say ? 65 

What if the Hebrew next should aim 
To turn quite backward D'Urfy's Name? 

Should the Greek quarrel too, by StyXy I 
Cou’d ne’er bring in Psi and Xi\ 

Omicron and Omega from us 70 

Wou’d each hope to be 0 in Thomas\ 

And all th’ ambitious Vowels vie, 

No less than Pythagorick Y, 

To have a Place in Tom D'Urfy, 


55 


60 


• A Poet, mho used to make Verses ending with the last Syllables of the Names of those 
Persons he praised: Which Voiturc turn'd against him in a Poem of the some kind. 
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Then, well-belovM and trusty Letters! 
Consonants! and Vowels, (much their betters,) 
lyE, willing to repair this Breach, 

And, all that in us lies, please each; 

Et ccet^ra to our Aid must call, 

Et ccsfra represents ye all: 

Et cest^ra therefore, we decree, 'j 

Henceforth for ever join’d shall be j 
To the great Name of Tom Durfy. j 


PROLOGUE 

Design’d for 

Mr. Durfy’s /as! Play 

G rown old in Rhyme, ’twcre barbarous to discard 
Your persevering, unexhausted Bard: 

Damnation follows Death in other Men, 

But your damn’d Poet lives and writes again. 

Th’ advent’rous Lover is successful still. 

Who strives to please the Fair against her Will: 

Be kind, and make him in his Wishes easy. 

Who in your own Despite has strove to please ye. 

He scorn’d to borrow from the Wits of yore; 

But ever writ, as none e’er writ before. 

You modern Wits, should each Man bring his Claim, 

Have desperate Debentures on your Fame, 

And little would be left you, I m afraid. 

If all your Debts to Greece and Rome were paid. 

From his deep Fund our Author largely draws; 

Nor sinks his Credit lower than it was. 

Tho* Plays for Honour in old Time he made, 

’Tis now for better Reasons—to be paid. 

Believe him, he has known the World too long. 

And seen the Death of much Immortal Song. 

He says, poor Poets lost, while Players won 
As Pimps grow rich, while Gallants are undone. 
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Tho* Tom the Poet writ with Ease and Pleasure, 

The Comick Tom abounds in other Treasure. 

Fame is at best an unperforming Cheat; 25 

But ’tis substantial Happiness to eat — 

Let Ease, his last Request, be of your giving, 

Nor force him to be damn’d, to get his Living. 


PROLOGUE 

TO THE 

Three Hours after Marriage 

A uthors are judg’d by strange capricious Rules; 

^The great ones are thought mad, the small ones Fools: 
Yet sure the Best are most severely fated. 

For Fools are only laugh’d at, Wits are hated. 

Blockheads with Reason Men of Sense abhor; 5 

But Fool ’gainst Fool, is barb’rous civil War. 

Why on all Authors then should Criticks fall ? 

Since some have writ, and shewn no Wit at all. 

Condemn a Play of theirs, and they evade it. 

Cry, ‘Damn not us, but damn the French that made it.’ 10 
By running Goods, these graceless Owlets gain: 

Theirs are the Rules of Franccy the Plots of Spain: 

But Wit, like Wine, from happier Climates brought, 

Dash’d by these Rogues, turns English common Draught. 
They pall Moliere's and Lopez^ sprightly Strain, 15 

And teach dull Harlequins to grin in vain. 

How shall our Author hope a gentle Fate, 

Who dares most impudently—not translate. 

It had been civil, in these ticklish Times, 

To fetch his Fools and Knaves from foreign Climes; 20 
Spaniard and French abuse to the World’s End, 

But spare old England, lest you hurt a Friend. 
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If any Fool is by our Satire bit, 

Let him hiss loud, to show you all, he’s hit. 

Poets make Characters, as Salesmen Cloaths, 

We take no Measure of your Fops and Beaus, 

But here all Sizes and all Shapes ye meet, 

And fit your selves, like Chaps in Monmouth-Street. 

Gallants look here, this *Foors Cap has an Air- 
Goodly and smart, with Ears of Issachar. 

Let no one Fool engross it, or confine: 

A common Blessing! now *tis yours, now mine. 

But Poets in all Ages had the Care 
Xo keep this Cap, for such as will, to wear. 

Our Author has it now, (for ev’ry Wit 
Of Course resign’d it to the next that writ.) 

And thus upon the Stage ’tis fairly fthrown, 

Let him that takes it, wear it as his own. 


• Shewi a Cap with Ears. 
t Flings down the Cap, and Exit. 


Sandys ’5 ghost 


OR A 


Proper New BALLAD 
On the New 


OVID'S METAMORPHOSIS 

As it was intended to be 

Translated by Persons of Quality 

Y e Lords and Commons, Men of Wit 
And Pleasure about 'Iown; 

Read this, e’er you translate one Bit 
Of Books of high Renown. 
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Beware of Latin Authors all! 

Nor think your Verses Sterling, 

Tho’ with a Golden Pen you scrawl, 

And scribble in a Berlin : 

For not the Desk with silver Nails, 

Nor Bureau of Expence, 

Nor Standish well japan’d, avails 
To writing of good Sense. 

Hear how a Ghost in dead of Night, 

With saucer Eyes of Fire, 

In woful wise did sore affright 
A Wit and courtly ’Squire. 

Rare Imp of Phoebus ^ hopeful Youth! 

Like Puppy tame that uses 

To fetch and carry, in his Mouth, 

The Works of all the Muses. 

Ah 1 why did he write Poetry, 

That hereto was so civil; 

And sell his Soul for Vanity, 

To Rhyming and the Devil? 

A Desk he had of curious Work, 

With glitt’ring Studs about; 

Within the same did Sandys lurk, 

Tho’ Ovid lay without. 

Now as he scratch’d to fetch up Thought, 
Forth popp’d tlie Sprite so thin; 

And from the Key-Hole bolted out. 

All upright as a Pin, 

With Whiskers, Band, and Pantaloon, 

And Ruff compos’d most duly; 

This ’Squire he dropp’d his Pen full soon. 
While as the Light burnt bluely. 



FROM MISCELLANIES^ 1727-8 675 

Ho! Master Sam, quoth Sandys' Sprite, 

Write on, nor let me scare ye; 

Forsooth, if Rhymes fall in not right, 

To Budgell seek, or Carey, 40 

I hear the Beat of Jacob's Drums, 

Poor Ovid finds no Quarter I 

See first the merry Pelham comes 
In haste, without his Garter. 

Then Lords and Lordings, ^Squires and Knights, 45 
Wits, Witlings, Prigs, and Peers; 

Garth at St. James's., and at White's, 

Beats up for Volunteers. 

What Fenton will not do, nor Cay, 

Nor Congreve, Rowe, nor Stanyan, 50 

Tom Burnet or Tom D'Urfy may, 

John Dunton, Steel, or any one. 

If Justice Philip's costive Head 
Some frigid Rhymes disburses; 

They shall like Persian Tales be read, 5 S 

And glad both Babes and Nurses. 

Let Warwick's Muse with Ashurst join, 

And L'Ozel's with Lord Hervey's: 

Tickell and Addison combine. 

And Pope translate with Jervis. 

Lumley himself, that lively Lord 
Who bows to ev’ry Lady, 

Shall join with Frowde in one Accord, 

And be like Tate and Brady. 

Ye Ladies too draw forth your Pen, 

1 pray where can the Hurt lie.^ 

Since you have Brains as well as Men, 

As witness Lady Worthy. 


6 s 
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Now, Tonson^ lift thy Forces all, 

Review them, and tell Noses; 

For to poor Ovid shall befal 
A strange Metamorphosis. 

A Metamorphosis more strange 
Than all his Books can vapour: 

‘To what (quoth ’Squire) shall Ovid change?’ 
Quoth Sandys: Into Waste-Paper. 

UMBRA 

C LOSE to the best known Author, Umbra sits, 
The constant Index to all Button's Wits. 
Who's here?cnt^ Umbra: ''Ov^.y Johnson' — Oh! 
Your Slavey and exit\ but returns with Rovpey 
Dear Rowe, let's sit and talk of Tragedies: 

Not long. Pope enters, and to Pope he flies. 

Then up comes Steele; he turns upon his Neely 
And in a Moment fastens upon Steele. 

But cries as soon, Dear Dick, I must be goney 
Fory if I know his Tready here's Addison. 

Says Addison to Steeky ’Tis time to go. 

Pope to the Closet steps aside with Rowe. 

Poor UmbrOy left in this abandon’d Pickle, 

E’en sits him down, and writes to honest Tickell. 

Fool! *tis in vain from Wit to Wit to roam; 
Know, Sense, like Charity, begins at Home. 


TWO or THREE 

OR A 

RECEIPT to make a Cuckold 

T WO or Three Visits, and two or three Bows, 
Two or three civil Things, two or three Vows, 
Two or three Kisses, with two or three Sighs, 

Two or three and Let-me-die'Sy 
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Two or three Squeezes, and two or three Towzes, ' 
(With two or three thousand Pound lost at their 
Houses,) 

Can never fail Cuckolding two or three Spouses. 


On a L A D Y who P-st 

at the Tragedy of CATO 

Occasion’d by an 

Epigram on a Lady who wept at it 

W HILE maudlin Whigs deplor’d their Cato's Fate 
Still with dry Eyes the Tory Celia sate, 

But while her Pride forbids her Tears to flow. 

The gushing Waters find a Vent below. 

Tho’ secret, yet with copious Grief she mourns, 5 

Like twenty River-Gods with all their Urns. 

Let others screw their Hypocritick Face, 

She shews her Grief in a sincerer Place; 

There Nature reigns, and Passion void of Art, 

For that Road leads directly to the Heart. 


epigram 

IN A 

maid of H o n o u r’s 
P R A Y E R- B O O K 

W HEN Israel's Daughters mourn’d their pastOflenccs, 
They dealt in Sackcloth,^ndtnvrC^ Cynder-Wenches: 
But Richmond's Fair-ones never spoil their Locks 
They use white Powder, and wear Holland-Smocks. 

O comely Church! where Females find clean Lmen 
As decent to repent in, as to sin in. 
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The Balance of Europe 


N OW Europe’s balanc'd, neither Side prevails 
For nothing's left in either of the Scales. 


THE 

LAMENTATION 

OF 

GLUMDALCLITCH 
For the Loss of GRILDRIG 

A Pastoral 

S OON as Glumdalclitch miss’d her pleasing Care, 
She wept, she blubber’d, and she tore her Hair. 
No British Miss sincerer Grief has known, 

Her Squirrel missing, or her Sparrow flown. 

She furl’d her Sampler, and hawl’d in her Thread, 
And stuck her Needle into Grildrig^s Bed; 

Then spread her Hands, and with a Bounce let fall 
Her Baby, like the Giant in Guildhall. 

In Peals of Thunder now she roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing Cow: 

Yet lovely in her Sorrow still appears: 

Her Locks dishevell’d, and her Flood of Tears 
Seem like the lofty Barn of some rich Swain, 

When from the Thatch drips fast a Show’r of Rain. 

In vain she search’d each Cranny of the House, 
Each gaping Chink impervious to a Mouse. 

‘Was it for this (she cr>'’d) with daily Care 
Within thy reach I set the Vinegar? 

And fill’d the Cruet with the acid Tide, 

While Pepper-Water Worms thy Bait supply’d; 
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Where twin’d the Silver Eel around thy Hook, 

And all the little Monsters of the Brook. 

Sure in that Lake he dropt: My Grilly's drown’d.—’ 
She dragg’d the Cruet, but no Grildrig found. 

‘Vain is thy Courage, Grilly^ vain thy Boast: 

But little Creatures enterprize the most. 

Trembling, I’ve seen thee dare the Kitten’s Paw, 
Nay mix with Children, as they play’d at Taw 
Nor fear the Marbles, as they bounding flew: 
Marbles to them, but rolling Rocks to you. 


Why did I trust thee with that giddy Youth? 
Who from a Page can ever learn the Truth? 
Vers’d in Court Tricks, that Money-loving Boy 
To some Lord’s Daughter sold the living Toy, 

Or rent him Limb from Limb in cruel Play, 

As Children tear the Wings of Elies away: 

From Place to Place o’er BrobJingnag I’ll roam. 
And never will return, or bring thee home. 

But who hath Eyes to trace the passing Wind? 
How then, thy fairy Footsteps can I find ? 

Dost thou bewildred wander all alone, 


In the green Thicket of a Mossy Stone, 

Or tumbled from the Toadstool’s slipp’ry Round 
Perhaps all maim’d, lie groveling on the Ground.'' 
Dost thou, imbosom’d in the lovely Rose, 

Or sunk within the Peach’s Down, repose r 
Within the King-Cup if thy Limbs arc spread. 

Or in the golden Cowslip’s velvet Head, 

O shew me. Flora, ’midst those Sweets, the !• low r 
Where sleeps my Gnldrig in his fragrant Bow r. 


25 


30 


35 


40 


45 


50 


But ah! I fear thy little Fancy roves 
On little Females, and on little Loves, 

Thy Pigmy Children, and thy tiny .S|xnise, 

The Baby Playthings that adorn thy 1 louse, 

Doors, Windows. Ch.mncys, and tl,c spac.ous Rooms 

Equal in Size to Cells of I loneycombs. 

Hast thou for these now ventur d from the Shore, 
Thy Bark a Bcan-sliell and a Straw thy Oar. 
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Or in thy Box, now bounding on the Main ? 

Shall I ne’er bear thy self and House again ? 6o 

And shall I set thee on my Hand no more, 

To see thee leap the Lines, and traverse o’er 
My spacious Palm ? of Stature scarce a Span, 

Mimick the Actions of a real Man ? 

No more behold thee turn my Watches Key, 65 

As Seamen at a Capstern Anchors weigh ? 

How wert thou wont to walk with cautious Tread, 

A Dish of Tea like Milk-Pail on thy Head ? 

How chase the Mite that bore thy Cheese away, 

And keep the rolling Maggot at a Bay ?’ 70 

She said; but broken Accents stopt her Voice, 

Soft as the Speaking-Trumpet’s mellow Noise: 

She sobb’d a Storm, and wip’d her flowing Eyes, 

W'hich seem’d like two broad Suns in misty Skies: 

O! squander not thy Grief; those Tears command 75 

'I'o weep upon our Cod in Newfound-Land: 

The plenteous Pickle shall preserve the Fish, 

And Europe taste thy Sorrows in her Dish. 


MARYG ULLIVER 

TO 

Capt. Lemuel Gulliver 
Argument 

The Captain, some time^ after hts Return, bein^ retired to Mr. SympsonV in 
the Country, Mrs. Gulliver, apprehending from his late Behaviour some 
Estrangement of his Ajj'ections, writes him the following e.xpostulatinz, 
soothing, and tenderly-complaining Epistle. 

W ELCOME, thrice welcome, to thy native Place! 

—What, touch me not? what, shun a Wife’s Embrace? 
Have I for this thy tedious Absence born. 

And wak’d and wish’d whole Nights for thy Return } 
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In five long Years I took no second Spouse; 

What Redr iff so long hath kept her Vows? 

Your Eyes, your Nose, Inconstancy betray; 

Your Nose you stop, your Eyes you turn away. 

*Tis said, that thou shouldst cleave unto thy Wife\ 
Once thou didst cleave, and I could cleave for Life. 
Hear, and relent! hark, how thy Children moan; 

Be kind at least to these, they are thy own: 

Be bold, and count them all; secure to find 
The honest Number that you left behind. 

See how they pat thee with their pretty Paws: 

Why start you ? are they Snakes ? or have they Claws 
Thy Christian Seed, our mutual Flesh and Bone: 

Be kind at least to these, they are thy own. 

*Biddel, like thee, might farthest India rove; 

He chang’d his Counties but retain’d his Love. 
There’s Captain Pennell, absent half his Life, 

Comes back, and is the kinder to his Wife. 

Yet PennelPs Wife is brown, compar’d to me, 

And Mistress Biddel sure is Fifty three. 


Not touch me! never Neighbour call’d me Slut: 
Was Flimnap's Dame more sweet in Lilliput? 

I’ve no red Hair to breathe an odious Fume; 

At least thy Consort’s cleaner than thy Groom. 

Why then that dirty Stable-boy thy Care? 

What mean those Visits to the Sorrel Mare? 

Say, by what Witchcraft, or what Dsemon led, 
Preferr’st thou Litter to the Marriage Bed ? 

Some say the Dev’l himself is in that Mare: 

If so, our Dean shall drive him forth by Prayer. 
Some think you mad, some think you arc possest, 
That Bedlam and clean Straw would suit you best: 
Vain Means, alas, this Frenzy to appease! 

That Straw, that Straw would heighten the Disease. 

• Names of Sea-Captains mentioned in Culhv<r^s Travels. 
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My Bed (the Scene of all our former Joys, 

Witness two lovely Girls, two lovely Boys) 

Alone I press; in Dreams I call my Dear, 

I stretch my Hand, no Gulliver is there! 

I wake, I rise, and shivVing with the Frost, 

Search all the House, my Gulliver is lost! 

Forth in the Street I rush with frantick Cries; 

The Windows open; all the Neighbours rise: 

Where sleeps my Gulliver ? 0 tell me mherel 
The Neighbours answer. With the Sorrel Mare. 

At early Morn, I to the Market haste, 

(Studious in ev’ry Thing to please thy Taste;) 

A curious Fowl and Sparagras I chose, 

(For I remember’d you were fond of those,) 

Three Shillings cost the first, the last sev’n Groats; 
Sullen you turn from both, and call for Oats. 

Others bring Goods and Treasure to their Houses, 
Something to deck their pretty Babes and Spouses; 
My only Token was a Cup like Horn, 

That’s made of nothing but a Lady’s Corn. 

’Tis not for that I grieve; no, ’tis to see 
The Groom and Sorrel Mare preferr’d to me! 

These, for some Moments when you deign to quit. 
And (at due distance) sweet Discourse admit, 

’Tis all my Pleasure thy past Toil to know. 

For pleas’d Remembrance builds Delight on Woe. 

At ev’ry Danger pants thy Consort’s Breast, 

And gaping Infants squawl to hear the rest. 

How did I tremble, when by Thousands bound, 

I saw thee stretch’d on Lilliputian Ground; 

When scaling Armies climb’d up ev’ry Part, 

Each Step they trod, I felt upon my Heart. 

But when thy Torrent quench’d the dreadful Blaze, 
King, Queen, and Nation, staring with Amaze, 

Full in my View how all my Husband came, 

And what extinguish’d theirs, encreas’d my Flame. 
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Those Spectacles^ ordainM thine Eyes to save, 
Were once my Present; Love that Armour gave. 
How did I mourn at Bolgolarn‘% Decree! 

For when he sign’d thy Death, he sentenc’d me. 


When Folks might see thee all the Country round 
For Six Pence, I’d have giv’n a Thousand Pound. 
Lord! when the Giant-Babe that Head of thine 
Got in his Mouth, my Heart was up in mine! 

When in the Marrow-Bone I see thee ramm’d, 

Or on the House-top by the Monkey cramm’d; 

The piteous Images renew my Pain, 

And all thy Dangers I weep o’er again. 

But on the Maiden's Nipple when you rid, 

Pray Heav’n, ’twas all a wanton Maiden did! 
Glumdalclitch too!—with thee I mourn her Case. 
Heav’n guard the gentle Girl from all Disgrace! 

O may the King that one Neglect forgive, 

And pardon her the Fault by which I live! 

Was there no other Way to set him free? 

My Life, alas! 1 fear prov’d Death to Thee. 


O teach me. Dear, new Words to speak my Flame 
Teach me to wooe thee by thy bcst-Iov’d Name! 
Whether the Stile of Grildrig please thee most, 

So call’d on Brohdingnag'% stupendous Coast, 

When on the Monarch’s ample Hand you sate, 

And hollow’d in his Ear Intrigues of State: 

Or Quinbus Flestrin more Endearment brings. 

When like a Mountain you look’d down on Kings: 

If Ducal Nardac, Lilhputian Peer, 

Or Glumglunis humbler Title sooth thy Ear; 

Nay, would kind Jove my Organs so dispose, 

To hymn harmonious Ilouyhnhntn thro the Nose, 

I’d call thee Houyhnhnm, that high sounding Name, 
Thy Childrens Noses all should twang the same. 

So might I find my loving Spouse of course 
Endu’d with all the Virtues of a Horse. 
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TO 

dUINBUS FLESTRIN 

THE 

Man-Mountain 

A 

LUIiputian ODE 

I 


I N Amaze 
Lost, I gaze. 

Can our Eyes 
Reach thy Size ? 

May my Lays 
Swell with Praise, 

Worthy thee! 

Worthy me! 

Muse inspire, 

All thy Fire! 

Bards of old 
Of him told, 

When they said 
Atlas Head 
Propt the Skies: 

See! and believe your Eyes! 


II 

See him stride 
Valleys wide: 
Over Woods, 
Over Floods. 
When he treads. 
Mountains Heads 
Groan and shake: 
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Armies quake^ 

Lest his Spurn 25 

Overturn 

Man and Steed: 

Troops take Heed! 

Left and Right, 

Speed your Flight! 30 

Lest an Host 
Beneath his Foot be lost. 

Ill 

Turn’d aside 
From his Hide, 

Safe from Wound 35 

Darts rebound. 

From his Nose 
Clouds he blows: 

When he speaks, 

Thunder breaks I 40 

When he eats. 

Famine threats! 

When he drinks, 

Neptune shrinks! 

Nigh thy Ear, 45 

In Mid Air, 

On thy Hand, 

Let me stand; 

So shall I 

Lofty Poet! touch the Sky. so 


FROM MISCELLANIES, THIRD VOLUME, 1732 

Epitaph on the Count of Mirandula 

Joannes jacet hie Miranduh^catera norunt 
Et Tagus £5" Canges—forsan £5* Antipodes 
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ApplyM to F. C. 

H ere Francis Ch[artre]s lies—Be civil! 

The rest God knows—perhaps the Devil. 


Epigram 

P ETER complains, that God has given 
To his poor Babe a Life so short: 
Consider Peter^ he’s in Heaven; 

’Tis good to have a Friend at Court. 


Another 

Y OU beat your Pate, and fancy Wit will come: 
Knock as you please, there’s no body at home. 


Epitaph (0/ By-Words) 


H ere lies a round W'oman, who thought mighty 
odd 

Every Word she e’er heard in this Church about God. 
To convince her of God the good Dean did indeavour. 
But still in her Heart she held Nature more clever. 
Tho’ he talk’d much of Virtue, her Head always run 
Upon something or other, she found better Fun. 

For the Dame, by her Skill in Affairs Astronomical, 
Imagin’d, to live in the Clouds was but comical. 

In this World, she despis’d ev’ry Soul she met here, 
And now she’s in t’other, she thinks it but Queer. 


10 
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Epigram 


W HEN other Ladies to the Groves go down, 
Corinna still, and Fulvia stay in Town; 
Those Ghosts of Beauty lingering here reside. 

And haunt the Places where their Honour dy’d. 


Epigram from the French 

S IR, I admit your gen’ral Rule 
That every Poet is a Fool: 

But you yourself may serve to show it. 
That every Fool is not a Poet. 


Epitaph 

W ELL then, poor G - lies under ground! 

So there’s an end of honest Jack. 

So little Justice here he found, 

’Tis ten to one he’ll ne’er come back. 


Epigram 

On the Toasts of the Kit-Cat Club, Anno 1716 

W HENCE deathless Kit-Cat took its Name, 
Few Criticks can unriddle; 

Some say from Pastry Cook it came, 

And some from Cat and Fiddle. 

From no trim Beau’s its Name it boasts, 

Grey Statesman, or green Wits; 

But from this Pell-mell-Pack of Toasts, 

Of old Cats and young Kits. 
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To a Lady with the Temple of Fame 


W hat’s Fame with Men, by Custom of the 
Nation, 

Is call’d in Women only Reputation: 

About them both why keep we such a pother? 

Part you with one, and I’ll renounce the other. 


VERSES 


To be placed under the Picture o/EngIand’5 Arch-Poet: Containmg a 

compleat Catalogue of his Works 


S EE who ne’er was or will be half read! 

Who first sung ^Arthur^ then sung ^Alfredy 
Prais’d great ^Eliza in God’s anger. 

Till all true Englishmen cry’d, hang her! 

Made Willianis Virtues wipe the bare A— 5 

And hang’d up Marlborough in ^Arras: 

Then hiss’d from Earth, grew Heav’nly quite; 

Made ev’ry Reader curse the ^Light \ 

Maul’d human Wit in one thick ^Satyr, 

Next in three Books, sunk ’human Nature^ 10 

Un-did ^Creation at a Jerk, 

And ot’^Redemption made damn’d Work. 

Then took his Muse at once, and dipt her 
Full in the middle of the Scripture. 

What Wonders there the Man grown old, did? 15 

Sternhold himself he out-Sternholded^ 

Made ^^David seem so mad and freakish. 

All thought him just what thought King Achiz. 

* Two Heroick Poems in Folio, twenty Books. 

* Heroick Poem in twelve Boo^. 

* Heroick Poem in Folio, ten Books. 

* Instructions to Vandtrbank a Tapestry-Weaver. 

* Hymn to the Light. * Sat)T against Wit. 

’ Of the Nature of Man, 

^ Creation, a Poem in seven Books. 

’ The Redeemer, another Heroick Poem in sLr Books 
Translation of all the Psalms. 



FROM MISCELLANIES, 1732 

No Mortal read his ^^Salomoriy 
But judg’d Roboam his own Son. 

Moses'^ he serv’d as Moses Pharaoh^ 

And Deborahy as She Sise-rah: 

Made Jeremy full sore to cry. 

And ^^Job himself curse God and die. 

What Punishment all this must follow ? 
Shall Arthur use him like King ToIlOy 
Shall David as Uriah slay him. 

Or dext’rous DePrah Sisera-h.\TCi? 

Or shall Eliza lay a Plot, 

To treat him like her Sister Scoty 
Shall William dub his better *End, 

Or Marlb'rough serve him like a Friend ? 
No, none of these—Heav’n spare his Life! 
But send him, honest thy Wife. 


On the Countess o/Burlington cutting Paper 

P ALLAS grew vap’rish once and odd, 

She would not do the least right thing. 

Either for Goddess or for God, 

Nor work, nor play, nor paint, nor sing. 

Jove frown’d, and ‘Use (he cry’d) those Eyes 5 

So skilful, and those Hands so taper; 

Do something exquisite, and wise—* 

She bow’d, obey’d him, and cut Paper. 

This vexing him who gave her Birth, 

Thought by all Heav’n a burning Shame; 10 

What does she next, but bids on Earth 
Her Burlington do just the same. 

»' CanticUs and EuUsiast. 

** Paraphrase of the Candcles of Moses and Deborah, 

«> The Lamentatiom. 

The whole Book of Job, a Poem in Folio. . , 

• Kick him on the Breech, not Knight him on the Shoulder. 

Z 
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PallaSy you give yourself strange Airs; 

But sure you’ll find it hard to spoil 
The Sense and Taste of one that bears 15 

The Name of Savil and of Boyle. 

Alas! one bad Example shown, 

How quickly all the Sex pursue! 

See Madam! see, the Arts o’erthrown. 

Between John Overton and You. 20 


V. FROM A SUPPLEMENT TO THE WORKS, 1757 

A version of the first Psalm. For the use of 

a young Lady 

T he maid is blest that will not hear 
Of masquerading tricks, 

Nor lends to wanton songs an ear. 

Nor sighs for coach and six. 

To please her shall her husband strive 
With all fiis main and might, 

And in her love shall exercise 
Himself both day and night. 

She shall bring forth most pleasant fruit, 

He flourish still, and stand, 

Ev’n so all things shall prosper well, 

That this maid takes in hand. 

No wicked whores shall such luck 
Who follow their own wills, 

But purg’d shall be to skin and bone, 

With mercury and pills. 

For why, the pure and cleanly maids, 

Shall all, good husbands gain; 

But filthy and uncleanly jades 
Shall rot in Drury-lane. 


20 
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The Translator 

O ZELL, at Sanger’s* call, invok’d his muse,^ 

For who to sing for Sanger cou’d refuse ? ) 

His numbers such as Sanger’s self might use. J 
Reviving Perault, murd’ring Boileau, he 
Slander’d the ancients first, then Wycherley; 5 

Not that it much the Author’s Anger rais’d. 

For those were slandered most, whom Ozell prais’d. 

Nor had the toothless Satyr caus’d complaining. 

Had not sage Rowe pronounc’d it entertaining. 

How great, how just, the judgment of that writer, 10 
Who the Plain-dealer damns, and prints the Biter! 


The 


Three Gentle Shepherds 


O F gentle Philips will I ever sing. 

With gentle Philips shall the vallics ring 
My numbers too for ever will I vary. 

With gentle Budgell, and with gentle Carey. 

Or if in ranging of the names I judge ill, 

With gentle Carey and with gentle Budgell. 

Oh! may all gentle Bards together place ye. 

Men of good hearts, and men of delicacy. 

May Satire ne’er befool ye, or beknave ye. 

And from all wits that have a knack Gad save ye. 


• EffberC Sanger served his apprenticeship with Jacob Tunson, and succeeded 
Bernard Lintot in his shop at the Middlc-Tcmplc gate, Fleet-street; l.intot printed 
Ozell’s translation of Perault’s Characters, and Sanger his translation of Boileau s 
Lutrin, recommended by Mr. Rowe, anno 1709. 
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The CHALLENGE; 

A Court Ballad 

To the Tune of 
To all you Ladies now at Land, 

T O one fair lady out of court. 

And two fair ladies in, 

Who think the Turk, and Pope a sport, 

And wit and love no sin; 

Come, these soft lines, with nothing stiff in, 5 

To Bellenden, Lepell, and Griffin. 

With a fa, la, la. 

What passes in the dark third row. 

And what behind the scene. 

Couches and cripled chairs I know, 10 

And garrets hung with green; 

I know the swing of sinful hack, 

Where many a damsel cries Alack. 

With a fa, la, la. 

Then why to court should I repair, 15 

Where’s such ado with Towmhend, 

To hear each mortal stamp and swear. 

And every speech in Zounds end; 

To hear ’em rail at honest Sunderland, 

And rashly blame the realm of Blunderland. 20 

With a fa, la, la. 

Alas! like Schutz I cannot pun. 

Like Clayton court the Germans; 

Tell Pickenbourg how slim she’s grown, 

Like run to sermons; 25 

To Court ambitious men may roam. 

But I and Alarlbrd" stay at home. 

With a fa, la, la. 

In truth, by what I can discern. 

Of courtiers from you three. 

Some wit you have, and more may learn 
From court, than Gay or Afe: 


30 



FROM A SUPPLEMENT TO THE WORKS, 1757 693 

Perhaps, in time, you'll leave high diet. 

To sup with us on milk and quiet. 

With a fa, la, la. 35 

At Leicester-Fields, a house full high. 

With door all painted green. 

Where ribbons wave upon the tye, 

(A Milliner’s I ween;) 

There may you meet us three to tbree^ 4 ® 

For Gay can well make two of Aie. 

With a fa, la, la. 

But shou’d you catch the prudish itch. 

And each become a coward, 

Bring sometimes with you lady Rich, 45 

And sometimes mistress Howard\ 

For virgins, to keep chaste, must go 

Abroad with such as are not so. 

With a fa, la, la. 

And thus, fair maids, my ballad ends; 50 

God send the king safe landing; 

And make all honest ladies friends 
To armies that are standing; 

Preserve the limits of these nations, 

And take off ladies limitations. Sa 

With a fa, la, la. 


Epigrams 

Occasion’d by an 

Invitation to Court 

I. 

I N the lines that you sent, arc the Muses and Graces -, 
You have the nine in your wit, and three in your Jaces. 

II. 

T hey may talk of the goddesses in Ida vales, 

But you shew your wit, whereas they shew their tails. 
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III. 

You Bellenden^ Griffin^ and little Lepell^ 

By G—d you all lie like the D —1 in hell; 

To say that at Court there’s a dearth of all wit, 

And send what Argyle^ would he mrite^ might have writ. 

IV. 

Adam had fallen twice, if for an apple 

The D —1 had brought him Bellenden and Lepell. 

V. 

On Sunday at six, in the street that’s call’d Gerrardy 
You may meet the two champions w’ho are no lord Sherrard. 

VI. 

They say Argyll's a wit, for what ? 

For writing? no,-for writing not. 


vi. FROM ADDITIONS TO THE WORKS, 1776 

A Farewell to London 
in the Year 1715 


D ear, damn’d, distracting Town, farewell! 

Thy fools no more I’ll teize: 

This year in peace, ye critics, dwell. 

Ye harlots, sleep at ease! 


Soft B[ethel] and rough C[ragg]s, adieu! 

Earl Warwick make your moan. 

The lively H[inchinbroo]k and you 
May knock up whores alone. 



FROM ADDITIONS TO THE WORKS, 1776 

To drink and droll be Rowe allow’d 
Till the third watchman’s toll; 

Let Jervase gratis paint, and Frowde 
Save three-pence and his soul. 

Farewell Arbuthnot’s raillery 
On every learned sot; 

And Garth, the best good Christian he, 

Altho’ he knows it not. 

Lintot, farewell! thy bard must go; 

Farewell, unhappy Tonson! 

Heaven gives thee for thy loss of Rowe, 

Lean Philips, and fat Johnson. 

Why should I stay.? Both parties rage; 

My vixen mistress squalls; 

The wits in envious feuds engage: 

And Homer (damn him) calls. 

The love of arts lies cold and dead 
In Hallifax’s urn; 

And not one Muse of all he fed, 

Has yet the grace to mourn. 

My friends, by turns, my friends confound, 
Betray, and are betray’d: 

Poor Y[ounge]r’s sold for fifty pounds, 

And B[icknc]ll is a jade. 

Why make I friendships with the great, 

When I no favour seek? 

Or follow girls seven hours in eight ? 

I need but once a week. 

Still idle, with a busy air, 

Deep whimsies to contrive; 

The gayest valctudinaire. 

Most thinking rake alive. 

Solicitous for others ends, 

Tho’ fond of dear repose; 

Careless or drowsy with my friends, 

And frolick with my foes. 
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Luxurious lobster-nights, farewell, 
For sober, studious days; 

And Burlington’s delicious meal, 

For salads, tarts, and pease. 

Adieu to all but Gay alone. 

Whose soul, sincere and free. 
Loves all mankind, but flatters none, 
And so may starve with me. 


A Dialogue 

Pope. Since my old friend is grown so great, 
As to be Minister of State, 

I’m told (but ’tis not true I hope) 

That Graggs will be ashamed of Pope. 

Craggs. Alas! if I am such a Creature, 

To grow the worse for growing greater; 
Why Faith, in spite of all my brags, 

’Tis Pope must be asham’d of Craggs. 


To Mr. Gay 

Congratulating Pope on finishing his house 

and gardens 


A h, friend! ’tis true—this truth you lovers know— 
Tn vain my structures rise, my gardens grow, 

In vain fair Thames reflects the double scenes 
Of hanging mountains, and of sloping greens: 

Joy lives not here, to happier seats it flies, 

And only dwells where Wortley casts her eyes. 



FROM ADDITIONS TO THE WORKS, 1776 

What are the gay parterre, the chequer’d shade, 

The morning bower, the ev’ning colonade, 

But soft recesses of uneasy minds. 

To sigh unheard in, to the passing winds? 

So the struck deer in some sequester’d part 
Lies down to die, the arrow at his heart. 

There, stretch’d unseen in coverts hid from day. 

Bleeds drop by drop, and pants his life away. 

Verses left by Mr. Pope, on his lying in the 
same Bed which Wilmot, the celebrated Earl 
of Rochester, slept in, at Adderbury, then 
belonging to the Duke of Argyle, July 9th, 1739 

ITH no poetic ardour fir’d 
I press the bed where Wilmot lay; 

That here he lov’d, or here expir’d, 

Begets no numbers grave, or gay. 

But ’neath thy roof, Argyle, are bred 5 

Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie 
Stretch’d out in honour’s nobler bed, 

Beneath a nobler roof—the sky. 

Such flames as high in patriots burn 
Yet stoop to bless a child or wife: 

And such as wicked kings may mourn. 

When freedom is more dear than life. 

vii. FROM THE GENTLEMAN’S MAGAZINE, 

OCTOBER, 179 * 

Translation of a Hymn 
OF St. Francis Xavier 

T hou art my God, sole object of my love; 

Not for the hope of endless joys above; 

Not for the fear of endless pains below. 

Which they who love thee not must undergo. 



697 


10 



698 


MINOR POEMS 


For me, and such as me, thou deign’st to bear 5 

An ignominious cross, the nails, the spear: 

A thorny crown transpierc’d thy sacred brow, 

While bloody sweats from ev’ry member flow. 

For me in tortures thou resignd’st thy breath, 

Embrac’d me on the cross, and sav’d me by thy death. lo 
And can these sufferings fail my heart to move ? 

What but thyself can now deserve my love } 

Such as then was, and is, thy love to me, 

Such is, and shall be still, my love to thee— 

To thee. Redeemer! mercy’s sacred spring! 15 

My God, my Father, Maker, and my King! 


viii. FROM SWIFT’S WORKS, 
ed. SCOTT, 1814, VoL. I 

Lines on a Drawing of a Monument to 

Swift’s grandfather* 

J ONATHAN Swift 
Had the gift. 

By fatherige, motherige, 

And by brotherige. 

To come from Gotherige, 5 

But now is spoiled clean, 

And an Irish Dean. 

In this church he has put 
A stone of two foot; 

With a cup and a can, Sir, 10 

In respect to his grandsire; 

So Ireland change thy tone, 

And cry, O hone! O hone! 

For England hath its own. 

• Sent 10 Mrs. Howard, who returned it with these lines inscribed on the draw¬ 
ing by Pope. ... It occurred among Dr. Lyon’s manuscripts. (Scott) 



ix. FROM MINOR POEMS, 
ed. AULT and BUTT, 1954 

A PARAPHRASE ON 
THOMAS A KEMPIS\ L. 3. C. 2. 

Done by the Author at 12 years old 

S PEAK, Gracious Lord, oh speak; thy Servant hears 
For Fm thy Servant, and F! still be so: 

Speak words of Comfort in my willing Ears; 

And since my Tongue is in thy praises slow. 

And since that thine all Rhetorick exceeds; 

Speak thou in words, but let me speak in deeds! 

Nor speak alone, but give me grace to hear 
What thy celestial Sweetness does impart; 

Let it not stop when entred at the Ear 

But sink, and take deep rooting in my heart. 

As the parchM Earth drinks Rain (but grace afford) 
With such a Gust will I receive thy word. 

Nor with the Israelites shall I desire 
Thy heav’nly word by Moses to receive. 

Lest I should die: but Thou who didst inspire 
Moses himself, speak thou, that I may live. 

Rather with Samuel I beseech with tears 
Speak, gracious Lord, oh speak; thy Servant hears. 

Moses indeed may say the words but Thou 
Must give the Spirit, and the Life inspire; 

Our Love to thee his fervent Breath may blow, 

But ’tis thy self alone can give the fire: 

Thou without them may’st speak and profit too; 

But without thee, what could the Prophets do. 

They preach the Doctrine, but thou maUst us do*t; 

They teach the Misteries thou dost open lay, 

The Trees they water, but thou giv'st the fruit; 

They to Salvation shew the arduous way, 

But none but you can give us Strength to walk; 

You give the Practise, they but give the lalk. 
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Let them be silent then; and thou alone 
(My God) speak comfort to my ravish’d Ears; 
Light of my eyes, my Consolation, 

Speak when thou wilt, for still thy Servant hears. 
What-ere thou speak’st, let this be understood; 

Thy greater Glory, and my greater Good! 


To EUSTACE BUDGELL,Esq. 

On his Translation of the Characters of 
THEOPHRASTUS 

T IS rumour’d, Budgell on a time 
Writing a Sonnet, cou’d not rhime; 

Was he discouragd.^ no such matter; 

He’d write in Prose—To the Spectator. 

There too Invention faild of late: 

What then? God damn him, he’d Translate, 
Not Verse, to that he had a Pique— 

From French^ He scornd it; no, from Greek. 
He’d do’t; and ne’r stand Shill-I Shall-I, 

Ay, and inscribe to Charles Lord Halli — 

Our Gallo-Grectan at the last 

Has kept his word, Here’s Teophraste. 

How e’re be not too vain, Friend Budgelll 
Men of Ill Hearts, you know, will judge ill. 
Some flatly say, the Book’s as ill done, 

As if by Boyery or by Gildon; 

Others opine you only chose ill. 

And that this Piece was meant for Ozell. 

For me, I think (in spite of Blunders) 

You may, with Addisotiy do wonders. 

But faith I fear, some Folks beside 
These smarty new Characters supplyd. 

The honest Fellow out at Heels 

Pray between Friends, was not that SteeVs? 



FROM MINOR POEMS, 1954 

The Rustic Lout so like a Brute, 

Was Philips^ beyond Dispute. 

And the fond Fop so clean contrary, 

Tis plain, tis very plain, was Cary. 
Howe’re, the CoxcomFs thy own Merit, 
That thou hast done, with Life and Spirit. 


On Lady MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU’s Portrait 

T he play full smiles around the dimpled mouth 
That happy air of Majesty and \outh. 

So would I draw (but oh, ’tis vain to try 
My narrow Genius does the power deny) 

The Equal Lustre of the Heavenly mind 
Where every Grace with every Virtue s join d 
Learning not vain, and wisdom not severe 
With Greatness easy, and with wit sincere. 

With Just Description shew the Soul Divine 
And the whole Princesse in my work should shine. 


PRESENTATION VERSES TO NATHANIEL 

PIG O T r 

T he Muse this one Verse to learn’d Pigot addresses. 

In whose Heart, like his Writings, was never found flaw; 

Whom Pope provM his Friend in his two chief distresses, 

Once in danger of Death, once in danger of Law. 

^ Sept. 23. 1726. 


the six MAIDENS 

A TOWER there is, where six Maiden^s do dwell 
This TowV it belongs to the Dev 1 of Hell, 

And sure of all Devils this must be the best, 

Who by six such fair Maidens at once is possest. 



MINOR POEMS 


So bright are their beauties, so charming their eyes, 

As in spite of his Fall, might make Lucifer rise; 

But then they’re so blithe and so buxome withall, 

As, tho ten Devils rose, they could make them to fall. 

Ah why, good Lord Grantham, were you so uncivil 
To send at a dash all these Nymphs to the Devil 
And yet why, Madam Dives, at your lot should you stare 
’Tis known all the Dives’s ever went there. 

There, Mordaunt, Fitzwilliams, &c. remain; 

(I promis’d I never would mention Miss Vane.) 

Ev’n Cart’ret and Meadows, so pure of desires. 

Are lump’d with the rest of these charming Hell fires. 

O! sure to King George ’tis a dismal disaster, 

To see his own Maids serve a new Lord and Master. 

Yet this, like their old one, for nothing will spare, 

And treateth them all, like a Prince of the Air. 

Who climbs these High Seats oh his joy shall be great! 
Tho strait be the passage, and narrow the Gate; 

And who now of his Court, to this place would not go, 
Prepard for the Devil and his Angells also? 


To the EARL OF BURLINGTON asking 
who writ the Libels against him 

Y OU wonder Who this Thing has writ, 
So full of Fibs, so void of W^it ? 

Lord! never ask who thus could serve ye? 
Who can it be but Fibster H[erve]y. 
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EPIGRAMS 
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Occasioned by CIBBER’S Verses 
in Praise of NASH 

I 

O NASH! more blest in ev’ry other thing. 
But in thy Poet wretched as a King! 

Thy Realm disarm’d of each offensive Tool, 
Ah ! leave not this, this Weapon to a Fool. 
Thy happy Reign all other Discord quells; 

Oh doe but silence Cibber, and the Bells. 
Apollo’s genuine Sons thy fame shall raise 
And all Mankind, but Cibber, sing thy praise. 

II 

Cibber! write all thy Verses upon Glasses, 
The only way to save ’em from our A—s. 


FRAGMENT OF BRUTUS, AN EPIC 

T he Patient Chief, who lab’ring long arriv’d 

On Brilains Shore and brought with fav ring Gods 
Arts Arms and Honour to her Ancient Sons: 

Daughter of Memory I from elder Time 
Recall; and me, with Britains Glory hrd. 

Me, far from meaner Care or meaner Song, 

Snatch to thy Holy Hill of Spotless Bay, 

My Countrys Poet, t<i record her Fame. 
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R^PE of the LOCKE 
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HEROI-COMICAL 

POEM 


Nolueram, Belinda, suos viohre capilios, 

Sed juvat hoc precibus me trtbutsse tuts. 

Mart. Lib. 12. Ep. 86. 



Printed for Bernard Lintott, 1712. 


THE 


Rape of the Locke 
CANTO I 

XX^HAT dire Offence from Am’rous Causes springs, 
’ ’ What mighty Quarrels rise from Trivial Things, 

I sing—This Verse to C—/, Muse! is due; 

This, ev’n Belinda may vouchsafe to view: 

Slight is the Subject, but not so the Praise, 

If She inspire, and He approve my Lays. 

Say what strange Motive, Goddess! cou*d compel 
A well-bred Lord t’assault a gentle Belle? 

Oh say what stranger Cause, yet unexplor’d, 

Cou’d make a genffe Belle reject a Lord? 

And dwells such Rage in softest Bosoms then } 

And lodge such daring Souls in Little Men ? 

Sol thro’ white Curtains did his Beams display. 

And op’d those Eyes which brighter shine than they; 
Shock just had giv’n himself the rowzing Shake, 

And Nymphs prepar’d their Chocolate to take; 

Thrice the wrought Slipper knock’d against the Ground, 
And striking Watches the tenth Hour resound. 

Belinda rose, and ’midst attending Dames 
Launch’d on the Bosom of the silver Thames: 

A Train of well-drest Youths around her shone, 

And ev’ry Eye was fix’d on her alone; 

On her white Breast a sparkling Cross she wore. 

Which Jews might kiss, and Infidels adore. 

Her lively Looks a sprightly Mind disclose, 

Quick as her Eyes, and as unfixt as those: 

Favours to none, to all she Smiles extends; 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 

Bright as the Sun her Eyes the Gazers strike, 

And, like the Sun, they shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful Ease, and Sweetness void of Pride, 

Might hide her Faults, if Belles had Faults to hide: 

If to her share some Female Errors fall. 

Look on her Face, and you’ll forgive ’em all. 
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THE RAPE OF THE LOCKE 

This Nymph, to the Destruction of Mankind, 
Nourish’d nvo Locks, which graceful hung behind 
In equal Curls, and well conspir’d to deck 
With shining Ringlets her smooth Iv’ry Neck. 
Love in these Labyrinths his Slaves detains. 

And mighty Hearts are held in slender Chains, 
With hairy Sprindges we the Birds betray, 

Slight Lines of Hair surprize the Finny Prey, 

Fair Tresses Man’s Imperial Race insnare, 

And Beauty draws us with a single Hair. 


Th’Adventrous Baron the bright Locks admir’d, 
He saw, he wish’d, and to the Prize aspir’d: 
Resolv’d to win, he meditates the way. 

By Force to ravish, or by Fraud betray; 

For when Success a Lover’s 1 oil attends, 

Few ask, if Fraud or Force attain’d his Ends. 


For this, e’er Phoebus rose, he had implor d 
Propitious Heav’n, and ev’ry Pow’r ador’d, 

But chiefly Love —to Love an Altar built, 

Of twelve vast French Romances, neatly gilt. 

There lay the Sword*knot Sylvia's Hands had sown, 
With Flavia's Busk that oft had rapp d his own. 

A Fan, a Garter, half a Pair of Gloves; 

And all the Trophies of his former Loves. 

With tender Billet-doux he lights the Pyre, 

And breaths three am’rous Sighs to raise the Fire. 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent L\es 
Soon to obtain, and long possess the Prize; ^ 

The Pow’rs gave Ear, and granted half his I ray r, 
The rest, the Winds dispers’d in empty -Mr. 


Close by those Meads for ever crown’d with Flow’rs 
Where Thames with Pride .surveys his rising low rs. 
There stands a Structure of Majcstick Erame, 

Which from the ncighbVing Hampton takes its Name. 
Here Britain's Statesmen oft the Pall foredoom 
Of Foreign I'yrants, and of Nymphs at home; 

Here Thou, great Anna! whom three Realms obey. 
Dost sometimes Counsel uke—and sometimes lea. 
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Hither our Nymphs and Heroes did resort, 

To taste awhile the Pleasures of a G)urt; 

In various Talk the chearful hours they past, 

Of, who was Bitty or who Capotted last: 

This speaks the Glory of the British Queeriy 
And that describes a charming Indian Screen ; 

A third interprets Motions, Looks, and Eyes; 

At ev’ry Word a Reputation dies. 

Snuffy or the Fany supply each Pause of Chatt, 

With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Now, when declining from the Noon of Day, 

The Sun obliquely shoots his burning Ray; 

When hungry Judges soon the Sentence sign, 

And Wretches hang that Jury-men may Dine; 

When Merchants from th’ Exchange return in Peace, 
And the long Labours of the Toilette cease— 

The Board’s with Cups and Spoons, alternate, crown’d; 
The Berries crackle, and the Mill turns round; 

On shining Altars of Japan they raise 
The silver Lampy and fiery Spirits blaze; 

From silver Spouts the grateful Liquors glide, 

And China's Earth receives the smoking Tyde: 

At once they gratifie their Smell and Taste, 

While frequent Cups prolong the rich Repast. 

Coffeey (which makes the Politician wise, 

And see thro’ all things with his half shut Eyes) 

Sent up in Vapours to the Baron’s Brain 
New Stratagems, the radiant Locke to gain. 

Ah cease rash Youth! desist e’er ’tis too late, 

Fear the just Gods, and think o^*Scylld’s Fate! 

Chang’d to a Bird, and sent to flitt in Air, 

She dearly pays for Nisus’ injur’d Hair! 

But when to Mischief Mortals bend their Mind, 

How soon fit instruments of Ill they find } 

Just then, Clarissa drew with tempting Grace 
A two-edg’d Weapon from her shining Case; 

So Ladies in Romance assist their Knight, 

Present the Spear, and arm him for the Fight. 

He takes the Gift with rev’rence, and extends 
The little Engine on his Finger’s Ends, 
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• Vide Ovid. Metam. 8. 
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This just behind Belinda's Neck he spread, 

As o’er the fragrant Steams she bends her Head: 

He first expands the glitt’ring Forfex wide 
T’inclose the Lock; then joins it, to divide; 

One fatal stroke the sacred Hair does sever 
From the fair Head, for ever, and for ever! 

The living Fires come flashing from her Eyes, 

And Screams of Horror rend th’affrighted Skies, 

Not louder Shrieks by Dames to Heav’n are cast, 

When Husbands die, or Lap-dogs breath their last. 

Or when rich China Vessels fal’n from high. 

In glittring Dust and painted Fragments lie! 

Let Wreaths of triumph now my Temples twine, 
(The Victor cry’d) the glorious Prize is mine! 

While Fish in Streams, or Birds delight in Air, 

Or in a Coach and Six the British Fair, 

As long as Atalantis shall be read. 

Or the small Pillow grace a Lady’s Bed, 

While Visits shall be paid on solemn Days, 

When num’rous Wax-lights in bright Order blaze. 
While Nymphs take Treats, or Assignations give. 

So long my Honour^ Namc» and Praise shall live. 

What Time wou’d spare, from Steel receives its date. 
And Monuments, like Men, submit to Fate! 

Steel did the Labour of the Gods destroy, 

And strike to Dust th’aspiring Tow’rs of 
Steel cou’d the Works of mortal Pride confound, 

And hew Triumphal Arches to the ground. ,, ^ , 
What Wonder then, fair Nymph! thy Hairs shou d feel 
The conqu’ring Force of unresisted Steel r 
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THE 

Rape of the Locke 

CANTO II 

ID U T anxious Cares the pensive Nymph opprest, 
And secret Passions labourM in her Breast. 

Not youthful Kings in Battel seiz’d alive, 

Not scornful Virgins who their Charms survive. 

Not ardent Lover robb’d of all his Bliss, 

Not ancient Lady when refus’d a Kiss, 

Not Tyrants fierce that unrepenting die. 

Not Cynthia when her Manteau's pinn’d awry. 

E’er felt such Rage, Resentment, and Despair, 

As Thou, sad Virgin! for thy ravish’d Hair. 

While her rackt Soul Repose and Peace requires, 
The fierce Thalestris fans the rising Fires. 

O wretched Maid (she spread her hands, and cry’d. 
And Hampton's Ecchoes, wretched Maid! reply’d) 
Was it for this you took such constant Care, 

CombSy Bodkins^ Leadsy PomatumSy to prepare ? 

For this your Locks in Paper Durance bound. 

For this with tort’ring Irons wreath’d around } 

Oh had the Youth but been content to seize 
Hairs less in sight—or any Hairs but these! 

Gods! shall the Ravisher display this Hair, 

While the Fops envy, and the Ladies stare! 

Honour forbid! at whose unrivaPd Shrine 
Ease, Pleasure, Virtue, All, our Sex resign. 

Methinks already I your Tears survey. 

Already hear the horrid things they say. 

Already see you a degraded Toast, 

And all your Honour in a Whisper lost! 

How shall I, then, your helpless Fame defend ? 
’Twill then be Infamy to seem your Friend! 

And shall this Prize, th’inestimable Prize, 

Expos’d thro’ Crystal to the gazing Eyes, 

And heighten’d by the Diamond's circling Rays, 

On that Rapacious Hand for ever blaze } 



THE RAPE OF THE LOCKE 

Sooner shall Grass in Hide-V^xk. Circus grow, 

And Wits take Lodgings in the Sound of Boa>\ 

Sooner let Earth, Air, Sea, to Chaos fall. 

Men, Monkies, Lap-dogs, Paiyots, perish all! 

She said; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 

And bids her Beau demand the precious Hairs: 

{Sir Plume^ of Amber Snuff-box justly vain. 

And the nice Conduct of a clouded Cane) 

With earnest Eyes, and round unthinking Face, 

He first the Snuff-box open’d, then the Case, 

And thus broke out—‘My Lord, why, what the Devil? 
Z—ds! damn the Lock! ’fore Gad, you must be civil! 
Plague on’t! ’tis past a Jest—nay prithee, Pox! 

Give her the Hair*—he spoke, and rapp’d his Box. 

It grieves me much (reply’d the Peer again) 

Who speaks so well shou’d ever speak in vain. 

But •by this Locke, this sacred Locke I swear, 

(Which never more shall join its parted Hair, 

Which never more its Honours shall renew, 

Clipt from the lovely Head where once it grew) 

That while my Nostrils draw the vital Air, 

This Hand, which won it, shall for ever wear. 

He spoke, and speaking in proud Triumph spread 
The long-contended Honours of her Head. 

But see! the Nymph in Sorrow’s Pomp appears. 

Her Eyes half languishing, half drown’d in Tears; 

Now livid pale her Cheeks, now glowing red; ) 
On her heav’d Bosum hung her drooping Head, j 
Which, with a Sigh, she rais’d; and thus she said, j 

For ever curs’d be this detested Day, 

Which snatch’d my best, my fav’rite Curl away! 
Happy! ah ten times happy, had I been. 

If Hampton-Court these Eyes had never seen I 
Yet am not 1 the first mistaken Maid, 

By Love of Courts to num’rous Ills betray’d. 

Oh had I rather un-admir’d remain’d 
In some lone Isle, or distant Northern Land; 

Where the gilt Chariot never mark’d the way. 

Where none learn Ombre, none e’er taste Bohea! 

• In allusion to Achillcs’f Oath in Homer. II. i. 
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There kept my Charms conceal’d from mortal Eye, 
Like Roses that in Desarts bloom and die. 

What mov’d my Mind with youthful Lords to rome ? 
0 had I stay’d, and said my Pray’rs at home! 

’Twas this, the Morning Omens did foretel; 

Thrice from my trembling hand the Patch-box fell; 
The tott’ring China shook without a Wind, 

Nay, Poll sate mute, and Shock yjAs most Unkind! 
See the poor Remnants of this slighted Hair! 

My hands shall rend what ev’n thy own did spare. 
This, in two sable Ringlets taught to break. 

Once gave new Beauties to the snowie Neck. 

The Sister-Locke now sits uncouth, alone. 

And in its Fellow’s Fate foresees its own; 

Uncurl’d it hangs! the fatal Sheers demands; 

And tempts once more thy sacrilegious Hands. 


She said: the pitying Audience melt in Tears, 

But Fate and Jove had stopp’d the Baron's Ears. 

In vain Thalestris with Reproach assails, 

For who can move when fair Belinda fails ? 

Not half so fixt the Trojan cou’d remain. 

While Anna begg’d and Dido rag’d in vain. 

To Arms, to Arms! the bold Thalestris cries, 

And swift as Lightning to the Combate flies. 

All side in Parties, and begin th’ Attack; 

Fans clap. Silks russle, and tough Whalebones crack; 
Heroes and Heroins Shouts confus’dly rise, 

And base, and treble Voices strike the Skies. 

No common Weapons in their Hands are found. 

Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal Wound. 


•So when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 

And heav’nly Breasts with human Passions rage; 

’Gainst Pallas^ Mars\ Latona, Hermes Arms; 

And all Olympus rings with loud Alarms. 

Jove's Thunder roars, Heav’n trembles all around; 

Blue Neptune storms, the bellowing Deeps resound; 

Earth shakes her nodding Tow’rs, the Ground gives way. 
And the pale Ghosts start at the Flash of Day! 


• Homer. II. ao. 
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While thro* the Press enrag'd Thalestris flies, 
And scatters Deaths around from both her Eyes, 
A Beau and Witling perish’d in the Throng, 

One dy’d in Metaphor^ and one in Song. 

O cruel Nymph ! a living Death I bear^ 

Cry’d Dapperwit, and sunk beside his Chair. 

A mournful Glance Sir Fopling upwards cast. 
Those Eyes are made so hilling —was his last; 
Thus on Meander's flow’ry Margin lies 
Th’expiring Swan, and as he sings he dies. 


As bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down, 
Chlo’e stept in, and kill’d him with a Frown: 

She smil’d to see the doughty Hero slain. 

But at her Smile, the Beau reviv’d again. 

Jove suspends his golden Scales in Air, 
Weighs the Mens Wits against the Lady’s Hair; 
The doubtful Beam long nods from side to side; 
At length the Wits mount up, the Hairs subside. 


See fierce Belinda on the Baron flics, 

With more than usual Lightning in her Eyes; 
Nor fear’d the Chief th’unequal Fight to try, 
Who sought no more than on his Foe to die. 

But this bold Lord, with manly Strength indu’d, 
She with one Finger and a Thumb subdu’d: 

Just where the Breath of Life his Nostrils drew, 
A Charge of SnujJ the wily Virgin threw; 
Sudden, with starting 'Fears each l\vc o’erflovss. 
And the high Dome rc-ecchoes to his Nose. 


Now meet thy Fate, th’incens’d Virago cry’d, 
And drew a deadly Bodkin from her Side. 

Boast not my Fall (he said) insulting Foe! 

Thou by some other shalt be laid as low. 

Nor think, to dye dejects my lofty Mind; 

All that I dread, is leaving you behind! 

Rather than so, ah let me still survive. 

And still burn on, in Cupid's Flames, Alive. 
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Restore the Locke! she cries; and all around 
Restore the Locke! the vaulted Roofs rebound. 

Not fierce Othello in so loud a Strain » 5 ® 

Roar’d for the Handkerchief that caus’d his Pain. 

But see! how oft Ambitious Aims are cross’d, 

And Chiefs contend ’till all the Prize is lost! 

The Locke, obtain’d with Guilt, and kept with Pain, 

In ev’iy place is sought, but sought in vain: iS 5 

With such a Prize no Mortal must be blest, 

So Heav’n decrees! with Heav’n who can contest 

Some thought, it mounted to the Lunar Sphere, 

•Since all that Man e’er lost, is treasur’d there. 

There Heroe’s Wits are kept in pondrous Vases, i6o 

And Beau’s in Snuff-boxes and Tweezer-Cases. 

There broken Vows, and Death-bed Alms are found, 

And Lovers Hearts with Ends of Riband bound; 

The Courtiers Promises, and Sick Man’s Pray’rs, 

The Smiles of Harlots, and the Tears of Heirs, 165 

Cages for Gnats, and Chains to Yoak a Flea; 

Dry’d Butterflies, and Tomes of Casuistry. 

But trust the Muse—she saw it upward rise, 

Tho’ mark’d by none but quick Poetic Eyes: 

(Thus Rome\ great Founder to the Heav’ns withdrew, 170 

To Proculus alone confess’d in view.) 

A sudden Star, it shot thro’ liquid Air, 

And drew behind a radiant Trail of Hair. 

Not Berenice's Locks first rose so bright, 

The Skies bespangling with dishevel’d Light. 175 

This, the Beau-monde shall from the Mall survey, ] 

As thro* the Moon-light shade they nightly stray, J 
And hail with Musick its propitious Ray. J 

This Partridge soon shall view in cloudless Skies, 

When next he looks thro’ Galilao^s Eyes; 180 

And hence th’Egregious Wizard shall foredoom 
The Fate of LouiSy and the Fall of Rome. 

Then cease, bright Nymph! to mourn the ravish’d Hair 
Which adds new Glory to the shining Sphere! 

Not all the Tresses that fair Head can boast 185 

Shall draw such Envy as the Locke you lost. 

• Vid, Ariosto. Canto 34. 
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For, after all the Murders of your Eye, 

When, after Millions slain, your self shall die; 
When those fair Suns shall sett, as sett they must, 
And all those Tresses shall be laid in Dust: 

This Lockcy the Muse shall consecrate to Fame, 
And mid’st the Stars inscribe Belinda's Name! 

FINIS 
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A CHARACTER of MARLBOROUGH 


An extended Version of the ESS A Y ON MAN^ 

BOOK IV, 291-308 

M ark by what wretched steps Great [Marlborough] grows, 
From dirt and sea-weed as proud Venice rose: 

One equal course how Guilt and Greatness ran, 

And all that rais’d the Hero sunk the Man. 

Now Europe’s Lawrels on his brows behold, 

But stain’d with Blood, or ill exchang’d for Gold. 

What wonder tryumphs never turn’d his brain 
Fill’d with mean fear to lose mean joy to gain. 

Hence see him modest free from pride or shew 
Some Vices were too high but none too low 
Go then indulge thy age in Wealth and ease 
Stretch’d on the spoils of plunder’d palaces 
Alas what wealthy which no one act of fame 
E’er taught to shine, or sanctified from shame 
Alas what ease those furies of thy life 
Ambition Av’rice and th* imperious Wife. 

The trophy’d Arches, story’d Halls invade, 

And haunt his slumbers in the pompous Shade. 

No joy no pleasure from successes past 
Timid and therefore treacherous to the last 
Hear him in accents of a pining Ghost 
Sigh, with his Captive for his ofspring lost 
Behold him loaded with unreverend years 
Bath’d in unmeaning unrepentant tears 
Dead, by regardless Vet’rans born on high 
Dry pomps and Obsequies without a sigh. 

Who now' his fame or fortune shall prolong 
In vain his consort bribes for venal song 
No son nor Grandson shall the line sustain 
The husband toils the Adulterer sw'eats in vain: 

In vain a nations zeal a senate’s cares 
‘Madness and lust’ (said God) ‘be you his heirs’ 



A CHARACTER OF MARLBOROUGH 

*0’er his vast heaps in drunkenness of pride 
Go wallow Harpyes and your prey divide* 

Alas! not dazled with his Noontide ray, 
Compute the Mom and Evening of his Day: 
The hole amount of that enormous Fame 
A Tale! that blends the Glory with the Shame I 
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THE 


DUNCIAD 


Book the First 


B ooks and the man I sing, the first who brings 
The Smithfield muses to the ears of kings. 

Say great PatrUiansf (since yourselves inspire 
These wond'rous works j so Jove and fate recjuire!) 
Say from what cause, in vain decry’d and curst, 

Still ^Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first? 

In eldest time, e’er mortals writ or read, 

E’er Pallas issued from the Thund’rer’s head, 
Dulness o’er all possess’d her antient right. 

Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night: 

Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave, 

Gross as her sire, and as her mother grave, 
Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, and blind, 

She rul’d, in native anarchy, the mind. 

Still her old empire to confirm, she tries, 

For born a Goddess, Dulness never dies. 

Where wave the tatter’d ensigns of Rag-Fair, 

A yawning ruin hangs and nods in air. 

Keen, hollow winds howl thro’ the bleak recess. 
Emblem of music caus’d by emptiness; 

Here in one bed two shiv’ring sisters lye. 

The cave of Poverty and Poetry. 

This, the Great Mother dearer held than all 
The clubs of Quidnunc's, or her own Guild-hall: 
Here stood her Opium, here she nurs’d her Owls, 
And destin’d here th’ imperial seat of fools. 

Hence springs each weekly muse, the hying boast 
Of C— Vs chaste press, and L — t's rubric post; 

t Oryd. 
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Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lay, 

Hence the soft sing-song on Cecilia's day, 
Sepulchral lyes our holy walls to grace, 

And Netp-year-Odes, and all the Grubstreet race. 

*Twas here in clouded majesty she shone; 

Four guardian Virtues^ round, support her throne; 
Fierce champion Fortitude^ that knows no fears 
Of hisses, blows, or want, or loss of ears: 

Calm Temperance, whose blessings those partake 
Who hunger, and who thirst for scribling sake; 
Prudence, whose glass presents th* approaching jayl; 
PoQticjustice, with her lifted scale; 

Where in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs, 
And solid pudding against empty praise. 

Here she beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 
Where nameless somethings in their causes sleep, 
’Till genial ^acob, or a warm third-day 
Calls forth each mass, a poem or a play. 

How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lie; 
How new-born nonsense first is taught to cry; 
Maggots half-form’d, in rhyme exactly meet. 

And learn to crawl upon poetic feet. 

Here one poor Word a hundred clenches makes. 
And ductile dulness new meanders takes; 

There motley Images her fancy strike, 

Figures ill-pair’d, and Similes unlike. 

She sees a mob of Metaphors advance, 

Pleas’d with the madness of the mazy dance: 

How Tragedy and Comedy embrace; 

How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race; 

How Time himself stands still at her command, 
Realms shift their place, and Ocean turns to land. 
Here gay Description y£gypt glads with showers, 

Or gives to Zembla fruits, to Barca flowers; 
Glitt’ring with ice here hoary hills are seen, 

Fast by, fair valHes of eternal green. 

On cold December fragrant chaplets blow, 

And heavy har\’ests nod beneath the snow. 

All these and more, the cloud-compelling Queen 
Beholds thro’ fogs, that magnify the scene; 
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She, tinselM o’er in robes of varying hues, 

With self-applause her wild creation views, 70 

Sees momentary monsters rise and fall, 

And with her own fools-colours gilds them all. 

*Twas on the day, when \Tho —</, rich and grave, 

Like XCimon triumph’d both on land and wave, 

(Pomps without guilt, of bloodless swords and maces, 75 

Glad chains, w'arm furs, broad banners, and broad faces) 

Now night descending, the proud scene was o’er. 

Yet liv’d, in Settle's numbers, one day more. 

Now May'rs and Shrieves in pleasing slumbers lay, 

And eat in dreams the custard of the day: 

But pensive poets painful vigils keep; 

Sleepless themselves, to give their readers sleep. 

Much to her mind the solemn feast recalls. 

What city-^iPi/wi once sung within the walls. 

Much she revolves their arts, their antient praise. 

And sure succession down from *IIeywood s days. 

She saw with joy the line immortal run. 

Each sire imprest and glaring in his son; 

So watchful Bruin forms with plastic care 
Each grow'ing lump, and brings it to a Bear. 

She saw in N—n all his father shine. 

And £—n eke out Bl—s endless line; 

She saw slow P—s creep like T—te's poor page. 

And furious D—n foam in PV/i — s rage. 


80 
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In each, she marks her image full exprest. 95 

But chief, in TtbbaU's monster-breeding breast. 

Sees Gods with Daemons in strange league ingage. 

And dearth, and hcav’n, and hell, her battels wage! 


She cy’d the Bard where supperless he sate. 
And pin’d, unconscious of his rising fate; 

Studious he sate, with all his books around, 
Sinking from thought to thought, a vast profound! 


X Athn^ian general, who obuined a victory by sea. and another by 

Und. on the same day. over the Persians and Barbanam viii.h*c 

• 7 ohn Heyaood, whose Interludes were printed in Hen. Vlllth s time. . 

q This, I pi^esumc, alludes to the cxuavagancics of the Farces of this author. Ste book 

III. vers. 170, (Sc. 
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Plung’d for his sense, but found no bottom there: 

Then writ, and flounder’d on, in mere despair. 

He roll’d his eyes that witness’d huge dismay, 105 

Where yet unpawn’d, much learned lumber lay, 

Volumes, whose size the space exactly fill’d; 

Or which fond authors were so good to gild; 

Or where, by Sculpture made for ever known, 

The page admires new beauties, not its own. no 

Here swells the shelf with OgUby the gyeaty 

There, stamp’d with arms, Newcastle shines compleat, 

Here all his sufTring brotherhood retire. 

And ’scape the martyrdom of jakes and fire; 

h. Gothic of Greece Rome 115 

Well-purg’d, and worthy W—y^ W —r, and Bl -. 

But high above, more solid Learning shone, 

The Classicks of an age that heard of none; 

There Caxton slept, with Wynkin at his side. 

One clasp’d in wood, and one in strong cow-hide: 120 

There sav’d by spice, like mummies, many a year, 

Old Bodies of Philosophy appear: 

De Lyra there a dreadful front extends. 

And there, the groaning Shelves Philemon bends. 

Of these t^velve volumes, twelve of amplest size, 125 

Redeem’d from tapers and defrauded pyes, 

Inspir’d he seizes: These an altar raise: 

An hecatomb of pure, unsully’d lays 

That altar crowns; a folio Common-place 

Founds the whole pyle, of all his works the base: 130 

Quarto’s, octavo’s, shape the lessening pyre. 

And last, a ^little Ajax tips the spire. 

Then he. Great Tamer of all human art! 

First in my care, and nearest at my heart! 

Dulness! whose good old cause I yet defend, 135 

With whom my muse began, with whom shall end! 

Oh thou! of business the directing soul, 

To human heads like byass to the bowl. 

Which as more pond’rous makes their aim more true, 
Obliquely wadling to the mark in view. 140 


f In duodecimo, translated from Sophocles. 
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O ever gracious to perplex’d mankind! 

Who spread a healing mist before the mind, 

And, lest we err by wit’s wild, dancing light, 

Secure us kindly in our native night. 

Ah! still o’er Britain stretch that peaceful wand, 

Which lulls th’ Helvetian and Batavian land, 

Where ’gainst thy throne if rebel Science rise. 

She does but show her coward face and dies: 

There, thy good scholiasts with unweary’d pains 
Make Horace flat, and humble Maro^s strains; 

Here studious I unlucky Modems save. 

Nor sleeps one error in its father’s grave. 

Old puns restore, lost blunders nicely seek, 

And crucify poor Shakespear once a week. 

For thee I dim these eyes, and stuff this head, 

With all such reading as was never read; 

For thee supplying, in the worst of days, 

Notes to dull books, and Prologues to dull plays; 

For thee explain a thing ’till all men doubt it, 

And write about it, Goddess, and about it; 

So spins the silkworm small its slender store. 

And labours, ’till it clouds itself all o’er. 

Not that my pen to criticks was confin’d. 

My verse gave ampler lessons to mankind, 

So written precepts may successless prove. 

But sad examples never fail to move. 

As forc’d from wind-guns, lead itself can fly. 

And pond’rous slugs cut swiftly thro’ the sky; 

As clocks to weight their nimble motion owe. 

The wheels above urg’d by the load below; 

Me, Emptiness and Dulness could inspire, 

And were my Elasticity, and Fire. 

Had hcav’n decreed such works a longer date, 

Heav’n had decreed to spare the Grubstreet-stztc. 

But see *great Settle to the dust descend. 

And all thy cause and empire at an end! 

Cou’d Troy be sav’d by any single hand. 

His gray-goosc-wcapon must have made her stand. 

But what can I! tny Flaccus cast aside. 

Take up th’ Attorneys (once my better) gutJe? 

• This was the last year of Elkanah Settle's life. He was poet to the city of /Won. 
whose business was to compose yearly pancgyricks on the Lord 

the Pageants; but since the aboUtion of that part of the shows, the employment ccas d, so 
that Settle had no successor to that place. 
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Or rob the Roman geese of all their glories, 

And save the state by cackling to the Tories ? 

Yes, to my coimtry I my pen consign. 

Yes, from this moment, mighty Mist! am thine, 

And rival, Curtius! of thy fame and zeal, 185 

0*er head and ears plunge for the public weal. 

Adieu my children! better thus expire 
Un>stalPd, unsold; thus glorious mount in fire 
Fair without spot; than greas’d by grocer’s hands, 

Or shipp’d with W — to ape and monkey lands, 190 

Or wafting ginger, round the streets to go, 

And visit alehouse where ye first did grow. 

With that, he lifted thrice the sparkling brand. 

And thrice he dropt it from his quiv’ring hand: 

Then lights the structure, with averted eyes; 195 

The rowling smokes involve the sacrifice. 

The opening clouds disclose each work by turns, 

Now dames old ^Memnon^ now Rodrigo bums. 

In one quick flash see Proserpine expire. 

And last, his oNvn cold /Eschylus took fire. 200 

Then gush’d the tears, as from the Trojan's eyes 
When the last blaze sent Ilion to the sides. 


Rowz’d by the light, old Dtilness heav’d the head. 

Then snatch’d a sheet of ThuU from her Bed, 

Sudden she flies, and whelms it o’er the pyre; 205 

Down sink the flames, and with a hiss expire. 


Her ample presence fills up all the place; 

A veil of fogs dilates her awfiil face. 

Great in her charms! as when on Shrieves and May’rs 

She looks, and breathes herself into their airs. 210 

She bids him wait her to the sacred Dome; 

Well-pleas’d he enter’d, and confess’d his home: 

So spirits, ending their terrestrial race. 

Ascend, and recognize their native place: 

Raptur’d, he gazes round the dear retreat, 215 

And fin sweet numbers celebrates the seat. 

• Pla3^ and Farces of T — d. 

t He writ a poem called the Cave of Poverty^ printed in 1715. 
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Here to her Chosen all her works she shows; 
Prose sweird to verse, Verse loitring into prose: 
How random thoughts now meaning chance to find, 
Now leave all memory of sense behind; 

How Prologues into Prefaces decay. 

And those to Notes are fritter’d quite away: 

How Index-learning turns no student pale, 

Yet holds the eel of science by the Tail: 

How, with less reading than makes felons ’scape. 
Less human genius than God gives an ape. 

Small thanks to France^ and none to Rome or Greece^ 
A past, vamp’d, future, old, reviv’d, new piece, 
’Twixt Plautus^ Fletcher^ Congreve y and Corneille y 
Can make a C-r, ^0 -n, or O - ll- 

The Goddess then, o’er his anointed head. 

With mystic words the sacred Opium shed; 

And lo! her Bird (a monster of a fowl! 

Something betwixt a H -and Owl) 

Perch’d on his crown. All hail! and hail apin 
My son! the promis’d land expects thy reign. 

Know SettUy clov’d with custard and with praise. 

Is gather’d to the Dull of antient days. 

Safe, where no criticks damn, no duns molest. 

Where G -n, B -, and high-born //— rest! 

I see a King! who leads my chosen sons 
To lands that flow with clenches and with puns; 

’Till each fam’d theatre my empire own, 

Till Albiony as Hiberniay bless my throne. 

I sec! I see!—Then rapt, she spoke no more. 

God save King Tibbald! Grubstreet alleys roar. 

So when>w’s block descended from on high, 

(As sings thy great fore-father, Ogilby^ 

Hoarse thunder to its bottom shook the bog, 

And the loud nation croak’d, God save King Log! 


End of the first Book. 
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T he sons of Dulness meet: an endless band 
Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land, 

A motley mixture! in long wigs, in bags. 

In silks, in crapes, in garteis, and in rags; 

From drawing rooms, from colleges, from garrets, 5 

On horse, on foot, in hacks, and gilded chariots. 

All who true Dunces in her cause appear’d. 

And all who knew those Dunces to reward. 

Now herald hawker’s rusty voice proclaims 
Heroic prizes, and advent’rous Games; lo 

In that wide space the Goddess took her stand 
Where the tall May-pole once o’erlook’d the Strand; 

But now (so ANNE and Piety ordain) 

A Church collects the saints of Drury-lane. 

With authors, stationers obey’d the call; 15 

The field of glory is a field for all; 

Glory, and gain, th* industrious tribe provoke. 

And gentle Dulness ever loves a joke. 

A Poet’s Form she sets before their eyes. 

And bids the nimblest racer seize the prize; 20 

No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thin. 

In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin; 

But such a bulk as no twelve bards could raise, 

Twelve starving bards of these degen’rate days. 

All as a partridge plump, full-fed, and fair, 25 

She form’d this image of well-bodied air. 

With pert flat eyes she window’d well its head, 

A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead. 
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And empty words she gave, and sounding strain; 
But senseless, lifeless! Idol void and vain! 

Never was dasht out, at one lucky hit, 

A fool, so just a copy of a wit; 

So like, that criticks said and courtiers swore, 

A wit it was, and calPd the phantom, M —. 

All gaze with ardour: some, a Poet’s name. 
Others, a sword-knot and lac’d suit inflame: 

But 10% L —/ in the circle rose; 

*This prize is mine; who tempt it, are my foes: 
With me began this genius, and shall end:’ 

He spoke, and who with L—t shall contend ? 

Fear held them mute. Alone, untaught to fear, 
Stood dauntless C—/. ‘Behold that rival here! 

The race by vigor, not by vaunts is won; 

So take the hindmost Hell.’—He said, and run. 
Swift as a bard the bailiff leaves behind. 

He left huge and out-stript the wind. 

As when a dab-chick waddles thro’ the copse, 

On legs and wings, and flies, and wades, and hops; 
So lab’ring on, with shoulders, hands, and head, 
Wide as a windmill all his figure spread, 

With steps unequal L—/ urg’d the race. 

And seem’d to emulate Jacob s pace. 

Full in the middle way there stood a lake, 

Which C—/*s CoTinna chanc’d that morn to make, 
(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop 
Her evening cates before his neighbour s shop,) 
Here fortun’d C—l to slide: loud shout the band. 
And L—r, rings thro’ all the StranJ. 

Obscene with filth the varlet lies bewray’d, 

Fal’n in the plash his wickedness had lay d: 

Then first (if Poets ought of truth declare) 

The caitiff l^atidde conceiv’d a prayer. 

U&iTjove/ whose name my bards and I adore, 
As much at least as any Gods, or more; 

And him and his, if more devotion warms, 

Down with the •Bible, up with the ]Pope s Arms. 


The Bible C - Vs sign. 


\ The Crou-keys 
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•A place there is, betwixt earth, air and seas. 
Where from Ambrosia^ Jove retires for ease. 

There in his seat two spacious Vents appear. 

On this he sits, to that he leans his ear, 

There hears the various vows of fond mankind, 
Some beg an eastern, some a western wind: 

All vain petitions, sent by winds on high, 

With reams abundant this abode supply; 

Amus’d he reads, and then returns the bills 
Sign’d with that Ichor which from Gods distills. 

In office here fair Cloacina stands. 

And ministers to Jove with purest hands; 

Forth from the heap she pick’d her vot’ry’s pray’r. 
And plac’d it next him, a distinction rare! 

Oft, as he fish’d her nether realms for wit, 

The Goddess favour’d him, and favours yet. 
Renew’d by ordure’s sympathetic force, 

As oil’d with magic juices for the course, 

^'ig’rous he rises; from th’ effluvia strong 
Imbibes new life, and scours and stinks along, 
Re-passes L —/, vindicates the race, 

Nor heeds the brown dishonours of his face. 

And now the victor stretch’d his eager hand. 
Where the tall Nothing stood, or seem’d to stand; 
A shapeless shade, it melted from his sight, 

Like forms in clouds, or Nisions of the night! 
Baffled, yet present ev’n amidst despair. 

To seize his papers, C—/, was next thy care; 

His papers all, the sportive winds up-lift, 

And whisk ’em back to G —, to Y —, to S —. 

Th* embroider’d suit, at least, he deem’d his prey; 
That suit, an unpay’d Taylor snatch’d away! 

No rag, no scrap, of all the beau, or wt. 

That once so flutter’d, and that once so writ. 

Heav’n rings with laughter: Of the laughter vain, 
DulnesSy good Queen, repeats the jest again. 

Three wicked imps of her own Grubstreet Choir 
She deck’d like Congreve^ Addison, and Prior', 


See Lucian's Icaro Matippus. 
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MearSf Warnery Wilkins run: Delusive thought! 

and • •, the wretches caught. 

C—/ stretches after Gayy but Gay is gone, 

He grasps an empty \Joseph for a John. 

So ProteuSy hunted in a nobler shape, 

Became, when seiz’d, a Puppy or an Ape. 

To him the Goddess. Son, thy grief lay down. 
And turn this whole illusion on the town. 

As the sage dame experienc’d in her trade, 

By names of Toasts retails each batter d jade, 
(Whence hapless Monsieur much complains at Pans 
Of wrongs from Duchesses and Lady Marys) 

Be thine, my stationer! this magic gift; 

C— shall be Priory and C—n. Swift \ 

So shall each hostile name become our own. 

And we too boast our Garth and Addison. 

With that the Goddess (piteous of his case. 

Yet smiling at his ruful length of face) 

Gives him a cov’ring, worthy to be spread 
On Codrus' old, or • *’5 modern bed; 

Instructive work! whose wry-mouth’d portraiture 
Display’d the fates her confessors endure. 

Ear-less on high, stood pillory’d D 

And T -flagrant from the lash, below: 

There kick’d and cudgel’d R— might ye view, 

The very worstead still look’d black and blue: 
Himself among the storied chiefs he spies. 

As from the blanket high in air he flics. 

And oh! (he cry’d) what street, what lane but knows 
Our purgings, pumpings, blanketings and blows. 

In cv’ry loom our labors shall be seen. 

And the fresh vomit run for ever green! 

See in the circle next, Eliza plac d; 

Two babes of love close clinging to her waste; 

Fair as before her works she stands confess d, ^ 

In flow’r’d brocade by bounteous Kirkall dress <1, 
Pearls on her neck, and roses in her hair. 

And her fore-buttocks to the navel bare. 
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t Joseph Gayy a fictitious name put by C 


/ before several Pamphlets. 
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The Goddess then: ‘Who best can send on high 
The salient spout, fair-streaming to the sky; 

His be yon Juno of majestic size, 

With cow-like udders, and with ox-like eyes. 

This CAma-Jordan, let the chief o’ercome 
Replenish, not ingloriously, at home.* 

Ch - d and C-/ accept this glorious strife, 

(Tho* one his Son dissuades, and one his Wife) 
This on his manly confidence relies. 

That on his vigour and superior size. 

First C- d leaned against his letter’d post; 

It rose, and labor’d to a curve at most: 

Jove's bright bow displays its watry round, 
(Sure sign, that no spectator shall be drown’d) 

A second effort brought but new disgrace, 

For straining more, it flies in his own face; 

Thus the small jett which hasty hands unlock. 
Spirts in the gard’ners eyes who turns the cock. 

Not so from shameless C- 1: Impetuous spread 

The stream, and smoaking, flourish’d o’er his head. 
So, (fam’d like thee for turbulence and horns,) 
Eridanus his humble fountain scorns. 

Thro* half the heav’ns he pours th’ exalted um; 

His rapid waters in their passage burn. 

Swift as it mounts, all follow with their eyes; 

Still happy. Impudence obtains the prize. 

Thou triumph’st, Victor of the high-wrought day, 
And the pleas’d dame soft-smiling leads away. 

Ch - dy through perfect modesty o’ercome, 

Crown’d with the Jordan, walks contented home. 

But now for Authors nobler palms remain: 

Room for my Lord! three Jockeys in his train; 

Six huntsmen with a shout precede his chair; 

He grins, and looks broad nonsense with a stare. 

His honour’d meaning, Dulness thus exprest. 

‘He wins this Patron who can dckle best.’ 

He chinks his purse, and takes his seat of state, 
With ready quills the Dedicators wait. 

Now at his head the dext’rous task commence, 

And instant, fancy feels th’ imputed sense; 
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Now gentle touches wanton o’er his face, 

He struts Adonis^ and affects grimace: 

R -the feather to his ear conveys, 

Then his nice taste directs our Operas: 

•* his mouth with Classic flatt’ry opes, 

And the puft Orator bursts out in tropes. 

But O -the Foetus healing balm 

Strives to extract from his soft, giving palm; 

Unlucky O-! thy lordly master 

The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster. 

While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain, 
And quick sensations skip from vein to vein, 

A youth unknown to Phoebus^ in despair. 

Puts his last refuge all in Heav’n in Pray’r. 

What force have pious vows ? the Qtteen of Love 
His Sister sends, her vot’ress, from above. 

As taught by VenuSy Paris learnt the art 
To touch Achilles' only tender part, 

Secure, thro* her, the noble prize to carry, 

He marches off, his Grace’s Secretary, 

Now turn to diff’rent sports (the Goddess cries) 
And learn, my sons, the wond’rous pow’r of Noise. 
To move, to raise, to ravish ev’ry heart, ^ 

With Shakespear's nature, or with Johnson s art, 

Let others aim: ’Tis yours to shake the soul 
With Thunder rumbling from the mustard-bowl. 
With horns and trumpets now to madness swell. 

Now sink in sorrows with a tolling Bell. 

Such happy arts attention can command. 

When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand: 

Improve we these. Three Catcalls be the bn e 
Of him, whose chatt’ring shames the Monkey tribe; 
And his this Drum^ whose hoarse heroic base 
Drowns the loud Clarion of the braying Ass. 

Now thousand tongues are heard in one loud dm, 
The Monkey-mimicks rush discordant m ; 

’Twas chatt’ring, grinning, mouthing, )abb ring all. 

And R -, and railing, Branglmg, and B , 

D - s and Dissonance; And captious art. 

And snip-snap short, and interruption smart. 
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Hold (cry’d the Queen) ye all alike shall win, 

Equal your merits, equal is your din; 

But that this well-disputed game may end, 225 

Sound forth my Brayers^ and the welkin rend. 

As when the long-ear’d milky mothers wait 
At some sick miser’s triple-bolted gate. 

For their defrauded, absent foals they make 
A moan so loud, that all the Guild awake: 230 

So sighs Sir G— -r, starting at the bray 

From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay. 

So swells each Windpipe; Ass intones to Ass, 

Harmonic twang! of leather, horn, and brass: 

Such as from laboring lungs th* Enthusiast blows, 235 

High sounds, attempted to the vocal nose. 

But far o’er all sonorous Bl -’s strain. 

Walls, steeples, skies, bray back to him again: 

In Tot^nham Belds, the brethren with amaze 

Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze; 240 

Long Chancery-lane retentive rolls the sound, 

And courts to courts return it round and round; 

Thames wafts it thence to Rufus' roaring hall. 

And H - d re-ecchoes, bawl for bawl. 

All hail him victor in both gifts of Song, 245 

Who sings so loudly., and who sings so long. 

This labor past, by Bridewell all descend, 

(As morning pray’j and flagellation end.) 

To where Fleetditch with disemboguing streams 

Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 250 

The King of Dykes! than whom, no sluice of mud 

With deeper sable blots the silver flood. 

‘Here strip my children! here at once leap in! 

Here prove who best can dash thro’ thick and thin. 

And who the most in love of dirt excel, 255 

Or dark dexterity of groping well. 

Who flings most mud, and wide pollutes around 
The stream, be his the ••• journals, bound. 

A pig of lead to him who dives the best; 

A peck of coals a-piece shall glad the rest* 260 

In naked majesty great D -stands, 

And, yVI//o-like, surveys his arms and hands: 
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Then sighing, thus. ‘And am I now threescore! 

Ah why, ye Gods! should two and two make four?* 
He said, and cUmb*d a stranded Lighter’s height, 

Shot to the black abyss, and plung’d down-right. 

The senior’s judgment all the crowd admire. 

Who but to sink the deeper, rose the higher. 

^ext E — div’d; slow circles dimpled o’er 
The quaking mud, that clos’d and ope’d no more: 

All look, all sigh, and call on E — lost; 

£ _in vain resounds thro’ all the coast. 

fj _try’d the next, but hardly snatch’d from sight. 

Instant buoys up, and rises into light; 

He bears no token of the sabler streams. 

And mounts far off, among the swans of Thames. 

Far worse unhappy D - r succeeds, 

He search’d for coral, but he gather’d weeds. 

True to the bottom, and ••• creep. 
Long-winded both, as natives of the deep. 

This only merit pleading for the prize. 

Nor everlasting Bl -this denies. 

But nimbler W - d reaches at the ground, 

Circles in mud, and darkness all around. 

No crab more active, in the dirty dance. 

Downward to climb, and backward to advance; 

He brings up half the bottom on his head, 

And boldly claims the Journals and the Lead. 

Sudden, a burst of thunder shook the flood, 

Lo E — rose, tremendous all in mud! 

Shaking the horrors of his sable brows, 

And each ferocious feature grim with ooze. 

Greater he looks, and more than mortal stares; 

Then thus the wonders of the deep declares. 

First he relates, how sinking to the chin, 

Smit with his mien, the Mudnymphs suck’d him in. 
How young Lutetia softer than the down, 

Nigrina black, and Merdamante brown. 
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Vy’d for his love in jetty bow'rs below; 

As Hylas fair was ravish’d long ago. 

Then sung how, shown him by the nutbrown maids 
A branch of Styx here rises from the Shades^ 

That tinctur’d as it runs with Lethis streams. 

And wafting vapors from the Land of Dreams^ 

(As under seas Alphaus' sacred sluice 
Bears Pisa^ offerings to his Arethuse) 

Pours into Thames: Each Qty-bowl is full 
Of the mixt wave, and all who drink grow dull. 

How to the banks where bards departed doze. 

They led him soft; how all the bards arose; 

Taylofy sweet bird of Thames^ majestic bows. 

And Sh — nods the poppy on his brows; 

While M.—n there, deputed by the rest. 

Gave him the cassock, surcingle, and vest; 

And ‘Take (he said) these robes which once were mine, 
Dulness is sacred in a sound Divine.’ 
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He ceas’d, and show’d the robe; the crowd confess 
The rev’rend Flamen in his lengthen’d dress. 

Slow mov’d the Goddess from the silver flood, 

(Her Priest preceding) thro* the gates of Lud. 

Her Criticks there she summons, and proclaims 
A gentler exercise to close the games. 


320 


Hear you! in whose grave heads, as equal scales, 

I weigh what author’s heaviness prevails. 

Which most conduce to sooth the soul in slumbers, 325 

My H —*s periods, or my Bl —’s numbers ? 

Attend the trial we propose to make: 

If there be man who o’er such works can wake. 

Sleep’s all-subduing pow’r who dares defy, 

And boasts Ulysses* ear with Argus'* eye; 330 

To him we grant our amplest pow’rs to sit 
Judge of all present, past, and future wit. 

To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong, 

Full, and eternal privilege of tongue. 

Three Cambridge Sophs and three pert Templars came, 335 
The same their talents, and their tastes the same; 

Each prompt to query, answer, and debate. 

And smit with love of poesie and prate. 
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The ponderous books two gentle Readers bring; 

The heroes sit; the vulgar form a ring. 

The clam’rous crowd is hush'd with mugs of Mum^ 
’Till all tun’d equal, send a general hum. 

Then mount the Clerks; and in one lazy tone, 

Thro’ the long, heavy, painful page, drawl on. 

Soft creeping words on words the sense compose. 

At c’vry line, they stretch, they yawn, they doze. 

As to soft gales top-heavy pines bow low 
Their heads, and lift them as they cease to blow, 

Thus oft they rear, and oft the head decline, 

As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine. 

And now to this side, now to that, they nod, 

As verse, or prose, infuse the drowzy God. 

Thrice B—l aim’d to speak, but thrice supprest 
By potent Arthur^ knock’d his chin and breast. 

C_ s and T^d, prompt at Priests to jeer, 

Yet silent bow’d to Christas no kingdom here. 

Who sate the nearest, by the word’s o’ercomc 
Slept first, the distant nodded to the hum. 

Then down are roll’d the books; stretch’d o’er em hes 
Each gentle clerk, and mutt’ring seals his eyes. 

As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 

One circle first, and then a second makes. 

What dulncss dropt among her sons imprest 
Like motion, from one circle to the rest; 

So from the mid-most the nutation spreads 
Round, and more round, o’er all the sea of heads. 

At last C—re felt her voice to fail. 

And ••• himself unfinish’d left his Tale. 

T—j and T— the church and sUte gave o’er, 

Nor ••• ulk’d, nor S -whisper’d more. 

£v’n N _«, gifted with his mother’s tongue, 

Tho’ born at tapping, and from Daniel sprung. 

Ceas’d his loud bawling breath, and dropt the head. 
And all was hush’d, as Follfs self lay dead. 
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Thus the soft gifts of Sleep conclude the day, 
And stretch’d on bulks, as usual. Poets lay. 
Why should I sing what bards the Nightly Muse 
Did slumbring visit, and convey to stews f 
Or prouder march’d, with magistrates in state. 
To some fam’d round-house, ever open gate! 
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How E -lay inspir’d beside a sink. 

And to mere mortals seem’d a Priest in drink ? 
All others timely, to the neighbouring Fleet 
(Haunt of the Muses) made their safe retreat. 

End of the Second Book 
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*IDUT in her TempWs last recess inclos’d. 

On Dulness^ lap th’ Anointed head repos’d. 

Him close she curtain’d round with vapors blue, 
And soft besprinkled with Cimmerian dew. 

Then Raptures high the seat of sense o’erflow, 
Which only heads refin’d from reason know: 

Hence from the straw where Bedlam's Prophet nods, 
He hears loud Oracles, and talks with Gods; 

Hence the Fool’s paradise, the Statesman’s scheme. 
The air-built Castle, and the golden Dream, 

The Maids romantic wish, the Chymists flame. 

And Poets vision of eternal fame. 

And now, on Fancy’s easy wing convey’d, 

The King descended to th’ Elyzian shade. 

There in a dusky vale where Lethe rolls. 

Old Bavius sits, to dip poetic souls. 

And blunt the sense, and fit it for a skull 
Of solid proof, impenetrably dull. 

Instant when dipt, away they wing their flight. 
Where *Bromn and Mears unbar the gates of Light, 
Demand new bodies, and in CalTs array 
Rush to the world, impatient for the day. 

Milhons and millions on these banks he views, 

Thick as the Stars of night, or morning dews, 

Booksellers. 
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As thick as bees o’er vernal blossoms fly, 

As thick as eggs at IV -in pillory. 

Wond’ring he gaz’d: When lo! a Sage appears. 
By his broad shoulders known, and length of ears, 
Kjiown by the band and suit which Settle wore, 
(His only suit) for twice three years before. 

All as the Vest, appear’d the wearers frame, 

Old in new' state, another, yet the same. 

Bland and familiar as in life, begun 
Thus the great Father to the greater Son. 

Oh! born to see what none can see awake! 
Behold the wonders of th’ Oblh ious Lake. 

Thou, yet unborn, hast touch’d this sacred shore, 
The hand oi Bavins drench’d thee o’er and o’er. 
But blind to former, as to future, Fate, 

What mortal knows his pre-existent state 
Who knows how long, thy transmigrating soul 
Did from Baotian to Baotian roll 
How many Dutchmen she vouchsaf’d to thnd } 
How many stages thro’ old Monks she rid ? 

And all who since, in mild benighted days. 

Mix’d the Owl’s ivy w ith the Poet’s bays ? 

As Man’s maeanders to the vital spring 

Roll all their tydes, then back their circles bring; 

Or whirligigs, nvirl’d round by skilful swain. 

Suck the thread in, then yield it out again: 

All nonsense thus, of old or modern dale. 

Shall in thee centre, from thee circulate. 

For this, our Queen unfolds to vision true 
Thy mental eye, for thou hast much to view: 

Old scenes of glory, times long cast behind, 

Shall first recall’d, rush forward to thy mind; 
Then stretch thy sight o’er all her rising reign. 
And let the past and future fire thy brain. 

Ascend this hill, whose cloudy point commands 
Her houndless Empire over seas and lands. 

See round the Poles where keener spangles shine. 
Where spices smoke beneath the burning Line, 
(Earths wide extreams) her sable flag display’d; 
And all the nations cover’d in her shade! 
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Far Eastward cast thy eye, from whence the Sun 65 

And orient Science at a birth begun. 

One man immortal all that pride confoimds. 

He, whose long Wall the wand’ring Tartar boimds. 

•Heav’ns! what a pyle? whole ages perish there: 

And one bright blaze turns Learning into air. ^o 


Thence to the South as far extend thy eyes; 
There rival flames with equal glory rise. 

From shelves to shelvesf see greedy Vulcan roll. 
And lick up all their Physick of the Soul, 


How little, see! that portion of the ball, 75 

Where faint at best the beams of science fall! 

Against her throne, from Hyperborean skies. 

In dulness strong, th’ avenging Vandals rise; 

Lo where Moeotis sleeps, and hardly flows 

The freezing Tanais thro* a waste of snows, 80 

The North by myriads pours her mighty sons, 

Great nurse of Goths^ of AlanSy and of Huns. 

See Alaric^s stern port, the martial frame 
Of CenseriCy and Attild*s dread name! 

See! the bold Ostrogoths on Latium fall; 85 

See! the fierce Visigoths on Spain and Gaul. 

See! where tlie morning gilds the palmy shore, 

(The soil that arts and infant letters bore) 

His conq’ring tribes th* Arabian prophet draws. 

And saving Ignorance enthrones by Laws. 90 

See ChristianSy JemSy one heavy sabbath keep; 

And all the Western World believe and sleep. 


Lo Rome herself, proud mistress now no more 
Of arts, but thund’ring against Heathen lore; 

Her gray-hair’d Synods damning books unread, 95 

And Bacon trembling for his brazen Head. 

Lo statues, temples, theatres o’ertum*d, 

Oh glorious ruin! and burn’d. 

• Ho-am-ti, Emperor of China, the same who built the great wall between China and 
Tartary, destroyed all the books and learned men of that empire. 

•f The Caliph, Omar I. having conquer’d ^gypt, caus’d his General to burn the 
Ptolomcean library, on the gates of which was this inscription, MedUina Animee. 
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See’st thou an Isky by Palmers, Pilgrims trod, 

Men bearded, bald, cowPd, uncowPd, shod, unshod, 
PeePd, patch’d, and pieball’d, linsey-woolsey brothers, 
Grave mummers, sleeveless some, and shirtless others. 
That once was Britain —Happy! had she seen 
No fiercer sons, had *Easter never been. 

In peace, great Goddess! ever be ador’d; 

How keen the war, if dulness draw the sword } 

Thus visit not thy own! on this blest age 
Oh spread thy Influence, but restrain thy Rage! 

And see my son, the hour is on its way 
That lifts our Goddess to imperial sway: 

This fav’rite Isle, long sever’d from her reign. 
Dove-like, she gathers to her wings again. 

Now look thro* Fate! behold the scene she draws! 
What aids, what armies, to assert her cause! 

See all her progeny, illustrious sight! 

Behold, and count them as they rise to light. 

As Berecynthia^ while her offspring vye 
In homage, to the mother of the sky, 

Surveys around her in the blest abode 
A hundred sons, and ev’ry son a God: ^ 

Not with less glory mighty Dulness crown d. 

Shall take thro’ Grubstreet her triumphant round, 

And all Parnassus glancing o’er at once. 

Behold a hundred sons, and each a dunce. 

Mark first the youth who takes the foremost place 
And thrusts his person full into your face 
With all thy Father’s virtues blest, be born! 

And a new C-r shall the stage adorn. 

See yet a younger, by his blushes known. 

And modest as the maid who sips alone. 

From the strong fate of drams if thou get free, 

Another Dur/ty, •** shall sing in thee. 

For thee each Ale-house, and each Gill-house mourn, 
And answ’ring Gin-shops so\\Ter sighs return. 

Behold yon pair, in strict embraces join’d; 

How like their manners, and how like their mind. 

Fam’d for good nature, B -and for truth, 

D -for pious passion to the youth. 

• Wars in England anciently, about the right time of celebrating Easter. 
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Equal in wit, and equally polite, 

Shall this a Pasquiriy that a Grumbler write; 140 

Like are their merits, like rewards they share. 

That shines a Consul, this Commissioner. 

Ah D -, G -ah! what ill-starr’d rage 

Divides a friendship long confirm’d by age } 

Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor, 145 

But fool with fool is barb’rous, civil war. 

Embrace, embrace my Sons! be foes no more! 

Nor glad vile Poets with true Criticks gore. 

See next two slip-shod Muses traipse along, 

In lofty madness meditating song, 150 

With tresses staring from poetic dreams, 

And never wash’d, but in Castalia's streams. 

H -and T -, glories of their race! 

Lo H - ck's fierce, and M -’s rueful face! 

W -n, the scourge of Scripture, mark with awe! 155 

And mighty J- - b Blunderbus of Law! 

Lo thousand thousand, ev’ry nameless name, 

All crowd, who foremost shall be damn’d to fame; 

How proud! how pale! how earnest all appear! 

How rhymes eternal gingle in their ear! 160 

Pass these to nobler sights; Lo H — stands 
Tuning his voice, and balancing his hands, 

How honey’d nonsense trickles from his tongue! 

How sweet the periods, neither said nor sung! 

Still break the benches, H — with thy strain, 165 

While K -, Br -, W -preach in vain 

Round him, each Science by its modern type 
Stands known; Divinity with box and pipe. 

And proud Philosophy with breeches tore. 

And English Musick with a dismal score: 170 

While happier History with her comrade AlCy 
Sooths the sad series of her tedious tale. 

Fast by, in darkness palpable inshrin’d 
yV —j, B —r, M —», all the poring kind, 

A lumberhouse of Books in every head, 175 

Are ever reading, and are never read. 
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But who is he, in closet close y-pent, 

With visage from his shelves with dust besprent ? 
Right well mine eyes arede that myster wight, 

That wonnes in haulkes and hemes, and H — he hight. 
To future ages may thy dulness last. 

As thou preserv’st the dulness of the past! 

But oh! what scenes, what miracles behind? 

Now stretch thy view, and open all thy mind. 

He look’d, and saw a sable •seer arise, 

Swift to whose hand a winged volume flies. 

All sudden, gorgons hiss, and dragons glare, 

And ten hom’d fiends, and giants, threaten war. 

Hell rises, heav’n descends, to dance on earth: 

Gods, monsters, furies, musick, rage and mirth; 

A fire, a Jig, a battel, and a ball, 

’Till one wide conflagration swallows all. 

Then a new world to nature’s laws unknown, 
Refulgent rises, with a heav’n its own: 

Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 

And other planets circle other suns: 

The forests dance, the rivers upward rise, 

Whales sport in woods, and dolphins in the skies; 

And last, to give the whole creation grace, 

Lo! one vast Egg produces human race. 

Silent the monarch gaz’d; yet ask’d in thought 
What God or Daemon all these wonders wrought ? 

To whom the Sire: In yonder cloud, behold, 

Whose sarcenet skirts are edg’d with flamy gold, 

A godlike youth: See Jove's own bolts he flings. 

Rolls the loud thunder, and the light’ning wings! 

Angel of DulnesSy sent to scatter round 
Her magic charms on all unclassic ground: 

Yon stars, yon suns, he rears at pleasure higher, 

Illumes their light, and sets their flames on fire. 
Immortal R^chf how calm he sits at ease, 

Mid snows of paper, and fierce hail of pease ? 

And proud his mistress* orders to perform. 

Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the storm. 
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But lo! to dark encounter in mid air 215 

New wizards rise: here B —M, and C—r there. 

B - th in his cloudy tabernacle shrin’d, 

On grinning dragons C- r mounts the wind: 

Dire is the conflict, dismal is the din, 

Here shouts all Drury, there all Lincoln^s-Inn; 220 

G)ntending Theatres our empire raise, 

Alike their labours, and alike their praise. 

And are these wonders, Son, to thee unknown ? 

Unknown to thee ? These wonders are thy own. 

These Fate reserv’d to grace thy reign divine, 225 

Foreseen by me, but ah! with-held from mine. 

In LuiPs old walls tho’ long I rul’d renown’d. 

Far as loud Boip^s stupendous bells resound; 

Tho’ my own Aldermen conferr’d my bays, 

To me committing their eternal praise, 230 

Their full-fed Heroes, their pacihc May’rs, 

Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars: 

Tho flong my Party built on me their hopes, 

For writing Pamphlets, and for roasting Popes 

(Different our parties, but with equal grace 235 

Our Goddess smiles on Whig and Tory race. 

’Tis the same rope at sev’ral ends they twist, 

To Dulness, Ridpath is as dear as Mist.) 

Yet lo! in me what Authors have to brag on! 

Reduc’d at last to hiss in my own dragon. 240 

Avert it, heav’n I that thou or C-r e’er 

Should wag two serpent tails in Smithfield fair. 

Like the vile straw that’s blown about the streets. 

The needy Poet sticks to all he meets. 

Coach’d, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast, 245 

In the Dog’s tail his progress ends at last. 

Happier thy fortunes! like a rolling stone 
Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber on, 

Safe in its heaviness, can never stray. 

And licks up every blockhead in the way. 250 


t Settle was once famous for part)' papers, but very uncertain in his polidcal principles. 
He was employ’d to hold the pen in the Charaeter of a popish successor, but afterwards 
printed his Narrative on the contrary side. 

He managed the ceremony and pageants at the burning of a famous Pope, and w’as at 
length employ’d in making the machinery at Bartholomew fair, where, in his old age he 
acted in a dragon of leather of his own invention. 
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Thy dragons •* and ** shall taste. 

And from each show rise duller than the last: 

’Till rais’d from Booths to Theatre, to Court, 

Her seat imperial Dulness shall transport. 

(Already, Opera prepares the way, 

The sure fore-runner of her gentle sway.) 

To aid her cause, if heav’n thou canst not bend, 
Hell thou shall move; for Famtus is thy friend: 
Pluto with Cato thou for her shall join, 

And link the Mourning-Bride to Proserpine. 
Grubstreet! thy fall should men and Gods conspire, 
Thy stage shall stand, ensure it but from Fire. 
Another jFschylus appears! prepare 
For new •Abortions, all ye pregnant fair! 

In flames like Semeles be brought to bed, 

While opening Hell spouts wild-fire at your head. 

Now Bavius take the poppy from ihy brow, 
And place it here! here all ye Heroes bowl 
This, this is He, foretold by ancient rhymes, 

Th’ Augustus, born to bring Saturnian times! 

Beneath his reign, shall E -« wear the bays, 

C- r preside, Lord Chancellor of I lays, 

^ -sole judge of Architecture sit, 

And A—e P—s be preferr’d for Wit! 

I see th’ unfinish’d Dormitory wall! 

I see the Savoy totter to her fall! 

The sons of Isis reel! the towns-mens sport; 

And Alma Mater all dissolv’d in Port! 


Then, when these signs declare the mighty Year, 
When the dull Surs roll round, and 
Let there be darkness! (the dread pow r shall say) 

All shall be darkness, as it ne'er were Day; 

To their first Chaos Wit’s vain works shall (ail. 

And universal Dulness cover all! 


No more the Monarch could such raptures bear; 
de wak’d, and all the Vision mix’d with air. 

»rtcd oi^schytu^ that when his Tragedy '1 

rc so terrified that the children fell into fits, and .he b.gbcllj e 

—d is translating this Author. 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES 

A pleasing form, a finn, yet cautious rnind 
A Shepherd’s Boy (he seeks no better name) 

A Soul as fuU of Worth, as void of Pride 
A Tower there is, where six Maidens do dwell 
Adam had fallen twice, if for an apple 
Again? new Tumults in my breast? 

Ah, friend! ’tis true—this truth you lovers know 
Ah Serenissa, from our arms 
As gods sometimes descend from heav’n and deign 
As some fond virgin, whom her mother’s care 
As when that Hero, who in each Campaign 
At length, my soul! thy fruitless hopp give o’er 
Authors are judg’d by strange capricious Rules 
Awake, my St- John! leave all meaner things 

Behold the woes of matrimonial life 
Beneath the shade a spreading Beech displays 
Books and the man I sing, the first who brings 

Cibber! write all thy Verses upon Glasses 
Qose to the best known Author, Umbra sits 
Qose to the gates a spacious garden lies 
Come, gentle Airl th’ /£olian shepherd said 

Dear Col’ncl! Cobham’s and your country’s Friend! 

Dear, damn’d, distracting Town, farewell! 

Descend, ye Ninel descend and sing 

Dorset, the Grace of Courts, the Muses’ Pride 

Fain would my Muse the flow’ry Treasures sing 
Fair Charmer, cease, nor make your voice’s prize 
Father of All! in cv’ry Age 
First in these fields I try the sylvan strains 
Fraternal Rage, the guilty Thebes alarms 

Go! fair Example of untainted youth 

Go tuneful bird, forbear to soar 

Grown old in Rhyme, ’twere barbarous to discard 

Hail sacred spring, whose fruitful stream 
Happy the man, whose wish and care 
He who beneath thy shcli’ring wing resides 
Here Francis Ch{artre]s lies—Be civil! 

Here lies a round Woman, who thought mighty odd 
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Here rests a Woman, good without pretence 647 

Here, Withers, rest! thou bravest, gentlest mind 649 

Heroes, and Kings ! your distance keep 653 

How much, egregious Moore^ are we 640 

I know the thing that's most uncommon 642 

If modest Youth, with cool Reflection crown’d 652 

In Amaze 684 

In ev’ry town, where Thamis rolls his tyde 230 

In that soft season, when descending show’rs 132 

In the lines that you sent, arc the Aluses and Graces 693 

In these deep solitudes and awful cells no 

In these gay thoughts the Loves and Graces shine 634 

In vain you boast poetic names of yore 633 

I’ve often wish’d that I had clear 384 

Jonathan Swift 698 

Jove call’d before him t’other Day 668 

Kneller, by Heav’n and not a Master taught 649 

Lest you should think that verse shall die 391 

Mark by what wretched steps Great [Marlborough] grows 718 

Muse, ’tis enough: at length thy labour ends 638 

My Lord complains, that Pope (stark mad with gardens) 643 


Nature and Nature’s Laws lay hid in Night 
‘Not to admire, is all the Art I know 
Not twice a twelve-month you appear in Print 
Nothing so true as what you once let fall 
Now Europe's balanc’d, neither Side prevails 



O fairest Pattern to a failing Age! 652 

O Nash! more blest in ev’ry other thing 703 

O Thou, whose all-creating hands sustain 665 

Of gentle Philips will I ever sing 691 

Of Manners gentle, of Affections mild 650 

Oh be thou blest with all that Heav’n can send 643 

Oh Tyrant Love! hast thou possest 58 

On Sunday at six, in the street that’s call’d Gerrard 694 

Once (says an Author, where, I need not say) 637 

Ozell, at Sanger’s call, invok’d his muse 691 

Pallas grew vap’rish once and odd 689 

Parson, these things in thy possessing 238 

Peter complains, that God has given 686 

Phryne had talents for mankind 237 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES 753 

PleasM in these lines, B<IwJa, you may view 666 

Prodigious this! the Frail-one of our Play 624 

Resign’d to live, prepar’d to die 644 

St. John, whose love indulg’d my labours past 35 © 

Say, lovely youth, that dost my heart command 125 

See how the sun in dusky skies 658 

See the wild Waste of all-devouring years! 322 

See who ne’er was or will be half read! 688 

She said, and for her lost Galanthis sighs 202 

Shut, shut the door, good John! fatigu’d I said 328 

Silence! coeval with Eternity 234 

Since my old friend is grown so great 696 

Sir, I admit your gcn’ral Rule 687 

Some ColincEus praise, some BUau 

Soon as Glumdalditch miss’d her pleasing Care 678 

Speak, Gracious Lord, oh speak; thy Servant hears 699 

Statesman, yet Friend to Truth! of Soul sincere 647 

Such were the notes thy once-lov’d Poet sung 629 

The Fair Pomona flourish’d in his Reign 205 

The maid is blest that will not hear 690 

The Mighty Mother, and her Son who brings 47 ® 

The Muse this one Verse to Icam’d Pigot addresses 7 ®* 

The nymph her graces here express’d may find 657 

The Patient Chief, who lab’ring long, arriv’d 7®3 

The pby full smiles around the dimpled mouth 7 ®i 

The Sun descending, the Phaaeian train 218 

The Tribe of Templars, Play’rs, Apothecaries 392 

There arc (I scarce can think it, but am told) 34 * 

There liv’d in Lombardy, as authors write *47 

They may talk of the goddesses in Ida Vales 693 

They say Argyll's a wit, for what ? 694 

This modest Slone what few vain Marbles can 650 

This Verse be thine, my friend, nor thou refuse 631 

Tho’ Artemisia talks, by fits 236 

Thou art my God, sole object of my love 697 

Thou who shall stop, where Thames' translucent wave 642 

Thus Hector y great in Arms, contends in vain 209 

Thy forests, Windsor! and thy green retreats 37 

Thy reliques, Rowe, to this fair Um we trust 647 

Thyrsis, the music of that murm’ring spring 27 

Tir’d with vain hopes, and with complaints as vain 667 

’Tis aU a Libel—Paxton (Sir) will say 4*5 

Tis hard to say, if greater want of skill ^4 

*Tis rumour’d, Budgell on a time 7 ®® 

’Tis strange, the Miser should his Cares employ 3*5 
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’Tis true, my Lord, I gave my word 382 

To one fair lady out of court 692 

To this sad shrine, whoe’er thou art! draw near 646 

To wake the soul by tender strokes of art 623 

Two or Three Visits and two or three Bows 676 


Under this Marble, or under this Sill 



Vital spark of heav’nly flame 



Welcome, thrice welcome, to thy native Place! 

Well, if it be my time to quit the stage 

Well then, poor G-lies under ground! 

What, and how great, the Virtue and the Art 

What beck’ning ghost, along the moonlight shade 

What dire offence from am’rous causes springs 

What God, what Genius did the Pencil move 

What is Prudery? ’Tis a Beldam 

What’s Fame with Men, by Custom of the Nation 

When Israel's Daughters mourn’d their past Offences 

WTten love would strike th’ offending fair 

When other Ladies to the Groves go down 

WTien simple Macer, now of high renown 

When wise Ulysses, from his native coast 

Whence deatldess Kit-Cat took its Name 

While Celia’s tears make sorrow bright 

While maudlin Wltigs deplor’d their Cato's Fate 

Wliile you, great Patron of Mankind, sustain 

W'ho shall decide, when Doctors disagree 

Whoe’re thou art whom this fair statue cliarms 

With no poetic ardour fir’d 

Women ben full of Ragcrie 
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Ye Lords and Commons, Men of Wit 673 

Ye Nymphs of Solyma! begin the song 3 * 

Ye shades, where sacred truth is sought 57 

Yes, I beheld th’ Athenian Queen 628 

Yes; thank my stars! as early as I knew 397 

Yes, we have liv’d—one pang, and then we part! 651 

Yes, you despise the man to Books confin’d 284 

You beat your Pate, and fancy Wit will come 686 

You BelUndeUy Griffin^ and little Lepell 694 

You wonder Who this Thing has wxit 7 ®^ 




